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]*• thou in(lp<*d derive thv light from Heaven. 

The*n. to the measure of that heaven-bom liglit. 

Shine, I’oet! in thy place, anil be content: — 

Hie btars pre-eminent in magiiiUide, 

And they that from the zenith dart *ht;ii licani^ 
(V'isihlc though tliev be to half the eSFth, 

Though half a sphere be conscious qf Ihetr briglilitf^s) 
Are yet of no diviner origin. 

No purer essence, tli.iii the one th.at burns. 

J.ike an untended watrh-hi e, on the ridge 
Of some dark mountain; oi than those which seem 
ffumblv to hang, like twinkling winter lamps. 

Among the branches of the leafless trees; 

All arc the undying oiTspnng of one Sire: 
riien. to the measure of the*light vouchsafed. 

Shine. I‘oei ! in thv place and be content. 
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WORDSWORTH 

Tiie unity of Wordsworthls life of eighty years lies in its self-dedi¬ 
cation to the wort of a poet. ‘Viewed from the spiritual side, few 
lives have Ix'cn more rimarkable ; its e>»tcrnal incidents have little 
in them of ]iictui 'iiquencss or romance. I'ndcr the great poet in 
his nJltuit; lay a matter-of-fact Englisliman of the north country. 
The course of liLs outward career was determined by the union in 
'■him of liigh poetic genius and plain good sense . and the latter served 
'the former^well. 

The "Wordsworth family can be traced back in Yorkshire to the 
reign of Edward* 111 . Tiie poet’s grandfather migrated in the first 
hall of •tJie eighteenth century lo Sockbridge in Westmoreland. His 
uccemd son.^Jol^n Wordsworth, became an attorney at Cockermouth, 
and at the age of Lwenly-iivc married Anne Cookson. daughter of 
a#l'euiith mercer. William Words^vorth, their second child, was 
(»orn at ('cjckennouth on April 7. 1770. Tlis brothers were three 
—Richard, who became a solicitor, John, who rose to be a captain in 
the merchant service, and Christopher, master of Trinity College, 
Cambridge, from 1820 until 1846. Not a little of the poet's genius, 
without its creative strength or its meditative depth, appears in his 
only sister, Dorothy, who was younger than William by somewhat 
less than two years. Brother and sister remained throughout life 
in the closest and dearest companionship. 

•' I was of a stiff, moody, and violent temper,” wTites Wordsworth, 
looking back upon his childhood ; and chastisement only made 
him obstinate and defiant. His mother died when he was eight 
ycafs old, and in her were lost the central light and love within his 
home. In the same year he was sent to the ancient grammar-school 
at Hawkshcad. near Eslhwaitc Water. He boarded in the"' cottage 
ISf a village tlamc, ’Anne Tyson, enjoying mucK-Vjppy freedom, and 
receiving instruction at the school-house fromlw suo£S&>^S^l'■'of masters, 
among them William Taylor, who appears idealized as the ” MattAew” 
of his poems. He acquired some Greek and a sound knomedge 
•■of Latin, read for his own al^iuscmcnt Dow Quixote, Gil Bias, GuUivfir, 
* the Tale of a Tub, and Fielding's novels ; and being encouraged by his 
master to write English verse on the theme The Summer^ Vacation, 
he proceeded to compose for his own pleasure a long poem on the 
surrounding scenery and his boyish adventures. Here, and in his 
schoolboy days, the foundations of his mind were laid in that inter- 
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course with the external worlj^—partly made up of animal joy, partly 
of imaginative wonder, awe, ayl delight—-of which we read in the 
first two books of The Prelude. The boy ijas vigorous and hardy 
of body ; he climbed, he boated, he fished, lie skated ; and Rirough 
the mere physical rapture cajne impulses of deeper birth from the 
soul—impulse's whif'h did not die, but remained in the centre of his 
nature and helped to sli.\j>c his whole moral being. Already that 
interpretation of the spiritual aieanings of visible things, which is 
characteristic ot all Wordsworth’s highest work, liad begun. , , 
in the winter of 17S3. Wonlsw^'rlh’s father, wluf never recovered 
from the loss of his wife, died. The sons wore jjlaced under thc\',are 
of tw'o uncles. Mr. Wordsworth's propertv consisted chiefly of a 
sum lent to Sir James Lowther, alterwarc^s hail Lonsdale, Avhose 
agent he had been. The debt was claimed, but without success ; 
it reniaiiK'tl unpaid until i8oj, when liberal restioialion ^as» made 
by Loi'fl Lonsdale's successor In < October, 1787, Wordsworth, then 
in his eighteenth year, was sent to n'side as a student at St. John’s 
College. Cambridge. « 

His life at Cambiidgc was not a liic of .study ; be coi'ild ’'•ol dis¬ 
tribute the force of his mind into a]>pointc^f channels ; he had none 
of the ambition of a landidate for collegiate distinctions he did 
not find the influences of the jilace inspiring for ohi* ot jTis temper, 
The memory, indeed, of great predcccs.sois wdif> had trovi the <'ourts 
stirred his iinagiiialion ; lie remembered Spenser's youth, and Milton’s 
years at Christ’s ; he looked on Mewtoii's seiiljiturcd lace in the autc- 
chapcl of Trinity- - 

Tlic ni.'trlilf index I’f a iniiid fi<r pver 
^ Voya};iiin tlii'Diigli strange seas ol TJiouglit, alone 

But no living voice was a summons to his intellect ,- no living 
mind dominated or S])urred his own. He yielded himself to the 
social enjoyments and casual pleasures of the day and hour, never 
seriously offending, but never com eni rating his energies 011 an assigned 
task. During the w'cek before he took his degree he occupied him¬ 
self w'ith reading Clartssa H:trIowe. Yet he made certain scholarly 
gains ; he became more familiar with the Latin poets, and read for 
his plcasurp in Italian literature ; and Cambridge was a mmi£?ture 
world, wliero he saw new forms of life that became a complement 
of his solitary commiinings with nature. 

The long v.acalL* *\vcrc seasons of joy and inward growth. M 
the summei 01 i ),18 ho returned to his cheri.shed vale of Esthivaite, 
to nfi all things with more instructed eyes and to find all as dear 
as in his boyhood. One moment remained for ever memorable, 
w'hcn walking home from a night of irflocent mirth, he beheld th^ 
sun rise, and was star I led into a higher joy, wi^h jieace at the heart* 
of joy, * 

1 made no vows, but vows 
Were then made for me ; bond unknown toc-ine 
Was givi'ii. that I should be, else sinning greatly, 

A dedicated Spirit. 
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During the following summer he had fqjr companions of his wander¬ 
ings in the North of England his*siste^,Dorothy, and her and his dear 
frjend- Maiiy Hutchinson* His last college vacation was spent with 
It^s fellotv-studciit, Robert Jones, in a pedestrian tour through France, 
Switzerland, and the Italian Lakes, returning by the Rhine. It was 
a season of high hope for revolutionary h ranee , Wordswortli. as 
Vms natural to aspiring yt^utli, was borne (Xi the wrive of political 
feeling, but as yet he made no study of the great jihenomcnon ; it 
«aff.eetcd him as tlic awakening of nature in spring might affect him. 
rife fijandcur anrt beauty of moti»tain and lake moved him pro- 
foialdly, and a record of his ^impressions may be found in the early 
poem De&crifjtive 'Sktlchcs, and in Uie si.xtli book of The Prelude. 

On taking his bachelcy's degree in Jaiiuary, 1791, Wordsworth 
quilted Cambridge. ^ Four months were spent in London, where 
the vast Iif» of tlic city exaltc<l his imagination with a sense of power 
and passion, Jind the cndle.ss variety of the streets occupied and amused 
his eye. He heard Burke s])eak in the House of ('omnions, and saw 
IVfrs. Siddonsj3n the stage, ^'ct even amid the multitudinous life of 
London,''thc spirit of natiufi. ils solitudes, its inspiration, abode in his 
consci(msncss, bringing cc^nposuie and harmony into his feelings. 
An cxcur*4ion on foot through N»>rlli Wales in company with his 
frien'd Jonc*f oceftpied the SAimmcr. A memorable reminiscence of 
tliis towr—th<J description of a nioonlighl night on Snowdon—opens 
thc^ast book of The Prelude. Wordsworth was now in his twenty- 
_sccond year, and it was his duty to think of some means of obtaining 
a livelihood. X^'or a moment he conlomplalcd taking orders ; again 
it occurred to him to write for the nowj>papcrs. Both designs yielded 
to the strong attractions ol France in her days of revolution. Possi¬ 
bly a rc*sidencc abroad would cjualify him for obtaining a travelling 
tutorship. However this might be, he could not resist his desire, 
and before the close of Novcmbei, 1791. he was on his way to Orleans. 

In Paris he visited “ each spot (if old or rectuit fame,” heard the 
orators of the Jacobin Club and of the Assembly, and chose for his 
relic a stone fiom the ruins of the Pjastillc. Yet the events of the 
time were still but half real for him. At Orleans he consorted with 
military officers of Royalist svinpatliics, and through their dccji 
agitation he felt more truly tlic tumult and terror of ’/evolution 
But the new cause he believed was the cause of freedom and hui«tanity. 
Afkcroic soldier of the a]iproaching Republic, Mjclif^l, Bcaupu),-, noble 
in character as one of Idularch’s men, becamQiyiftejj!"’'ftfaili«ni-'- Words¬ 
worth’s chief counsellor and close companion. Through him j^the 
doctrine of the Revolution and its purer passions laid hold of the yciung 
jj^pighshmcfn’s intellect and liicart. External nature was no longer 
■ ilupremc in his imagination ; he thought first of the interests of 
man. . When he camo*^from Blois, where Beaupuy was stutioned, 
to Paris, in October, 1792. the King was dethroned and imprisoned ; 
th8 Pru^ians were flung back; the Republic had been decreed. 
Wordsworth felt, as it were, tlie ground rocking under him ; he con¬ 
sidered whether he should devote his life to the great cause. But a 
« 
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return to England was necessary, and in December he was once again 
in the country of his birth. # 

A pamphlet in defence of the principles of the Revolutibn w^s 
written by Wordsworth in London (1793), but it remained unpublished.. 
He occupied himself also in seeing through the press two poems— 
An Evenitig Walk, whiclyis a careful study in verse of Lake country^ 
landscape, with its racing incidents, and Descriptive SketcRes, a* 
record of his earlier wanderings on the Continent. These pieces 
were published separately in quai^o, and at a lal^r date underv/gnt" 
careful revision. Neither poem exhibits in a high degree Words^rth's 
characteristic power of interpreting nature, but each shows how 
steadily his eye was fixed on the object. The diAioh is in the manner 
of the eighteenth century, yet is often cxaot and vivid. In Descrip 
live Sketches, certain outbreaks of Revolutionji^y sentiment occur. 
Wordsworth's feeling towards the movement in Franck, hbwever, 
gradually yielded to the strain of terrible events ; his faith in the 
progress of the Revolution gave way ; still he clung to its principled; 
but even these could not maintain their hold upon his mind. A paih- 
ful moral confusion possessed his nature ;• he almost fell inttTdespair. 
When recovery came, it was rather as a process t>f returning health 
than as the result ot any train of reasoning. TJi^ infl^Lio^ce of his 
sister helped his restoration ; he still hanoured man man, but he 
believed less in political theories ; he still cherished high hopes for 
humanity, but they were not the hopes of a doctrinaire. His earlier 
faith remained, but in a purified form. 

In the summer of 1793 Wordsworth visited Salisbury Plain. Bristol, 
and the banks of the Wye. The tragic nari'ativc poem. Guilt and 
Sorrow, begun at an earlier date, was now completed. But wander¬ 
ings in beautiful scenery and vei'sc-making were liardly Uic means 
to bring him a livelihood. He liad thoughts of starting a periodical, 
to he named The Philanthropist. Unexpectedly in the early days 
of 1795 the way was cleared for his true work—that of a poet—^by 
a dying friend’s faith in his genius. Young Raislcy Calvert, of Windy- 
brow, near Keswick, placed Wordsworth in possession of a legacy 

£900. declaring that he did so on public as well as personal grounds. 
By Calvert’s foresight a dilficult problem was solved ; with his own 
small possessions and his sister's it would be possible for Wordsworth 
to live^ devoting himself to poetry, and practising a strict economy. 
A young pupib rrrr-of Basil Montagu, was placed under his caAs: 
the use''iJi‘■a* iofntry house at Racedown, Dorsetshire, was offered 
by^i friend of Montagu ; and thither in the autumn of 1795 came 
the urother and sister, and took up tl^eir abode. 

His tragedy, The Borderers, was Wbrdsworth's chief c^cupatio^ 
during the closing months of the year and the first half of 1796. Lack¬ 
ing dratiiatic efficiency, it is yet remarkable as a psychological study. 
A generous youth is betrayed into crime by the intellectual and 
moral sophistries of an elder man, who has employed his reason*to 
kill within himself the natural instincts of the heart, and would form 
his disciple on his own model. The play was perhaps writte;} in a 
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recoil from the doctrines of Godwin’s Political Justice ; when offered 
for representation at Covent *Gardan, it could not but be rejected. 
3 efore Wordsworth's residence at Raccdown began he had probably 
1 made'Coleiidge’s acquaintance ; occasional intercourse in 1796 ripened 
into intimacy and friendship in June of the following year, when 
Coleridge visited his brother poet for the first time. He felt, as he 
says, " a little man ” by Wordsworth's ^e ; and he was charmed 
by the ardour of feeling and unerring sensibility to beauty of Words- 
.wOrtil’s sister. To attain closer companionship with their new friend, 
Woiidsworlh and Dorothy moved t?J Alfoxden, a large house surrounded 
by wooded grounds, and .let on very moderate terms, in the neigh¬ 
bourhood of Nether Slowcy and the Quantock Hills. Youth, friend¬ 
ship, genius, a beautiful environment united to make this a fortunate 
season. Many of.- Wordsworth’s most radiant lyrics, many of his 
renddrings of human passion, tender and strong in their humanity, 
belong to this period. The Lyrical Ballads, to which Coleridge con- 
_ tributed The Ancient Mariner and two or three other pieces, was 
planned ; tfolcridge’s part was designed to show how truth to inward 
reality’can support and purify work of an imaginative origin ; Words¬ 
worth’s to show how' ima^’inalion can purify and interpret the appear¬ 
ances i'^fi<l,inci^e,nts of the actual world. The volume was published 
in ijqS b}^ Toseph Cottle, of Bristol, It was republished, with a 
second volume wholly uy Wordsworth, in 1800, and reached a fourth 
(•.lition in 1805. 

Before Lyrical Ballads was issued, Wordsworth, accompanied 
by his sister and Coleridge, had quitted England to reside for the 
winter in Germany. At Hamburg they parted. Coleridge proceeding 
to Ratzeburg, while William and Dorothy Wordsworth chose Goslar 
as their place of abode. Their solitude was deep, and the winter 
proved one of bitterest ice and snow. But the poet's heart and 
imagination at this period lived with peculiar intensity in his native 
land. No trace of German influence, unless it be in the ballad frag¬ 
ment The Danish Boy. appears in his verse. To Goslar belong the 
Lucy poems, the Quantock poem Ruth, the Poet’s Epitaph, and Lucy 
Gray ; and here it was that his poetical autobiography, The Prelude 
was designed and meditated. 

Towards the close of April, 1799, passing through Gottingen, where 
Coleridge now stayed, the Wordsworths, after some wanderings in 
Germany, relumed to England. A long visit v."'i -paid to the Hutchin- 
sons at Sockburn-on-Tces; in the autumif Wj^^orifi rambled 
on foot tnrough the Lake District, and finding at the Tov'jl* End, 
Grasme;re, a small house—^Dov'e Cottage—vacant, his hearP closed 
^ upon it as a home with foildcst hope. A few days before Christmas 
he and his sister entered into possession of this dwelling-place, which 
still exists, and is now guarded in the general interest of*thosc who 
Jionour the poet’s memory. Here in 1800 visitors were welcomed 
—Coleridge witli his wife ; John Wordsworth, the sailor brother, a 
man'^Of strong and gentle spirit, and a lover of what is best in litera- 
tuif ; and Mary Hutchinson, t^eir dear friend since childhood. In 
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this year the creative impulse^ came with might ap<m Wordsworth; 
day by day the poems included in Jhe second volume of Lyrical Ballade ‘ 
•^Michael, The Brothers, Hart-Leap Well, and«others—were .wrought- 
into form, and Wordsworth's deep, imaginative excitement oftim left ^ 
him exhausted both in mind and body; and now he enlarged the 
" Advertisement ” of his volume of 1798 into the celebrated ** Pre¬ 
face," which set forth his^ominant convictions on the purposes* of . 
poetry and the nature of its vehicle of words. The manner of living 
at I>ovc Cottage was frugal to an extreme ; but in books there was^a ' 
store of intellectual delights ; and mbuntains and lafce enriched|ithd 
senses and the heart with ever-present beauty. The household hap¬ 
piness was deepened, steadied and, assured when on October 4, 
f8o2, Mary Hutchinson became Wordsworth’s wife. She brought 
him wise and tender affection, a gentle strength ^ soul, good sense 
with all the gifts of practical activity, and unerring sympathy ki his 
work as a poet. No union of two lives was ever more rich in tranquil 
happiness. < 

Just before his marriage. Wordsworth and his sister sprpt a short • 
time upon the northern coast of France. Hp had been deeply moved 
by the majesty of Milton’s sonnets, and at Cq^ais he wrote the earliest 
of his own series of lofty political poems in that form. Th|| entire 
series deals with the course of public events in Europ€ froSl 1802 to 
the battle of Waterloo. The Revolutionary violences hab, alieflcatcd 
Wordsworth’s sympathies from France ; the despotism and ambitiop 
of Napoleon completed his change of feeling; he saw in England 
the armed champion of European liberty; he entered ardently into 
the struggle on behalf of Spanish independence; the cause to which 
he was attached seemed to him the good old cause to which he had 
given the enthusiasm of youth, but now the same enthusiasm was 
more wisely directed ; all the passion, all the courage of hope, all 
the sternness of his nature, found utterance in these poems that cheer 
and rally as with a trumpet’s note. 

In June, 1803, Wordsworth’s first child, a son, was born. When 
the mother had fully recovered, Wordsworth left his home and enjoyed, 
in company with his sister, a sixisweeks’ tour in Scotland. Coleridge 
w'as their fellow-traveller for a while, but at the Inversnaid fe*y- 
housG he pai^d from his friende, with a profession of ill-health. 
In Dorothy Wordsworth's exquisite journal the delights and inci¬ 
dents of their wandgHi^s are recorded. At Dumfries they moumedo 
by the grA-*-s of»S\u’n% at Lasswade they were cordially received 
by Sc^t, w'ho for a while became their guide to places of interest; 
they fit. ‘rcd aside from Yarrow, though, as Wordsworth confesses, 
not altogether for the reason assigned in ^ Yarrow Unvisited. The 
poems suggested by tliis tour are illuminated by a spiritual radiance, 
which is softened by a tender human sympathy ; ^they are the earliest 
of Wordsworth’s many itinerary poems. 

Smnewhat more than a year later sorrow of a profound kind for'^ 
the first' time became a part of Wordsworth’s life. On February 
5, 1805. his brother John, in command of an East ludieCman, ^as 
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k3flt wiHi his ship ofi the coast near,Weymouth. His behaviour 
in extremity was admirable, and wl^en death became inevitable he 
accepted it with resignation to God’s will. Wordsworth’s grief was 
for a tinae overwhelming; then he threw himself upon work—the 
completion of his poetical autobiography ; and by degrees his sorrow 
was chastened, mingling with all his feelings and influencing aU his 
work as a gain that had been wrought ouic<f>f loss. The radiance of 
his joy was henceforth tempered ; the sense of duty as a blessed control 
. was fortified ; a deep distress had humanized his soul. The Ehgiac 
Stani^s suggested by a Picture of P&ile Castle tells of this discipline of 
paih. In the Ode, Imitations of limmortality we recognize its power. 
A veiled memorial cf his brother, ^-o which is added something drawn' 
from another heroic sailor—Lord Nelson—may be discovered in 
The Happy Warrior. 

In his v^ork as a poet Wordsworth found sustenance during his 
trial, and children were born to gladden his home. In 1806 he was 
the father of two sons and a daughter—John (his first-born), Dorothy 
^^•I8o4), andJThomas (1806). Dove Cottage proved too small for his 
growing needs, and for the winter of 1806-1807 he gladly accepted 
the loan of the farm-ho*ise of Colcorton, Leicestershire, from his 
wealtliy*.'friend—a landscape painter of some repute—Sir George 
Beaumont:** Hefe was written a poem in which the spirit of chivalry 
mingles with a sentiment for nature and humanity peculiarly his 
oy^—the Song at the Feast of Brougham Castle ; and here he read 
aloud for Coleridge the later books of The Prelude, awakening in his 
friend’s heart a passion of self-pity, a throng of reviving hopes, and 
a great joy that at least one of the two poets had been wholly loyal 
to his allotted task. Two slender volumes of Poems were published 
by Wordsworth in 1807 ; no nobler gift of verse had appeared in 
England since Milton wrote ; it was received by the critics with 
derision ; but the writer was supported amid such discouragement 
by his ” faith in the whispers of the lonely Muse.” ” These poems,” 
he wrote to Lady Beaumont, ” will, in their degree, be efficacious in 
making men wiser, better, and happier.” A century has given its 
confirmation to Wordsworth’s just self-confidence. 

Pert of the summer of 1807 was spent in Yorkshire, where Words¬ 
worth for the first time saw the remains of Bolton Priory-; and visited 
the striding-place where young Romilly leaped and was lost. ^Having 
gathered the needful material of history and tiradition, he composed 
at Stockton-on-Tees before the close of the year s»*,eonsidc.able part 
of his poem connected with the Priory-T-TAe White Doe of Ryl,ffone. 
It remained unpublished until 1815. In narrative and dcscT.^^ive 
dpower The White Doe is byi-no means deficient, but it is far less a 
*poem of chivalric action, such as Scott might have Avritten, than a 
record of spiritual events. The subject essentially belongs -*10 Words¬ 
worth’s own experience, for it deals before all else with the puii- 
Ifbation. or, one onay say, the sublimation of sorrow. Emily, the 
heroine, abides the shock of pain and grief, and finally obtains an 
exalted triumph. Such a poem could not compete in popularity 
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with the Giaours and Corsairs which had taken the public by storm ; 
but it bears a gift of healingf^ to those who suffer as effectually at the 
present day as when it was ffist piit forth. 

In the summer of 1808 Wordsworth reiftoved to a house—^Allan 
Bank—^just built under the northern flank of Silverhowe, on the wa*y 
from Grasmere into Easedale. Here a little daughter, whom they 
named Catherine, was byn in September, and in May, 1810, Wprds-. 
worth's last child, Willmm. Coleridge, engaged during 1809-1810 
on his periodical The Friend, was for a long period domesticated 
with his old friends ; and for a time Dc Quinccy (vas a visito^’ To 
The Friend Wordsworth contributed some poems and a rematf!^ble 
letter of Advice to the Young. He was“chiefly occupied with The 
’Excursion (published in 1814) ; 'out deeply interested as he was 
in the affairs of Spain, he could not forbcAr uttering his mind in a 
long prose pamphlet (1809) suggested by the Qonvention^ of jCintra, 
in which passionate meditation is expressed in a style of weighty 
eloquence. Its general thesis, that the hopes for the Spaniards 
resided not in military armaments or diplomatic negotiations, but 
the moral spirit of an indignant people, is applied to shdtv the injus¬ 
tice. and therefore the folly, of Wellesley's arrangement with the 
French. The pamphlet was delayed too long, and il fell upon unheed¬ 
ing ears. A little later, in iSio, another remarkabi'j pit't^'of prose, 
but of a different kind, appeared—Wordsworth's introduction to 
Wilkinson's Views of Cumberland, Westmoreland, and Lancashire, 
afterwards enlarged and separately published as a guide to the Engftsh 
lakes. It is especially interesting as exhibiting Wordsworth's intellec¬ 
tual grasp of all those features of landscape and varying aspects of 
nature interpreted in poetry by his imagination and passions. 

His residence at Allan Bank terminated in the spring of 1811, when 
the landlord required the house for his ovm use. A temporary rest¬ 
ing-place, far from sat ’'factory, was found at the Parsonage, Gras¬ 
mere, which stood until lately close to the churchyard. In 1812 
it became a house of grief ; on June 4 of that year little Catherine, 
a child of sweet and gay temper, sickened and died. The lines begin¬ 
ning " Loving she is and tradable though wild," tell of her innocent 
mirth ; the sonnet Surprised by Joy records her father's abiding 
sorrow. Six: months later little Thomas lay beside her in the church¬ 
yard. A house haunted by such memories of anguish could not be 
endured. Rydal Mount, standing above Rydal Mere, on the slooe 

Nab's Scar, fgll'^cant; it was in every way siytable for a poers 
home : tRither thi* household was transferred in the spring of 1813. 
It v&s Wordsworth's final home for life. 

TlSough the influence of Lord Lonsdale. Wordsworth was appointed., 
in March of the same year distributor <mf stamps for the county 01 »■ 
Westmoreland ; the value of the post w£is said to be £400 a year; 
the dutief were not over-burdensome, and they were lightened by the 
help of a clerk. Thus happily provided for, Wordsworth aj^ed 
a portion of his time to preparing his son John for the Universe. In 
reading the classics again, some of their spirit passed into his own 
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verse. A rare dignity of expression, a majesty of versificatidn, a 
new grace of style, are united in such poems as Laodamia and Dion 
with .gravity of thought and restraihed passion. A few pieces of a 
different kind were suggested by Wordsworth's second Scottish tour, 
that of the summer of 1814. His wife and her sister Sara were his 
companions, and, guided by the Ettrick Shepherd, they now looked 
with bodily eyes on Yarrow, the stream cf romance. All the spirit 
of the place has passed into the poem Y^hrow Visited. A third of 
Wordsworth’s Yarrow poems, and one touched by sadness which is 
yet courageously'*resisted, belongs to his old age, when in 1831 he 
visitAi Scott, then broken in health and about to seek vainly for 
restoration in Italy. 

In 1814 appeared Wordsworth’s, narrative and philosophical poem 
The Excursion, itself designed as part of a still vaster poetical work. 
The Recluse, in whith the poet meant to set fortli at large his views 
on man, nature, and society. The history of the formation of his 
mind in The Prelude was to serve as an introduction to the whole ; 
the first and third parts of The Recluse were to consist chiefly of medi¬ 
tations in tAc author’s own person : in the intermediate part, The 
Excursion, sometliing of a "dramatic form, adapting itself to philoso¬ 
phical dialogue, appears.^ Besides The Excursion and The Prelude 
only a sfifg^e bop'k of the first part of The Recluse was ever written. 
The Excursion has level tracts, but also illuminated heights of vision. 
It is a profound and passionate study of the bases on which rest 
mitn’s faith and hope and charity, and the sanity and joy which 
spring from these. In it Wordsworth speaks as a son of consolation ; 
it is a work of thought indeed, but the thought had grown and matured 
through a personal experience. The Excursion was followed in 
1815 by The White Doe. and-by the first collected edition of Words¬ 
worth’s miscellaneous poems, in which he adopted a classification 
carefully considered, and adhered to in all future editions which have 
his authority. It had reference partly to the progress of human 
life from childhood to old age, death, and immortalitj’; partly to the 
dominant faculties of the soul which are represented in his various 
writings. So much of the author’s mind entered into thi.s arrange¬ 
ment that it cannot without serious loss be disturbed. 

A Small sheaf of poems, including the Thanksgiving Ode f-sr Waterloo 
and the restoration of peace, appeared in 1816 ; and three years 
later was published a long lyrical ballad of 17^, Peter Bell, in which 
with some errors ,of grotesqueness and ungainly vivacity there i.s 
a masterly study of the wild lover’s character,''-And a pas.sionate 
inquisition into strange processes of the human spirit. It was^^-idi- 
culed, but it was read, and indeed few of its author’s poems are''more 
aSharacteristic of his genius in'lts earlier development. The Waggoner, 
written in 1805 and dedicated to Charles Lamb, followed ; it does not 
pretend to greatness and profundity, but it shows as much'geniality 
and gaiety of temper as were possible to Wordsworth, and its vivid 
topogrephical associations make it dear to all who cherish memories 
qi the’ district of the Lakes. 
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During several years Wordsivorth was engaged from time to time on 
a series ^of sonnets connected witt the course of the river Duddoh from 
its source to the point where it is lost in th^ sea. The sonnetS/ with 
other miscellaneous peoms, were issued in 1820. They are eminent 
among his writings for grace, for tranquiT beauty, ahd delicate play 
of fancy. . A second sequence of sonnets, those which deal with 
ecclesiastical history, an^ especially with the history of the Church* 
of England, are less spontaneous, but they maintain the level of a 
high teble-land, from which occasionally rises an altitude of (;on- 
templative passion. The design'' was formed fii the wintgflA>f 
1820, and the volume, entitled Ecclesiastical Sketches, appear^ two 
years later, but additions were maf’e almost to the date when Words¬ 
worth ceased to write. In earlier days hi-s spiritual life had been 
fed by the influences of nature and by his own exultant feelings. 
Gradually he came to value aright the power f^r good o* oi^aniscd 
institutions, rites, and ceremonies ; he felt himself more than formerly 
a member of a devout society ; an historical feeling united itse^S 
with his private and personal life of the soul. If something was 
lost there was a compensating gain. Unhappily that strbngj'creative 
impulse which makes artistic work inevitable was often lacking in 
the ecclesiastical sonnets ; he sometimes sought for hi§ subjects 
rather than was sought and compelled by them.' **■ 

A delightful tour of 1820 to Switzerland and the Itsflian lakes, in 
company with his wife, his sister, and some chosen friends, gave^ its 
origin to another volume of verse published in 1822 —MemoncUs 
of a Tour on the Continent. The power of Wordsworth's genius had 
unmistakably begun to ebb ; but sometimes there is strength and 
often there is beauty in the refluent wave. The illumination of 
morning and of noon had passed away ; but a clarity remains in the 
evening sky, and this is sometimes thrilled with some beautiful 
surprise of radiance. No one who values Wordsworth’s work aright 
can regard with light esteem the best of his later poems ; they give 
us something which we cannot And elsewhere, and make us feel how 
beautiful and harmonious eves a decline may be. Many of these 
poems of his elder days were suggested by travel. In 1827 Sir George 
Beaumont died, and left by his will to Wordsworth an annuity o^j^ioo, 
to be spenf on a yearly tour. Belgium, the Rhine, Holland. Wales, 
Iielan(fv Scotland, were at various times visited. In 1837 Words¬ 
worth for the first time saw Florence and Rome ; at Rome no obj^t 
moved Iiim so droply as a pine-tree, seen against the evening sky, 
which had been preserved from destruction at Beaumont's entreaty. 
Th^..raveller was now not far from seventy, and his strength and 
spirits were not always equal to the ey:itement of such w&ndering% 
He returned by Venice and Munich, and was glad to rest again in hi# 
beloved borne at Rydal. * 

WordsMTorth’s latest volumes of verse were Yarrow Revisited 
emd other Poems (1835). Poems. Chiefly of Earjy and Lqfe YeSrs 
(1842), in’* which the tragedy of The Borderers was first printecS!. His 
conscientious sense of a craftsman’s duty in literature led him to 
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frequent revision of his work, and on the whole the gains were great. 
For the stereotyped edition ot 1J836 thfe alterations were carried 
top far, but in 1845 Wordsworth, in*thosc instances where it was 
desirable^* With a few exceptions, reverted to the earlier readings. 
Tliere can’be no question, speaking generally, that the latest text 
is also the best text. Such work as this was like setting his house 
Ip order and devising his gift to the world before the approaching 
end. And indeed there were sufficient toketis that the end could 
not be far oil. Many who were dear to Wordsworth had passed away 
or vere encompassed with the infirmities of old age. His sister was a 
confkiSkid invalid, weakened in intellect. Scott, Coleridge, Lamb, 
Hogg, Felicia Heniiins, Southfey, followed each other in quick succes¬ 
sion “ from sunshine to the sunlCbs land.” Friends, indeed, of a 
younger generation loved hnd revered Wordsworth, and the honours 
of old age vg3re his. in 1S39 he received, amid enthusiastic plaudits, 
tliO honorary D.C.L. of Oxford. Four years later he was appointed 
I^t Laureate, with a dispensation from the irksome task of official 
o^s, and was granted a Civil List pension of £ioo per annum. 
He had ^sigiftd his position as distributor of stamps, and was suc¬ 
ceeded in the office by his<^son William. 

The slojc towards death \vould have been gentle but for one great 
sorrow. Wordsworth’s beloved daughter Dora, married in 1841 to 
£dwar(^.Quillirian, a man of ciilturc and literary tastes, died in the 
summer of 1847. To her father the blow was overwhelming ; he 
subfiiitted with devout resignation, but he could not recover his 
accustomed cheerfulness. During the remaining years he was silent 
as a poet, and waited for the end. It came in the spring of 1850. 
On March 10th of that year he returned from church chilled by the 
north-east wind ; ten days later he was dangerously ill; bronchial 
‘ and pleuritic inflammation was fully developed. For a month he 
lingered in view of death. On April 20th Mrs. Word.sworth, announc¬ 
ing .to him the verdict of the physicians, said, gently, '* William, 
you are going to Dora.” He made no reply, and it was doubted 
whetlicr he had heard the words. More than twenty-four hours 
afterwards one of his nieces came into the room, and was drawing 
aside the curtain of his chamber, and then, as if awakening from a 
quiet sleep, he said, ‘ Is that Dora ?' ” On the 23rd, exartly as the 
cuckoo-clock was striking the hour of noon, he ci^mly breathed his 
l^t. His body was laid to rest, near the bodies of his children, in 
Grasmere churchyard. " He desired,” wrote hjs ^j^phew and bio¬ 
grapher, ” no splendid tomb in a public mausoleum. He reposes, 
according to his own wish, beneath the green turf, among the dg„kjs- 
m^n of Grasmere, under the s^amores and yews of a country church- 
73%rd, by the side of a beautiftil stream, amid the mountains which 
he loved.” • • 

In person Wordsworth was tall, and neither massive nor meagre. 
Hi» features were sjtrongly marked, indicative of a strenuous energy 
of minc^*' Hazlitt, describing his appearance in youth, speaks of 
" a Severn, worn presence of thought about his temples, a fire in his 
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eye (as if he saw more in objects than the outward appearance). . . . 
cheeks fiirrowed by strong purpose and feeling.” Ilie mouth, 8a3fS 
De Quincey, ” composed the strongest feature in his face.'* Constant 
exposure to the open air hardened the surface of the skin, and ” the 
secret fire of a temperament too fervid ” caused him to look older than 
his years. Of many portraits, that by Haydon, which represents 
him standing ujjon Helvellyn, best records the brooding power that 
sometimes came into his face ; the droop of the head, weighed down 
by imaginative thought and feeling, is true and characteristic.An 
idealised portrait in words, writte'n by Wordswortn himself, may'lfce 
found in the first four stanzas of his verses Written in my ''Pefbket- 
Chpy of Thomson's " Castle of Indolence." ,Most of his poetry 
came into being in the open-air ; desk-work or any use of the pen 
was irksome to him, ancf often he dictated to his wife or sister as 
amanuensis. His conversation was earnest and •weighty with thought; 
he could be genial with his friends, but he did not conceal his strength 
of moral indignation against what seemed to him evil or mean. 
his rural neighbours he took a kindly interest, but he did not become 
an easy companion to them. His self-esteem was nigh,.onot the 
self-esteem of vanity, but that of one W’ho'iiscognises his own greatness 
as if it w'cre an objective fact, like the greatness of a mountain height; 
towards all that is above the human soul he looked upward in aspira¬ 
tion and deep humility. t .s 

" The essential characteristic of Wordsworth’s poetry at its best,” 
I have written elsewhere. ” is the essential characteristic of Wo’fds- 
w'orth's genius—tlie organic, vital unity in it of sense and spirit, of 
thought and feeling, of reason and imagination, of reality and ideality, 
of calm receptiveness and creative energy, of passion and conscience, 
of ardour and serenity, of freedom and obedience to law.” Powers 
which commonly war against one another in our nature he reduced 
or restored to harmony ; more truly than any other great poet of 
the century he may be called a reconciler. He brings to us ^e gift 
of peace ; but at the heart of this peace are rapture and power. 

Edward Dowden. 


PUBLISHERS’ NOTE. 

This edition of Wordsworth’s Poetical Works contains every poem pub¬ 
lished by the author, and the text here followed is that which he finaJy 
revised for the collected edition issued in his lifetime. The 

author’s own arrangement of the poems has been followed throughout 
sav^'or tlie transference of the '* Additional Poems ” which were formerly 
printed after the Notes, Appendix, andJPr’jfaces, to the concluding pagbjt 
of the poems. 

To tb 5 se ^Additional Poems'* have been added the verses which 
iormerlyappeared at the end of the long prose ” Postscript ” of 1855. The 
famous ** I^eface" with the *' Appendix,” “ Essay,” and I^efacs to the 
edition of 181S ’* i»snted in their entirety, together with a stknewhat 
abbreviated.version of the ” Notes.” 
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POEMS 

By william WORDSWORTH 


POEMS WRITTEN IN YOUTH 


the Poenis in this class, “ The Evehinc Walk '* and “ Descriptive Sketches ’* were first 
abwBnm in They are reprinted with some alterations that were chiefly made very soon 


Poems in this class, “ The Evehihc Walk ' 
after their pubUration. 

This notice, which eifls yritten some time ^o, scarcely applies to the Poem, '* Descriptive 
Sketches," as it now stands. The corrections, though immerous, are not, however, such as 
to prevent Its cetahiing with propriAy a place in the class of^uvenile Pieces. 

1836. 


• EXTRACT 

rttOM T1{E CONCyrSION OF A POEM, COM* 
POSZDJS ANTICIPATION OF LEAVING 
SCHOOL ^ 0 

Dear nati^ regions, I foretell. 
FroittwhatTjj^l at tflih farewell. 

That, wheresoe’er my steps mqy tenti. 
And wb(:nsoe'er*my course sh^l end. 

If iTy;hat hour a single tie 
Surwve of local sympathy. 

My soul will cast the backward view. 
The longing look alone on you. 

Thus, while the Sun sinks down to rest 
Far in the regions of the west. 

Though to Uie vale no parting beam 
Be given, not one .memorial gleam, 

A lingering light he fondly throws 
On the dear hills where first he rose. 


17H6. 
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WRITTEN IN VERY EARLY VOUTH 

Calm is all nature as a re.«ting wheel. 

The kine are couched upon the dewy 
|rass ; 

The R^rse alone, seen dimly as 1 pass. 

Is cropping audibl^his later meal .- 

Oark is the ground ; a slumber seems to 
steal 

O’er vale, and mountain, and the star< 
less iky. % 

mKow, in this blank of things, a harmray, 
*Homei*.felt, and home-created, comes to 
heal 

That grief for which the senses still 

for only thSn, when memory 

Is hushed,* am I at rest. My Friends i 
mhtain * 


Those busy cares that would allay uiy 
pain : 

Oh ! leave me to mvself. nor let me feel 
Ttie officious touch that makes me droop 
again. 

ITI 

AN EVliNING WALK 

ADDRESSEO TO A YOUNG LADY 
General Sketch of the Lakes—Author's regret 
of his youth which was passed amongst them 
—Short description of Noon—Cascade— 
Noon-tide Retreat—Precipice and sipping 
Lights—Face of Nature as the Sun declines— 
Mountain-farm, and tlic Cock—Slate-quarry 
—Sunset—Sufierstition of the Country con¬ 
nected with that moment—Swans—Female 
Beggar—Twilight-sounds—Western Lights 

—Spirits—Night—Moonlight—Hope—Night- 
sounds —Conclusion. 

Far from my dearest Friend, ’tis mine to 
rove 

Through bare grey dell, high wood, and 
, pastoral cove ; 

Where Lerwent rests, and listens to the 
roar 

That stuns the tremulous dills of high 
T.odore; 

Where peace to Grasmere’s kmely island 
leads. 

To willowy hedge-rows, and to emerald 
meads ; 

l.ead 3 to her bridge, rude church, and 
rottaged grounds. 

Her rocky sbeepwalks. and her woodland 
bounds; 

Where, undisturbed by winds, Winander * 
sleeps 

'Mid dustering isles, and hoUy-^rinkled 
steeps; • 

Where twilight glens endear my Esth. 
waite’s fshore. 

And memory pf departed pleasures, more. 

These lines on appUeable only to the 
middle part of ttmtiake. 

\ B , ' 
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PdEMS tVRITTEN In YOUtH 


Fair scenes, erewfaile, I taught, a happy 
child, 

The echoes of j^our rocks my carols wild : 

The S|Hrit sought, not then, in cherished 
sadness, 

A cloudy substitute for failing gladness. 

In youth's keen eye the livelong day was 
bright, 

The sun at morning, and the stars at 
night. 

Alike, when first the bittern’s hollow bill 

Was beard, or woodcocks ^ roamed tiie* 
moonlight hiU. 

In thoughtless gaiety I coursed the 
olaih, 

And^pe Itself was all I knew of pain ; 

For then, the inexperienced h^rt would 
beat 

At times, while yoimg Content forsook 
her seat. 

And wild Impatience, pointing up^vard, 
showed. 

Through passes yet unreached, a brighter 
road. 

Alas I the idle tale of man is found 

Depicted in the dial’s moral round: 

Hope with reflection blends her social 
rays 

To gfla the total tablet of his days ; 

Yet still, the sport of some malignant 
power, 

He knows but from its shade the present 
hour. 

But why, ungrateful, dw’ell on idle 
pain ? 

To show what pleasures yet to me re¬ 
main. 

Say, will my Friend, witli unreluctaiit 
ear, 

The history of a poet's evening hear ? , 

When, in the south, the wan noon, 
brooding still, 

,,Breathed a pale steanf around the glar- 
# ing hiH 

-And shades of deep-embattled clouds 
^re seen. 

Spotting the northern cliffs with lights 
between ; 

When crowding cattle, checked by rails 
that make 

A fence far stretched into the shallow 
lake, • 

Lashed the cool water with their rest¬ 
less tails. 

Or front high points of rock looked 

> out for fanning gales ; 

When school>bo3^ stretched their length 
upon the^^een ; 

la the beginniinf of winter, these lueuntams 
/tre frequent^ by troodoocks, which in .dark 

dlyhts retire into the woodji. 


And round ^ the broad^spread oak, ' a 
, glimmering scene. 

In the rough fem-clad pack, the herded 
deer * , . . • 

Shook the st'iil-twinkliag tail atid glade* 
ing car; ' f 

When horses in the sunburnt intake* 
stood. 

And vainly eyed below the tentptin]^ 
flood. 

Or tracked the passenger, in mute 
distress, «> • • 

With forward- neck the closilig^ate 
press — * -m 

Then, * while 1 pandered where the 
• huddling rlU 

Brightens with water-bf^aks the hollow 
ghyll3 

As by uuqtpntment, an obscuge retreat 
Opened at once, and stayed my devious 
feet. 

While thick above the rill the branch& 
close, • 

In rocky basin its wi*a waves repose. 
Inverted shrubs, and moss*of gloomy 
greSn, ‘ 

Cling from the r;:^ks, wittapale wood- 
weeds between ; 

And its ^wn twilight softens the whole 
scene, 

Save where aloft the subtle sunbgtams 
shine 

On withered briars that o’er the crags 
recline ; 

Save where, with sparkling foam, a 
small cascade 

Illumines, from within, the leafy shade; 
Beyond, along the vista of the brook. 
Where antique roots its bustling course 
o’criook. 

The eye reposes on a secret bridge * 
Half ^cy, half shagged with ivy to its 
ridge ; 

There, bending o’er the stream, the 
listless swain 

Lingers behind his disappearing wain. 

- -Did Sabine grace adorn my livmg line, 
Blandusia’s praise, wild stream, snould 
yield to thine ! 

Never shall ruthlesg minister of 4i3aih 
’Mid thy soft glooms the glittering steel 
unsheath ; 

No goblets shall, for thee, be crowned 
with flowers, 

* The wont inMte is hsCal, and a* 

mouataia-inclosure. <■ ^ 

, * Ghyll is also, 1 believe, a term (wnfined to 
this country : ghyll, and dingle, have tiie mae 
meaning. t ^ ^ j 

* The reader ihade tfafe totic m 

covmtry, will raoogtdse, in tills desoeijptieki, 
features which choraotecistf the lower .wot^idl . 
in the grounds of Rydal. ^ «' 
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^-o VnS w3|h piteous tmtcry tJjriU thy 
• , .|}ow<$rs ; , ' 

The mystic 8)iu>es t)iat by tJiy margia 
• rdve* 

J mcre b^gnant sacrifice approve— 
mmdt'tnat, in a calm, angelic mood 
Of happy wisdom, meditating good. 
•Behelaie, of all from her high powers 
required. 

Much done, and much designed, and 
• more desired,— , 

Harmimious thoughts, a soul hy truth 
•renued. 

Entire afiTection for^tjl human kirtd. 

Dear Brook, farewell ! Tfwiniarow’s 
noon ‘again 

Shall hide m% wooing long wildwood 
stram; ^ 

But now the-suii has gained his western 
'• road, 

^d eve's mild hour invites my steps 
abroad. • 

lyhilc, near the n^idway «lifT, the 
silvered kite 

III many if whistling* circle wheels lier 
flight;' *• 

Slant watery lights, from partiifg citaids. 
apace 

Tra^l along the precipice's base ; 
Cheering its naked waste of scaUcred 
str)nc. 

By lichens grey, and scanty moss, u'er- 
grown ; 

Where scarce the fo\glo\’ft peeps, or 
thistle’s beard; 

And restless stone-chat, all day long, is 
heard,, 


How pleasant, as the sun declines, to 
view 

The spacious landscape change in form 
and hue! 

Here', vaniti^. as in mist, before a flood 
Ofbright obscurity, hill, lawn, and wood : 
Th^re; qbjects, by the searching beams 

(Htne forth, and here retire in purple 

- Even Vfap white stems of birch, the 
’ ^'cottage whim, 

’ Soften their glare before the mellow 
. ■' 

' Thoakiffs, af anchor where with umbmge 

f* wide' - ■ ■ ' 

',c 3 »estnuts half the latticed boat- 
> 3 iovese hide, 

Shed%^ib tbdr sides, that face the sun’s 
* slant hisam. • 

Strong flakM qf radiance pn the tremu- 
hwa streamj ‘ 

' flock, a dusty 


Mquntif from the road, apd spreads its 
• moving shroud; 

Th^ shepherd, all involved in wreaths 

of fire,' ... ’ 

Now snows a shadowy speck, and now is 
lost entire. " ‘ ’ 


Into a gradual calm the breezes sink, 
A blue rim borders all the lake^ still 
brink ; 

There d(.)th the twinkling aspen’s foliage 
' , sleep. 

And insects clothe, like dust, the glassy 
'deep ; 

And now, on every side, the surface 
* breaks 

Into blue spots, and slowly lengthen¬ 
ing streaks ; 

j Here, plots of sparkling water tremble 
bright 

With thousand thousand twinkling 
p»)infs of light; 

There, waves that, hardly weltering, die 
away. 

Tip their smooth ridges with a softer ray ; 
And now the whole wide lake in fipep 
rep«>se 

Is hushed, and like a burnished mirror 
glows. 

Save where, along the shady western 
marge, 

Coasts, with iiidustrinus oar. the charcoal 
barge. 

Their panniered train a group of 
potters goad, 

Winding from side to side up the steep 
road ; 

The peasant, from yon. cliff of fearful edge 
Shot, down the headlong path darts with 
his sledge 

.Bright beams the lonely mountaifi-horse 
illume 

Feeding 'mid purple heath, “ green 
rings,” * and broom ; 

While the sharp slope the slackened team 
confounds, « . ' 

Downward the ponderous timb^-wafp 

In foamy breaks the rill, with mep^r sopg. 
Dashed o’er the rough rock, Ughtjy leaij^ 
along; 

From lonesome chapel at the mountain’s 
feet. 

Three humble bells th^r rustic chime re¬ 
peat : 

Sounds from the water-^de tfie hammwed 

boat; *. 

And blasted quarry thimders, hewd 
remote ! * 

Even here, amid the sweep of endless 


1 “ Vivid rings of green.”—o|M»M*fOOT> 
rOEM OW SHpdTMD. ■ '*■" " 
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Blue pomp of lakes, high cliffs, aj^uf f alliag 
flooite. * 

Not undelighftful arc the simplest charms, 
Foui^ by, the grassy door of mountain- 
farms. 

Sweetly ferocious, ^ round his native 
walks, 

Pride of his sister-wives, the monarch 
stalks ; 

Spur-clad his nervous feet, and firm his 
tread; • 

A crest of purple tops the warrior's head. 
Bright sparks his black .'ind rolling eye¬ 
ball hurls < 

Afal:, his tail he closes and unfurls ; 

On tiptoe reared, he strains hf^ clarion 
throat. 

Threatened by faintly-answering faums 
remote ; 

Again with his shrill voice the mountain 
rings. 

While, dapped with conscious pride, re¬ 
sound his wings ! 

Where, mixed with graceful birch, the 
sombrous pine 

And yew-tree o’er the silver rocks recline; 
I love to mark the quarry’s moving trains, 
Dwarf pannicred steeds, and men, and 
numerous wains : 

How busy all the enormous hive within. 
While Echo dallies with its various din ! 
Some (hear you not their chisels’ clinking 
sound ?) 

Toil, small as pigmies in the gulf pro¬ 
found : 

Some, dim between the lofty cliffs des¬ 
cried, 

O'erwalk the slender plank from side to 
side; 

These, by the pale-blue rocks that cease¬ 
less ring. 

In airy baskets banging, work and singj^ 

^ Just where a cloud*above the mouu- 
tain re«,rs 

. An e^e all flame, the broadening sun 
appears ; 

A long blue bar its ?egis orb divides. 
And breaks the spreading of its golden 
tides; 

^ And now that orb has touched the purple 
steep 

Whose softened image penetrates the 
deep. 

'Cross the calm lake’s blue shades the 
cllllr aspire, 

With towers and wooda, a “ prospect all 
on fire ” ; ! 

I '* Dolcement* . lerooe.'*— Tasso. —In this 
detettotion at the mxd:, I remembered a spirited 
01 the seme eaiiiui Jn L’Anricultuie, ou Les 
'' fM|aitigiiiiies Francoises, of M, Rossuet. 


While coves and'Secret liolioiifa, 

' a ray ' - ' , 

Of faipter ^old, a purple ■ ^eam. Jbetray-' 
Each dip ox lawn the oroken be-' 

tween . ‘ • ' 

Shines in the light withmrwe than aaxib- 
ly green : . 

Deep yellow beams the scattered stems ^ 
illume. 

Far in the level forest’s central gloom ; 
'Waving his hat, tl]p shepherd, froia^--'the« 
vale, 0 , 

Directs his winding dog the enffe 
scdle,— _ 

The dog, loud bhrkuig, 'mid the glitter¬ 
ing rA>cks, 

Hunts, where his master points,' the 
interceded flocks. « 

Where “omB o’eihang the ifoad the'' 
radiance shoots 

On tawny earth, wild weeds, and twisted 
roots : 9 

The druid-stones a brightened ring un¬ 
fold ; • 

And all*[hc babbling brooks are liquid 
gold 

Sunk to a curve, the day-^^lessens still. 
Gives one bright glance, and drops 
behind the hill.a • 

In these secluded vales, if village flimc. 
Confirmed by hoary hairs, belief may 
claim: 

When up the hills, as now, retired the 
light, 

Strange apparitions mocked the shep¬ 
herd’s sight. 

The form appears of one that spurs his 
steed 

Midway along the hUl with desperate 
' speed ; 

Unhurt pursues his lengthened flight, 
while all 

Attend, at every stretch, his headlUng.^ 
fall. , ' 

Anon, appears a brave, a gorgeous show 
Of horsemen-shadows moving to and 
fro ; 

At intervals imperial banners str^^. 
And now the van reflects the solar beam t 
The rear through iron brown betrays -a . 
sullen gleam. 

While silent stands the admiring crowd ■ 
/ibelow, • ., , 

Silent the vMonary warriors-go, -. ' 
Winding in''ordcrM pomp theh 

way ® . 

Till the last banner of the loftff array 

* From Thoimoof V ' 

> Spa a dHcripticni of aa appawanos .oT. thi*'. 
kind in Clark’s Survey ci (he Lskea, aettiinpaa- 
iad by voudutS oiita vaiadty, thatSiBy^Mnaas- 
the caadn. - i.-? - 
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Ha# and «very trace is fled ! 

Of/«>lenoottrt-«ave the beacon’s spiry [ 
. head 

'Xipt with eve’s latest gleanf of biiming 
red. • 

Now, whilb the solemn evening sha¬ 
dows sail, 

• On «Iowly-wavmg pinions, down the 

vale ; 

Aitd, fronting the bright west, yon oak 

• *«ntwines, , 

Iti darkening bougfls and leaves, in 

* sponger lines; 

’Tis pleasant near the tranqujl*lake to 
sbray • • <' 

Where, winding on along sgine secret 
bay. 

The sw^n uj^ifts Ms chest, a^nd backward 

His neck, a varying arch, between his 
• towering wing^: 

The eye that marks the gliding creature 
sees • 

How graceful, pride ran be. and how 
majestic, ease. • • 

While tenjifr cares and mild domestic 
4 oves •• 

With furtive watch pursue her as she 
mftves, 

Thf female with a meeker charm suc¬ 
ceeds. 

And her brown littlc-ones around her 
leads. 

Nibbling the water lilies as they pass. 

Or playing wanton with the floating 
grass. 

She, in a mother’s care, her beauty’s 
pride 

Forgetting, calls the wearied to her side ; 
Alternately they mount her back, and 
rest ■ 

Close bV her mantling wings’ embraces 
preat. 


Long may they float upon this flood 
serene ; 

Theirs be these holms untrodden, still, 
and green, 

ijfcWhere leafy shades fence ofl the 
• blustering gale. 

And breathes in peace the lily of the 
vale! 

Von isle, which feels not even the milk¬ 
maid's feet, 

^ Yet bears*her song, “by distnneo^ade 

• V more sweet.” 

''>Von isle conceals fheir home, their hut- 
like bower; 

ftfeen water-rushes overspread the 

• flocn^; • 

' Itong grass and willows form the woven 
TOlf, 

'And above the roof the poplar 


Thcncf issuing often with unwieldy 

• stalk. 

They crush with broad black feet their 
flolirery walk; 

Or, from the neighbouring water, hear at 
mom 

The hound, the horse’s tread, and mellow 
horn ; 

Involve their serpent-necks in changeful 
rings, 

Rolled wantonly between their slippery 

• wings. 

Or, starting up with noise and rude 
delight. 

Force half upon the wave their cumbrous 

flight. 

• 

Fair Swan ! by all a mother's joys 
caressed, 

Hnply some wretch has eyed, and called 
thee blessed; 

When with her infants, from some shady 
seat 

By the lake’s edge, she rose—to face the 
noon tide beat; 

Or taught their limbs along the dusty 
road 

A few short steps to totter with their 
load. 

I see her now, denied to lay her head, 
On cold blue nights, in hut or straw- 
built shed, 

Turn to a silent smile their sleepy cry. 

By pointing to the gliding moon on high. 
—When low-hung clotids each star of 
summer hide. 

And fireless are the vallies far and wide. 
Where the brook brawls along the public 
road 

Dark with bat-haunted ashes stretching 
broad, 

Oft has she taught them on her lap to lay 
The shining glow-worm: or, in beedlets 
play. 

Toss it from hand to band, disquieted; 
While others, not unseen, ye free to shed 
Green unmolested light upon their mossy 
bed. * 

Oh I when the sleety showers her path 
assail. 

And like a torrent roars the headstrong 
gale ; 

No more her breath can thaw their 
fingers cold. 

Their frozen anus her neck no more can 
fold; ^ 

Weak roof a cowering form two babes to 
shield. 

And faint the fire a dying heart can yi^ \ 
I^e» die sad kiss, fond mother ! vainly 
fe4TS 

Thy flooded cheek to wet them with its 

tegrs; 
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| 4 d cdilU them, pid-nogbosom 

warms. 

T %7 breast then* death-bed, cofj^ned m 
thine arms! ' . “ 

Sweet are the sounds that mingle from 

afar* 

Heard by calm lakes, as peeps the folding 
star, 

Where the duck dabbles ’mid the rustling 
sedge. 

And feeding pike starts from the watery 
edge. 

Or the swan stirs the reeds, his neck and 
bill 

(Vetting, that drip upon the water still ; 

And * heron, as resounds the«trodden 
shore. 

Shoots upward, darting his lung neck 
before. 

> Now, with religious awe, the farewell 
light 

fiends with the solemn colouring of 
night; 


Lost in thS thicl^en^ d^kn^, 

, hoar; . 

And, towering from the suUen dark* 
brpwnsmere, • . * ' - ^ 

Like a. black wall, the moui\tafn>B^p% 
appear. ■ 

—Now o’er the soothed accordant heart 
we feel 

A. s>'mpathetic twilight slowly steaU * 
And ever, as we fondly muse, we dhd 
The soft gloom deepening on. the tranquil ^ 
• mind. • ' * 

Stay! pensive, sadly-pleasing wlsiqtUil, 
stay ! 

L.Ah no ! as fades t^c wa’e. they fade away: 
^Vet still the tender, v'acant gloom re¬ 
main^; 

Still the cold cheek its shuddering tear 
rctainseP' • • 

The bird, who ceased, with fading 
light, to thread • 

Silent the hedge or steamy rivulet’s be<L 
l-r<(m his grey rc-appeafling tower shall 
soon • 


’Mid groves of clouds that crest the. i 'Salute v*th gladsome note the rising 
mountain’s brow, i moon. 

‘ * ' '■ .While with a hoafj* lightfrosts the 

ground. 


And roqnd the west's proud lodge their 
'shadows throw, 

like Una shining on her ^nomy w'ay, 

Tfie half-seen form of Twilight roams 
'' astray ; 

Shedding, through paly loop-holes mild 
and smadi. 

Gleams that upon the lake's still bosom 
fall; 

Spft o’er the surface creep those lustres 
' pale 

Tracking the motions of the fitful gale. 

With restless interchange at once the 
bright 

Wins on the shade, the shade upon the 
light. 

No favowed eye was e’er allowed to gaze 

.On lovelier spectacle in faery 4 ^ys ; 
****1611 gentle Spirits tfrged a sportive 


* ch^, • 

Brusnin^f with lucid wands the water’s 
face : 

Wh|le music, stealing round the glimmer¬ 
ing deeps. 

Charmed the tall circle of the enchanted 
steeps. 

r-rTbe lights are vanished from the 
watery plains : 

8 b ureck of all the pageantry remains. 

nheeded night has overcome the vales : 
On' the. oarU earth the wearied vision 
. f^ : 

Tte latest lingerer of the forest train, 
Tge lone black fir. forsakes the faded 
; plain; * 

: Lwiibwiifig the cottage smoke, no 
more. 


.\nd pouA a deeper bltie to Aether’s 
bound ; ^ 

Pleased, as she moves, her pomp of clouds 
to fold 

In robes of azure, flcecy-white, and gold. 

.Above yon eastern hill, where darkness 
broods 

O'er all its vanished dells, and lawns, 
and woods; 

Where but a mass of shade the sight can 
trace. 

Even now she shews, half-veiled, her 
• lovely face: ‘ 

Across the gloomy valley flings her light. 
Far to the western slopes with hamlets 
'■ white: 

And gives, where woods the ch^uered 
upland strew. 

To the green com of summer, autumn’s 
hue. 

Thus Hope, first pouring from 9 er 
blessed horn 

Her dawn, far lovelier than the ' 

own mom, 

'Till higher mounted, strives*in vuin to. 

cheer ,' ' ‘ ‘ « 

The weary Mils, impemous, black^fli^f. 

near "'«■ '■ 'v' ’ '■'! ' 

Yet does she still, undaunted, throw the 
while ♦ ~ 

On dnrhng spots remote her*tgmpfip£, 
^nilie. 

Even now she deckg fiV ^ k (yktg&t 
scene, ^ • 
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('PwjdiaHc'a^ brCfaid the gulf of <3Tni» 
V .t^tiveca) 

^tcnttage with her Imdest ray, 

(S(ile,hbiira,‘sote wish, sole object of iny 
. • way; » 

ffow fair its lawiis and sheltering woods 
appear I 

*How«sWept its streamlet murmurs in mine 
ear!) 

Where we, my Friend, to happy days 

• ahall rise, « 

’Tig our small share of hardly-paining 
•ai^S 

(For sighs will ever teqiible human breath) 

Creep bushed into me tftmquil breast of 
death. .1 

But now lihe clear briglif Moon her 
renith gains. 

And, rimy without speck, extend the 

• plains : 

ISie derprst deft the mountain’s front 
displays • 

Scarce hldi!^ a shadow from her search¬ 
ing rays; • • 

Fi;om the dS*k-blue faint silvery threads 
divide •• * 

The hills, while^gleams below jhc azure 
tidd; 

Tim« softly treads : throughout the land¬ 
scape breathes 

A peace enlivened, not disturbed, by 
wreaths 

Of charcoal-smoke, that o'er the fallen 
wood. 

Steal down the hill, and spread along the 
flood. 


The song of mountain-streams, un¬ 
heard by day. 

Now hardly heard, beguiles my home¬ 
ward way. 

Air listens, like the sleeping water, still. 
To catch the ^iritual music of the hill, 
‘ Broke only by the slow dock tolling deep, 
Or Shout that wakes the ferry-inan from 
sleep, 

"Mte echoed hoof nearing the distant 
^ Ashore, 

' The boat’s first motion—made with 
jdasbing oar; 

Sound of closed gate, across the Water 
,. borne, 

'^ur^ing the timid hare through 3 ust- 
• ling com; ^ 

The sportive outcry of the mocking owl; 
And at K>ng intervals the mill-dog's howl; 
T^ distant forge's swinging thump pro- 
" found j • 

jOr 3r8lU in the deep woods, of lonely 
hound. 

• , • 178?. 8,4 g. 


* IV 

LINES 

WRITTEN WHILE SAILING IK A BOAT AT 
EVENING 

How richly glows the water’s breast 
Before us, thiged with evening hues. 
While, facing thus the crimson west. 

The boat her silent course pursues ! 
lAnd see how dark the backward stream I 
A uttle moment past so smiling I 
And still, perhaps, with faithless gleam, 
^ome other loiterers beguiling. 

Such vic^ the youthful Bard allure ; 
But, heemess of the following gloom. 
He deems their colours shall endure 
fill peace go with him to the tomb. 
—And let him nurse his fond deceit, 
And what if he must die in sorrow ! 
Who would not cherish dreams so sweet, 
Though grief and pain may come to¬ 
morrow ? 

178‘j 


V 

REMEMERANXE OF COLLINS 

COMPOSED UPON THE THAMES NEAR 
RICHMOND 

Glide gently, thus for ever glide, 

O Thames ! that other bards may see 
As lovely visions by tliy side 
As now, fair river ! come to me. 

O glide, fair stream ! for ever so. 

Thy quiet soul on all bestowing, 

Till all our minds for ever flow 
As thy deep waters now arc flowing. 

Vain thought !—Yet be as now thou art. 
That in thy waters may be seen 
The image of a poet’s heart. 

How bright, how solemn, how serene: 
Such as did once the Poet bless, 

Who murmuring here a later ^ ditty. 
Could find no refuge from distr&s 
But in the milder grief of pity. 

Now let 11s, as we float along. 

For him suspend the dashing oar ; 

And pray that never child of song 
May know that Poet’s sorrows more. 
How calm ! how still t the only sound. 
The dripping of the oar suspended 1 
—The evening darkness gathsis round 
By virtue's holiest Powers atteadbd- 

1789. 

1 OoUids' 08 s on the death o£ TfaomvbB, the 
last urittat^ I MlBve, of the posi^ WM ch Wen 
pukli^sd ilurte hi* ttfa^thne. TUsOds ja alao 
aUiulad to ip us nbai sfairn. 
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VI • 

DESCRIPTIVE SKETCHES • 

TAKCM DURING A PEDESTRIAN TOUR 
AUONG THE ALPS 
TO 

THE REV. ROBERT JONES, 

FELLOW OP ST. JOHN’s COLLFCE, 
CAMBKIOCE 

■D^ar Sir, • * 

However desirous 1 might have been of 
giving you proofs of the high place you hold m 
!^y tttaiua, I should have been cautious of wound- 
lug your delicacy by thus publicly addressing 
yoU| had not tiie arcuinstance of our having 
been cothpauions among the Alp^ seemed to 
give this dedication a propriety sufficient to do 
away any scruples which your modesty might 
other wise have‘suggested. 

la inscribing this little work to you, I ccr.si It 
my heart. You know well how great is the 
difference between two companions lolling in a 
post-chaise, and two travellers plodding slowly 
along the road, side by side, cccli with Lis little 
knapsack of necsssariis upon Lis shculdert. 
How much mire of heart between the tw o h lUr ! 

1 am happy in being conscious that 1 Ehrll 
have one reader who will approach the rrnclu- 
slou of these few pages with iegret. You they 
must certainly interest, in reminding you of 
moments to which you can hardly look beck 
without a pleasure not the less dear from .-i slnidc 
of melancholy. You will meet witli fen images 
without recollecting the spot where wc ol virvcd 
them together; causiq jcntly, wlia tever is ft cblr 
in my design, or spiritless in my colouring, mil 
f >3 amply supplied by your own memory. 

. With still greater propriety 1 might have 
Inscribed to you a description of some of the 
features of your native mountains, tlirough 
which we have wandered togeUicr, in the same 
manner, with so much pleasure. But tlic sea- 
sunsets, wbldi give such splendour to the sale 
of Clwyd, Snowdon, tlie chair of Idris, thr quiet 
vill^ or Bethgelert, Menai and her Druids, the 
Alpine steeps of the Conway, and the still more 
interesting windliin of the wizard stream of t,he 
Dee, remain yet untouched. Apprehensive 
^ that my pencil may never be exercised on these 
^'Subjects, I cdhnot let slip this opportunity nf 
'* thus publicly assuring you with how much 
' lUffectidR and esteem 

I am, dear Sir, 

Most sincerely yours, 

W. WORDSWORTH. 

LonJan, 1793. 

Happiness (if she had been to be found on earth) 
among the charms of Nature-^Pleasures of 
the pedestrian Traveller—^Author crosses 
France to the Alps—Present state of the 
Grandsb Chartreuse—Lake of Como—Dme, 
Suniet-^ame Scene, Twilight—Same Scene, 
J^nlog; its voluptuous character; Old man 
and forest-cottage music—River Tusa—^\'ia 
. Mala and Grison Gipsy—Sckellenen-thal—> 
Url^—StcrmT sunset—Chapd of 
.' WUttaitt.Tail—^Forae m local emotion—Cba- 
if <Plota-chaMr—View of ttaa higher Alpi—Manner 

pt,. .df Ufa of a Swim Raqaatabeet, faitenpened 


with views of fbe tadgjhet Alps—Gdldcn tg3 of 
the Alps—Life and vmmr continued—dec 
Vacbes, famous Swiss Ait —^Abbey of 
len and its pilgrims—Valley pf ^aetpom-r 
Mont BUqc— slavery cf Savc^<— 4 ciflnenM of 
liberty on oottage-happineaS-^Fraace—WM 
for the extirpation of slavery—Conclusioa. ' 

Were there, below, a spot of holy ground 
Where from distress a refuge might tm 
found, 

A.nd solitude prepare the soul for heaven ; 
Sure, nature's God that spot toznAi hr.d 

Where falls the purple morning tar stHil 
wtde 

In flakes of light upon the mountain 
siden 

Where with loud voi.e tlie power of 
wate|^hakes • • 

The leafy wood, or sleeps in quiet lakes. 

Yet not unrecoinpensed the man shall 
roam, ^ 

Who at t.he call of sumnser quits bis home. 
And plods through some wide realm o'er 
vafc and height. 

Though seeking only hoIicj[pv delight; 

At least, not o^wdog toJn^isJf 411 aim 
To which the sage would*gi''® a prouder 
naifle. * • 

No gains too c’ eaply earned his fancy 
cloy, • 

Though every passing zephvr wliispecs 
ji y i 

Brisk toil, alternating with ready ease. 
Feeds the clear current of his sympathies. 
For him sod-seats the cottage-do<n' 
adorn ; 

And veeps the far-ofi spire, his evening 
bourn I 

Dear is tlie forest frowning o’er his head. 
And dear the velvet green-sward to his 
tread: 

Moves there a cloud' o’e-r mid-day’s 
flan iiig eye ? 

Upward he looks—“ and calls it luxury i"' 
Kind Nature’s charities bis steps attend ; 
In every babbling brook he finds a 
friend j 

While chastening thoughts of sweetest 
use, bestowed * 

By wisdom, moralise his pensive road. 
Host of his welcome inn, the noon-tide 
bower, 

Tofhis spare meal he calls the passing 
* poor; wk 

He views the sun uplift his mldea fire/ 
Or sink, with heart olive lUc'e^cmnon^s 
lyre *; 

Blesses the moo]| Uiat comes with kietdly 
ray, • 

1 The lyre .of Memryon is reported' to have 
emitted melancholy oc CtaeadRUoaes^u it was 
tcttdiad by the sun's •veaiagSR nKkWug says. 
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To light him'shaken 1 y hJ^ruegril way. 
.Bsick irom his sight no bashful childcjin 
. steal; 

Kcb sits a brother at the cottage meal; 
Hib hrmUe .looks no shy restraint im> 

• part; 

Around him plays at will the virgin heart. 
Virile* uiisuspeiided’ wheels the village 
dance. 

The maidens eye him with enquiring 
- ^ence. 

Much wondering by what fit of crazing 
xart. 

Or de'pcrate love, bewildered, he came 
there. • * « 

A hope, that pr; deuce could«not then 
aporove. 

That clung to Nature witb.,.^ truant’s 
love, 

Q’er Gallia’s wastes of corn inv footsteps 
^ led ; ■ 

llbr files of road-elms, high above my 
head * 

In long’drawn vista, rustling in tlie 
breeze u • * 

Or where h^pathwn^'^ straggle as tliey 
please •• 

By lonejy farm% and seerc't visages. 

But In ! the Alps ascending white in air, 
Toyairith the sun and glitter from afar. 

And now, emerging from the forest's 
gloom, 

1 greet thee, Chai'treuse, while I mourn 
thy doom. 

Whichw is fed that Power whose frown 
severe 

Awed sober Reason till she crouched in 
fear ? 

That Silenc»fr once in deathlike fetters 
, bound. 

Chains that were loosened only by the' 
sound 

Of holy * rites chanted in measured : 

round ? | 

—^The voice of blasphemy the fane! 
alarms. I 

cloister startles at the gleam of arms. | 
thundering tube the aged angler 
hears, 

. Bcdt o’er the groaning flood that sweeps 
away his tears- 

Cloud-piercing pine-trees nod their 
troubled heads, ^ 

•TSpires, r&cJss, and lawns a browner night 
o'er-spreads; • 

Strong/terror dbiecks the female peas- 
*' ant’s sighs, 

; A!td start the asto^shed shades at 
femall! byes. 

Fnnn Bruim’s forest screams the 
' 'aj^ghta4 jny* 

Atbd ^DW tm^asuHbd eagle wheels away. 


A viewl^. flight of laughing O^ans 
mock 

The Cross, by angels planted t on the 
aficial rock. 

The “ parting Genius ” sighs with hollow 
breath 

Along the mystic streams of Life and 
Death 

Swelling the outcry dull, that long re 
sounds 

Portentous through her old woods’ 
• , trackless bounds. 

Vallorabre ’mid her falling fanes, 
deplores, 

J'or ever broke, the sabbath of her 
bowers. 

■ 

More pleased, my foot the hidden 
margin roves 

Of Como, bosomed deep in chestnut 
groves. 

No meadows thrown between, the £iddy 
steeps 

Tower, bare or sylvan, from the narrow 
deeps. 

—To towns, whose shades of no rude 
noise complain. 

From ringing team apart and grating 
wain— 

To (lat-rnofed towns, that touch the 
wat'.r’s bound. 

Or lurk in u'oody sunless glens jirofoiind. 
Or, from the bending rocks, obtrusive 
cli:!g, 

-\nd o'er the whitened wave their sha¬ 
dows fling— 

The pathway leads, as round the steeps 
it twines ; 

And Silence loves its purple roof of vines. 
The loitering travoiler hence, at evening, 
sees 

From rock-hewTi steps the sail between 
the trees ; 

Or marks, 'mid opening cliRs, lair dark- 
eyed maids 

Tend the small harvest of ^eir garden 
glades; 

Or stops the solemn mountaitAsbades 
to view 

Stretch o’er the pictiured mirror broad 
and blue. 

And track the yellow lights from steep 
to steep. 

As up the opposing hills they slowly 
creep. 

Aloft, here, half a village shinesr airay^ 
In golden light; half hides*itself in 
shade; 

1 AUudiog to croBNS seen on the tops of the 
splry rocks of Chactreuse, which have eve^ 
appearance of being inaoeessiblB. 

■ Names of rivers at the Chartrenaa. 

■ NaniefliEansolth«^|wl)eysof tbsQharfrease. 
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While, irom arnid the darkened roofs, 

. the spire, * « 

RestlessJy^fla^ing, seems to mount like 
£.rq: 

There, all unshaded, blazing forests 
throw. 

Rich golden verdure ort the lake below. 

Slow i^des the sail along the illumined 
snore, 

-And steals Into the shade the lazy oar; 

Soft besoms breathe around contagious 
sighs, • 

And amorous music on the water dies. 

Aow blest, delicious scene ! the Gy« 
that greets 

Thy orpen beauties, or thy lone retreats ; 

Henolds the unwearied swoop of wood 
that scales 

Thy cliffs; the endless waters of thy 
vales ; 

Thy lowly cots that sprinkle all the shore. 

Each with its household boat beside the 
door ; 

Thy torrents shooting from the r.lear- 
biue sky ; 

Thy towns, that cleave, like swallows’ 
nests, on high; 

That glimmer hoar in eve's last light, 
descried 

Dim from the twilight water’s shaggy 
side. 

Whence lutes and voices down tlie en¬ 
chanted woods 

Steal, and compose the ciar-fnrgotten 
floods; 

—Thy lake, that, streaked or dappled, 
blue or grey, 

'Mid smoking wo<jds gleams hid from 
morning’s ray 

Slow-travelling down the western hills, 
t’ enfold 

Its green-tinged margin in a blaze of 
gold; j 

Thy mittering steeples, whence the matin 
^ bell 

Calls forth the woodman from his desert 

esu. 

And quickens the blithe sound of oars 
that pass 

Along the streaming lake, to early mass. 

But now farewell to each and all—-adieu 

To every charm, and last and chief to 
you, 

Yelovelv maidens that in noontide shade 

Rest near your little plots of wheaten 

fla^ ; 

To au that binds the soul in powerless 
trance, 

lUp-dswlng song, and rlngtet-tossing 
dgnoe 

Where eyes and breaking 

sokiles illume 

'' '2?|)b sjjdvan cabin’s tute-enlivencd glorm. 


-'Alas 1 the tnuftnur of thn.tiitirsakos 
Bseathos o’er the failing soul vtfluptjUow 
dreams. 

While Slj^very, forcing the sunjc'hilfld.'to. 

dwell • . • . 

On joys that might disgrace the da¬ 
tive’s cell. 

Her shameless timbrel shakes on CJpmo^' 
marge. 

And lures from bay to bay the vocal 
barge. • « 

Yet arc thy softer arts with 
indued • • 

To senthe and cheei the pocs: man’s 
solitude. • * 

By sileni: cottage-doors, the peasant’s 
home 

I.eft vacan{,for the day, I Ipvecj^to ream^ 
But on e^pierced the mazes of a wood 
In which a cabin undesertod stood; 
There an old man an olden measuA 
scanned • 

On a rude viol toucMM with >vitbered 
hand. • 

As lamifc or fawns in April clustering lie 
Under a hoary oak’s thinv^anopy. 
Stretched at his teet, wiith stediast up¬ 
ward eye, , 

His children's children listened 'to the 
sound I • 

—A Hermit with his family around I 
But let us hence; for fair Locarno 
smiles 

Embowered in walnut slopes and citron 
isles: 

Or seek at eve the banks of Tusa’s 
stream. 

Where, ’mid dim towers and woods, 
her^ waters gleam. 

From the bright wave, in solemn gloom, 
retire 

The dull-red steeps, and, darkening still, 
aspire ^ 

To where afar rich orange, lustres gjow 
Round undistinguished clouds, and 
rocks, and snow: 

Or, led where Via Mala’s chasms Confine 
The indignant waters of the infant 
Rhine, .• 

Hang o’er the abyss, whose else impervi¬ 
ous gloom 

His burning eyes witli fearful light 
Jllume. 

llEe mind condemned, without re),^. 
prieve, Ao go ’ ■ • 

O'er life’s long deserts With its charge 
of WO', ' ,, k 

With sad concratulation joifis the texfi 
Where beasts and men tog^l^ o’er xne ' 
plain 

Move on—a mig!hiy caiavan Of t 

> The river along tteChwH itt 

crossing the Alps by the Sfanplen Pass. ■' - 


\ 
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Hof^ and ccmragej social 

' Freshening the wilderness with shades 
and* springs. • 

->lh«re^ he;v%cs9 lot far otherwise is 
, • cast: 

Sole human tenant cf the piny waste. 
•By choice or doom a gipsy wanders here, 
' A'nui^ng babe her only comforter ; 

Lo, where she sits beneath yon shaggy 
rock, 

A cohering shape ha\f hid in curling 
^m<tke! 

When lightning among clouds and 
mountain-snow'^* * '* 

Predominates, and darkness copies and 
goes. 

And the fierce tprrcnt, at the flashes 
broad '* 

Starts, like a horse, beside tlic glaring 

• rord— 

Slw seeks a covert from the battering 
shower 

In the roofel?bridgci; the bridge, in that 
dread hour, « 

Itself all tre'nfiiling at the torrent’s power. 

Nor’is she rflbre at case on some sUll 
nigh|, • • 

Wlien not a star supplies the comfort of 
light; 

Only the waning moon hangs dull and 
■ ’• red 

.Above a melancholy moiintain’s head, 
Then sots.’ In total gloom the Vagrant 

• sighs, 

StqopB her sick head, and shuts her 
weary eyes; 

Or on her fingers counts the distant 
cicclc. 

Or, to the drowsy crow of midnight cock, 
Itens, or quakes while from the 
forest’s gulf 

Howh near and nearer yet the famished 
wolf. 


From the green yale of Ursenin smooth 
and wi(to 

|c<)nd we now, ^e maddened Reuss 
qpr guide; 

By rpeks that, shutting out the blessed 
day. 

Cling taemblingly to rocks as loose as 
they 4' 

By celh' ^ upon whose image, while 
♦ -pays, ' ‘ ^ 

1 Molt of the bridges among &e Alps are of 
’ weodb snd^oveted: tbw briepm have a heavy 
•ppeyaiice'i'and rather' mj'ure me e^pfcf the 
soeuary in sobu places. • ' 

<1 nUgfoa preyaifs hm: fhM 


^ as W]m 



o in' the 
:hs 


Jhe hne^liug peasant scarcely dagees to 
^ .gazej 

By many a; votive death-cross ^ planted 
near. 

And watered duly with the pious tear. 
That faded silent f'cm the upward eye 
Unmoved with each nidc form of peril 
nigh: 

Fixed on the anchor left by Him who 
saves 


Alike in vvlieliniug snows, and roaring 
' .■ wav€5S. 


But soon a peopled region on the sight 
Opens— a little world of calm delight; 
Where mists, suspended on the expniag 
gale, , 

Spread rooflikn o’er the deep secluded 
vale. 

And beams of evening slipping in be¬ 
tween. 

Gently illuminate a sober scene :— 
Here, on the brown wood-cottages * they 
sleep. 

There, over rock or sloping pasture creep. 
On as wc journey, in clear view displayed. 
The still vale lengthens undemeaBi iis 
shade 

Of low-hung ■''apour : on the freshened 
mead 

The green light sparkles;—the dim 
bowers recede. 

While pastoral pipes and streams the 
landscape lull. 

And bells of passing mules that tinkle 
dull, 

Tn solemn shapes before the admiring 
eye 

Dilated hang the misty pines on high. 
Huge convent domes with pinnacles'and 
tow'ers. 

And antique castles seen through gleatny 
showers. 

From such romantic dreams, my soul, 
awake ! 

To sterner pleasure, where, bi)Uri’s lake 
In Nature’s pristine majesty outspread. 
Winds neither road nor path for fiJbt to 
tread : 

The •'ocks rise naked as a wall, or stretch. 
Far o’er the water, hung v^fh groves 
of beech ; 

Aerial pines from loftier steeps ascend, 
Nor stem but where creation seems to 
end. 

Yet here and there, if mid the savage 
scene ** 

Appears a scanty plot of smiling green. 


■ Crouea^ commemorative of the deaths of 
travellers by ttie fall of snow, and other aedafents, 
ace vBcy coiomon ^ong this dnadkulroad. 

* Ibehoases in flie monretlnHl Sw^svaUeys 

are all tndlt^af 


« 
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I'p from the lahe a zigi^ag path grill creep 
To reach a exiiaU wood*hut hung bcddly 
on the steep. 

—^Before those thresholds -(never can 
" they know 

The face of traveller passing to and fro). 
No peasant leans upon his pole, to tell 
For whom at morning tolled the funeral 
beU; 

Their watch-dog ne’er his angry bark 
forgoes. 

Touched by the beggar's moan of humail 
woes; 

The^hady porch ne’er offered a cool seat 
To pilgrims overcome by summer's liea|. 
Ye^ thither the world's business huds 
its way • 

At times, and tales unsought beguile 
the day, 

And there are those fond thoughts which 
Solitude, 

However stem, is powerless to exclude. 
There doth the maiden watch her lover's 
sail 

Approaching, ar d upbraid the tardy gale ; 
At midnight listens till his parting o:ir. 
And its last echo, can be heard no more. 

And what if ospreys, cormorants, 
herons cry. 

Amid tempestuous vapours driving by. 
Or hovering over wastes too bleak to 
rear 

That connuon growth of earth, the food¬ 
ful ear ; 

Where the green apple shrivels on the 
spray. 

And pines the unripenod pear in sum¬ 
mer’s kindliest ray ; 

Contentment shares the desolate domain 
With Independence, child of high Dis-, 
daln. 

Exulting 'mid the winter of the skies, 

^ Shy as the jealous chamois, Freedoiar- 
flies, 

^ And grasps by fits her sword, and often 



yes; 

And sometimes, as from rock to rock 
she bounds. 

The Patriot nymph .starts at imagined 
sounds. 

And. wildly pausing, oft she hangs 
aghast. 

Whether some old Swiss air hath checked 
her baste 

Or tbxUl of Spartan fife is caught be- 
twion the blast. 

Swoln with incessant rains from hour 
to hour. 

All day the floods a deepening murmur 
pour: . 

"Iliesky is veiled, and every cheerful sight; 


Dark is the region sa ivitii cxnsingnii^t f 
Bpt what a sudden burst of . 

Ingli'htl 

Triumphant on the bosoimof .fbe sjtprm* 
Glances the wheeling eag^fk gliMCyfiS, 
form I ' ‘ * ■ 

Eastward, in long perspective gUttering, 
shine 

The wood-crowned clifls that fbe 


lake recline; 

Those lofty cliffs a hundred streams 
unfold, • * 

\t once to pillars turned that fljg!rejwi*lj^ 
gold ; ^ 

Behind his sai^ peasant shrinks, to' 
shun 


The wesf? that burns like one dilated sun 
A crucible of mighty compass, felt 
By mouaiaius, glowing till they seem ^ 
to melt. 


But, lo! the boatman, overaweft, 
before • 

The pictured fane ort'ell suspends his 
oaj; • 

Confus^ the Mffrathonian tale appears 
While his eyes sickle witkmeroic tears. 
And who, that walks •where men of 
ancient days • 

Have wrought with godlike bnn the 
deeds of praise, • 

Feels not the spirit of the place control. 
Or rouse and agitate his labouring soul ? 
Say, who, by thinking on Canadian hills. 
Or wild Aosta lulled by Alpine rills. 
On Zutphen's plain; ac on that high¬ 
land dell. 

Through which rough Garry cleaves his 
way, can tell 

What high resolves exalt the tenderest 
thought 

Of him whom passion rivets to the spot. 
Where breathed the gale that caught 
Wolfe’s happiest sigh. 

And the last srmbeam fell on Bayard’ll 
eye ; 

Where bleeding Sidney from the cup. 
retired. 

And glad Dundee in “ faint huzzas *' 
expired ? • 


But now with other mind X stand 
alone 

Upon the summit of this naked cone, 

Ai|fl watch the fearless chamois-huntcir 
chase - 

His prey, flurough tracts abrupt of deso^” . 
late space, V * 

Through vacant worlds wh«re Natans 


never gave* • 

1 Foe most of tbe images in next'silttesa: 
verses, I am indebted to li«,Reyniaod’s m teme t ^ , 
iog observatioiis annexed to w tr a M |h rt i ixt .bf 
Coxe’ft Totur in Switzerland. ^ , 


POEMS WRITtEK INs YOUTH 


A bfoolt to ot a bougti to wave, 

...Which ifRSubstanxiai Phantoms sacved 
'; 'keep'; 

ThTb* woi^ where IJfe, and ^oice, and 

* Motion 'Sleep ; 

Where silent Hours their death-like 
sway extend, 

Save jvhen the avalanche breaks loose, 

. • to rend 

Its wav with uproar, till the ruin, 
d(fowiied 

In sot^ dense wood'^iw giiU ol snow 

Mocks the dull ear of Time with deaf 
abortive soundv » 

—’Tis his, while wanderin'^: on li-)iu 
height to height, ’ 

To see a planet’s pomp and steady 
light* ' '* 

In the least star of scarce-appeariiiK 

• night; 

>^ile the pale moon moves near him, 
on the boiin.^ 

Of ether, sh'niiig with diminished round. 
And far and wide the ie^ siimmi,'^ bla/e. 
Rejoicing inutile glory of her ravs : 

To higa the'^aav-star»g!itters small and 
bright, 

-Shorn of its besniis, insufferabfy white. 
And he can look beyond the sun, and 
■9iew 

Those fast-receding depths of sable blue 
Plying till vision ran no more pursue ! 
—At once bewildering mists around him 
close. 

And cold and hunger are his least of 
woes ; 

The Demon of the snow, with angry roar 
TDescending, shuts for aye his prison 
door. 

Soon with despair's whole weight his 
spirit's sink; 

Bread has he none, the snow must be 
his drink 

And, ere his eyes can close upon the 
day. 

The e.agle of the Alps o’ershades her prey. 

•'Afovr couch thyself where, heard with 
' 'i; CCar afar, 

.Thunders through- echoing pines the 
lusadlong Aar; 

Or rather stay to t^te the mild delights 
Of pensive, TJndecwalden's i ' pastoral 
neigh ts. '■* 

•—Is there who 'mid these gwful wilds 
has seen 

The native Genii' walk the mountain 
•green ? 

9 ^ 

S 'Ihe people of this Canton axe supposed to be 
ol a Qwm disposition than the other 

i9habita[^'Of Alps j this, If true, may pro* 

1 Oeed IroiiTthelrTivti^ more seohtded. 


Or heard, while other worlds their charms 
reveal. 

Soft music o'er the aSrial summit steal ? 
While o’er' the desert, answering every 
close, 

Rich steam of sweetest perfume comes 
and goes. 

—And sure there is a secret Power that 
reigns 

Here, wbere no trace of man the spot 
, profanes. 

NcTUght but the chalris^, flat and bare, 
-On high 

Suspended 'mid the quiet of the sky; 
■'9r di-Stant herds that pasturing upward 
creeii. 

And, nut untended, climb the dangerous 
steep. 

How still ! no irreligious soimd or sight 
Rouses the soul from her severe delight. 
An idle voice the sabbath region fills 
Of Deep that calls to Deep across the 
hills. 

And with that voice accords the soothing 
sound 

Of drowsy bells, for ever tinkling round : 
Faint wail of eagle melting into blue 
Beneath the cliffs, and pine-wood^ 
steady ahc/i •'>; 

The solitary heifer's deepened low ; 

Or rumbling, heard remote, of falling 
snow. 

All motions, sounds, and voir.es, far and 
nigh. 

Blend in a music of tranquillity ; 

Save when, a stranger seen below, the 
boy 

Shouts from the eehoing hills with 
savage joy. 

' When, from the sunny breast of open 
seas, 

And bays with myrtle fringed, the 
southern breeze 

Comes on to gladden April with the 
sight ** 

Of green i.sles widening on each snow- 
elad height; 

When shouts and lowing herds the 
valley fill. 

And louder torrents stun the noon-Ude 
hill. 

The pastoral Swiss begin the cliffs to 
scale. 

Leaving to silence the deserted vale; 
And like the Patriarchs in tlmi^ simple 
age 

I 

) 3 This pictuxe is from the middle region of the 
Alps. CkaUts are summer huts lot the Swiss 
benlsmea. 

3 Sugfa, a Scotch word expressive of the sound 
of the wind through the trees. 
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BOEMS fa^RTTTCN IK YOUTir 


a9 ibe v«i:<dura leads, frezn stage 
tO'«jtage; , - • 

High afid ijiore high in summer's heat 
tbejF^ go, t 

And bear the rattling tbun<^er far below ; 

Or steal bencsath the mountains, half* 
' deterred,' 

Where huge rocks tremble to the bellow¬ 
ing herd. 

One I behold who, ’cross the foaming 
flood. • • 

Leaps with a bound of graceful hardi¬ 
hood ; 

Another high on that grceti ledge 
. -.he gained 

TThe tempting spot with eva-ry sinew 
strained ; 

And downward thence a knot of grass 
' he throws. 


A solemn tta t whose hilltnrs 
• around ' '' 

Stand motionless, to awful sflenoe' 
bouxfti: 

Pines, on the coast, thirtusli lltist their, 
tops uprear, ' . • ' 

That like to leaning masts pf stranded 
snips appear. 

A single chasm, a gulf of gloomy blnfH 
Gapes in the centre of the sea—and 
through , 

That dark m>'5t^rious gulf ascending, 
sound .*^*111 

Innumerable streams mth roar pro¬ 
found. • • • 

Mount through the nearer vainjcrs 
iu)t?s of birds. 

And merry flageolet; the low of herds* 
The barl^>f dogs, the n?ifcr*j tinkling 

Foqd Tor his beasts in time of winter i 

snows. tower knell ■ 

—Far different life from what Tradition ^hink not. the peasant from aloft l!as 


hoar 

Transmits of happier lot in times of 
yore ! 

Then Summer lingered long ; and honey 
iowed 

From out the rocks, the: wild bees’ safe 
abode: 

Con^nual waters welling cheered the 
‘waste. 

And plants were wholesome, now of 
deadly taste: 

Nor Winter yet his frozen stores had 
piled,' 

Usurping where the fairest herbage 
smifed : 

Nor Hunger driven the herds from 

S astures bare, 

mb the treacherous cliffs for scanty 
fare. 

’Then the milk-thistle flourished through 
the land. 

And farced the fulY-swoln udder to 
dema%i, 

, every day, the pail and welcome 

nand. 

Thus does thg father to his children tell 
Of banished' bliss, by fancy loved too 
well. 

Alas! that human guilt provoked the 
rpd 

Of angry Nature to avenge her God. 

' Still, Nature, ever just, to him imparts 
4 ^ g^iy givgh to u^corrupted hearts. 

’Tis mom : with gold the verdant 
moimtain glows; 

. ^org high, the snowy peaks with hues 
■' ’ qf'h^. m ‘ * 

Far-stretched tueneath the many-tinted 
’’V hiKs, 

'. A mighty waste of mist tiac valley fllU, 


gazed 

And heard with heart unmoved, with 
soul unraised : ^e 

Nor is his spirit 4ess enr^^ nor |ess 
Alive to independent happiness. 

Then, >^hen he lies, ^ut-stretched, at 
even-tide 

Upon the fragrant mountain’s Purple 
side : 

For as the pleasures of bis simple day 
Beyond his native valley seldom stray. 
Nought round its darling precincts can 
he find 

Bnt brings some past enjoyment to his 
mind ; 

While Hope, reclining upon Pleasure!s 
urn. 

Binds her wild wreaths, and whispers 
his return. 

Once, Man entirely free, alone and 
wild. 

Was blest as free—for he was Nature’s 
child. ■ • , 

He, all superior but his God disdj^ed. 
Walked none restraining,' h^hone' 
restrained: 

Confessed no law but what his reason 
taught. 

Did al| he wishe^* snd wi’*bed but 
• be ovght'. • ' , ' - ‘ ' 

As man in his primeval dower afvgyed 
The iihag^of his glwlQUS 
Even so. by 
here 

The trares of primeval Man i^i 



- ---=--- .- —... _in..l .1^ .. I 


'il6 .labok ^^''^prixes, nor neglects Bis 
sword; 

, Uiki^t by that to feel his rights, 

‘ prepared* ’ 

Vl^tb this' *'.the blessings fae enjoys to 
• guard." 

I 

And, as his native hills encircle 

• gtound 

For many a marvellous victory re¬ 
nowned, 

Tbe VfOrk of Freedom daring to oppose, 

Witl< few in arms i. innumerable foes, I 

Whra to those fanious fields his steps, 
are led, 

An unknown power .connects him with 
the dead: 

For images of other worlds are there ; 

Awful the.ligM, and holy is th»*, air. 

Fitfidly, and in flashes, through his 
8 M>ul, 

l&e sun-lit tempests, troubled trans- 
e ports roll; 

His bosom heaves, his Spirit towers 
amain, 

■Beyond ;the ^nscs and Iheir little rcigu. 

And'oft, when that oread vision hath 
past by, , 

He holds with God himself communion 

iwgh- 

Therc where the peal of swelling torrents 
fiUs 

The sky-roofed temple of the 'eternal 
hills; 

Or, when upon the mountain's silent 
brow 

Reclined, he sees, above him and below. 

Bright stars of ice and azure fields of 
snow; 

While needle peaks of granite sliootiug 
^re 

Tremble in ever-varying tints of an:. 

And when a gathering weight of shadows 
brown 

Falls on the valles^s as the sun goes 
down; 

And Pikes, of darkness named and fear 



AUuding to several battles which the Swiss 
' in very small aumhers have gained over their 
'oagCBtaont the house cd Austria ; and, in 

to one "fought at Nsslfels near Gla^us, 
wfa^ thice bAindied and thirty men ate said to 
tlova defeated an onny of between fifteen and 
twenty tiioosuid Austrians, Scattered over 
‘^Ihe vuey-'ore to be found eleven stones, with 
tills feBartetian, 13681^ the year the battle was 
'fotiglft, asMif ii y out, as 1 wObtidd upon the spot, 
the several pUfom where the Austrians, attempt- 
' Udt' to dMkn K stimd, wen repulsed anew. 

« MBcKfeek-Hacnf Ae pike of terror; Wetter- 
'Hoirn, thea^ketjif stc)iBBis,.uto. etc. 


In «sa-lilde feach df prdli^ct round him 
spread. 

Tinged like an angel’s smile kll rosy 
. red— 

Awe in his breast with holiest love > 
unites, 

■And the near heavens impart theii: own 
delights. 

When downward to his winter hut -he 
goes. 

^ar and more dear the lessening circle 
r grows ; 

That hut which on the hills so oft em¬ 
ploys 

Llis thoughts, the central point of all his 
joys. 

And as a swallow, at the hour of rest. 
Peeps often ere she darts into her nesl. 
So to the homestead, where the grand- 
sire tends 

A little prattling child, he oft descends, ■ 
To glance a look upon the well-matched 
pair ; 

Till storm and driving ico blockade 
him there. 

There, safely guarded by the WDod% 
behind. 

He hears the chiding of the baffled wind. 
He.-irs Winter calling all his terrors round, 
And, blest within himself, he shrinks 
not from the sound. 

Through Nature’s vide his homely 
pleasures glide. 

Unstained by envy, discontent, and 
pride ; 

The bound of all his vanity, to deck. 

With one bright bell, a favourite heifer'.s 
neck; ' , 

W'dl pleased upoji some simple annual 
feast. 

Remembered half the year and hoped the 
rest. 

If dairy-])roducc, from his inner hoard, 
Of thrice ten summers dignify the board. 
—Alas ! in every clime a flyii.g ray 
Is all we have to cheer our wintry way ; 
And here the unwilling mind may more 
than trace 

The general sorrows of the human race : 
The churlish gales of penury, that blow 
Cold as the north-wind o’er a waste of 
snow. 

'To them the gentle groups of bliss deny 
That on the noc«i-d::y bank of feHuiu lie. 
Yet more :—compelled by Powers which 
only deign ’ 

That aolitary man disturb their reim. 
Powers that supprat an unremitting 
strife 

With all th9* tender charitihs of life. 
Full oft the father, when his sons have 
_ .grown, 


id 


PCffiMS ^KITTEN IN YOUTH 


To taaoltobdi seems their title tqL^isown; 

And from his aest amid the storms of 
heaven * * 

Drives, eagle*like, those sons as he was 
driven; 

With stern composure watches to the 
plain— 

And never, eagle-likc, beholds again I 


joys are all 

remembrancer 


When long>familiar 
resigned. 

Why does their sad 
haunt the mind ? 

Lo I where through flat Batavia's willowy 
. groves. 

Or fey the lazy Seine, the exile roves ; * 

O’er the ciurlcd waters Alpin^ measures 
swell, 

A^d search the affections to their in¬ 
most cell; 

Sweet poison spreads along the listener's 
veins. 

Turning past pleasures into mortal 
pains; 

Poison, which not a frame of steel can 
brave, 

Bows his young head with sorrow to 
the grave 

Gay lark of hope, thy silent song 
resume I 

,Ye flattering eastern lights, once more 
the hills illume ! 

Fresh gales and dews of life’s delicious 
mom, 

And thou, lost fragrance of the heart, 
return ! 

Alas ! the little joy to man allowed. 

Fades like the lustre of an evening 
cloud ; 

Or like the. beauty in a flower installed, 

W'hose season was, and cannot be re¬ 
called. 

• .'Yet, when opprest by sickness, grief, uS" 

^ care, 

'^And taught that pain is pleasure’s 
natura£: heir, 

We still confide in more than wc can 

know; 

Death would be else the favourite friend 
of woe. 

'Mid savage rocks, and seas of snow 
that Shine, 

\ ' Between interminable tracts of.piue, 

f' Within a temjilc stand.s an awful shrine. 

' ' By an nneertain light revealed, that falls 

. On tfee^mute Image and the troubled 

walls- 

' ph t give not me that eye of hard disdain 

, waK-knowU effect of the famous air, 

%II«d in'Prench Rans dei VacbM, upon the 
traopsu 


That views, undimmed. Bii^edLea'a^ 
wretched fane. ' , . ■ . 

While ghastly faces thfowgh .tiMi gSoodi 
appear, . . • 

Abortive joy,’land hope th^t "Works'tir- 
fear; v 

While prayer contends witii siiencec 
agony. 

Surely in other thoU|^ts contehiT'S 
may die. 

If the sad grave of human ignorance 
bear « .• *- 

One flower of hope—oh, pass and l«a^ 
it there ! 

The tall sunr ifadsing on an Alpine 
spire. 

Flings o^:r the wilderness a stream o{ 
lire : ^ 

Now meeffSvc other pilgrims effe the da; 
Close on tne remnant of their wearj 
way : . *■' ® 

While they are drawing toward 
sacred floor • 

Where, so they fondly thinil, the worn, 
shd&l gnaw no more. 

How gaily murmur and^ow sweetly ' 
taste •• ^ 

The fountains 3 reared lor them amid 
the Vaste ! * 

Their thirst they slake:—they ^ash 
their toil-worn feet. 

And some with tears of joy each other 
greet. 

Yes, I must see you when ye first behold 
Those holy turrets tipped with eveaiing 
gold, 

In that glad moment will for you a sigh 
Be heaved, of charitable sympathy; 

In that glad moment when your handT 
arc prest 

In mute devotion on the thankfu' 
breast! 

Last, let us turn to Chamouny that' 
shields 

With rocks and gloomy woods her fertile 
fields: 

Five streams of ice amid her cots descend. 
And with wild flowers and blooming 
orchards blend ;— t* 

A scene more fair than what the Greciar 
feigns 

Of purple lights and ever-vernal plains; 
Hen aU the seasons revel band in hand 
'Mid lawns and shades by breezy rivulets 
fanned. < «■ 

* This shiloe Is.tMocted to, tcom a Vofu et 

rellei, by nmhitudes, horn every earner ol the 
Catholic world, UboiuiQgiiadwmcihtuist fadOtljr 
afflhctlaiis. ? . 

* Rude fountaka buUt and osnmvik with. 

sheds for the KHVjmrDodarirta ef the PUgflme, ia 
their MAMit of the wKiataia, . '.r - 
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klMst heacatb that mouatain’s 
' ^matehless h^ght ^ . 

That hol^ no coniinerca mth the summer 
night. ■ • 

From a£e .to age, throughout his lonely 
• . hounds 

The cthsh of ruin fitfully resounds ; 
App|dUng havoc! bntscrene his brow, 
* Where daylight lingers on perpetual 
snow; 

^Gllt^ the stars above, and all is black 
Delpw. • 

^h5t marvel then if many a Wanderer 
sigh. ^ 

While roars the sullen T\rve in anger by. 
That not for thy reward, iinrivalled 
Vale ! 

Waves '^e ripe harvest in the autumnal 
gale; * 

Th^t thou, the Slave of slaves, art doomed 
* to pine 

And droop, while no Italian arts are 
thine, • 

To soothe 9t oheer, to soften or refine. 

Hail Frea{}.om! whether it was mine 
to str^% •• 

With shrill whistling round my 

lonely wayf • 

On the bleak sides of Cumbria’s heath* 
•clad moors. 

Or where dank sea-weed lashes Scot¬ 
land's shores; 

To scent the sweets of Piedmont’s 
breathing rose, 

.\nd orange gale that o'er I.'ugano blows ; 
Still bave 1 found, where Tyranny pre¬ 
vails. 

That virtue languishes and pleasure 
. fails, 

Wbile the remotest hamlets blessingsj 
^are 

In thy loved presence known, and only 
there; 

if^rf-blessings—outward treasures too 
which the eye 

Of the sun peeping through the clouds 
can spy. 

?Uid every passing breeze will testify. 
Thm. to the poren, belike with jasmine 
bound 

Or woodbine wreaths, a smoother path 
- is wound: 

The housewife there a brighter gj^den 


Where bum on busier wing her happy 
bees; 

On. inlaat cheeks there itesher roses 
,-m -Mow; - 

And grej^haJred men look up ^ith 
Ixvehsr bJ(nw,—. "# 

To greet the trgveller needing food and 
tmt ; % 

< • V V' ' ' 


Housed for the night, or hut a half- 
, hour’s guest • 

And oh, fair France ! though now the 
traveller sees 

Thy three-striped banner fluctuate on 
the breeze ; 

Though martial songs have banished 
songs of love. 

And nightingales desert the village 
grove, 

< S^red bv the fife and rumbling drum's 
alarms. 

And the short thunder and the flash of 
arms; 

*rhat cease not till night falls, when 
far wd nigh. 

Sole sound, the Sourd ^ prolongs his 
mournful rry ! 

—Yet, hast thou found that Freedom 
spreads her power 

Beyond the cottage-hearth, the cottage 
dour ; 

All nature smiles, and owns beneath her 
eyes 

Her fields peculiar, and j^culiar skies. 
Yes, as 1 roamed where Eoiret’s waters 
glide 

Through rustling aspens heard from side 
to side. 

When from October clouds a milder 
light 

Fell where the blue flood rippled into 
white : 

Methoiight from every cot the watchful 
bird 

Crowed with ear-piercing power till then 
unheard ; 

Bach clacking uiill, that broke the 
murmuring streams. 

Rocked the charmed thought in more 
delightful dreams ; 

Chasing those pleasant dreams, the 
falling leaf 

Awoke a fainter sense of moral grief ; 
The measured echo of the distant flail 
Wound in more welcome cftlence down 
the vale ; • 

With more majestic course > the water 
rolled. 

And ripening foliage shone with richer 
gold. 

—But foes arc gathering—Zi^^erty must 
raise 

Red on the hills her beacon's far-seen 
blaze 

• . 

^ An iQScct so called, wYdeh emits a Aioct, 
melaucholy cry, beard at the dose of the summer 
evenings, on the banks of the Loire. 

* The duties upon many parts of the French 
rivers were so exorbitant that the pocrar people, 
deprived erf the benefit of water carriage, were 
obliged to ^ansport their goods by land. , 

C 
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l)id ibcsih zvilt inxii itf'iret to 
tower!— ^ - (, 

NefViK and nearer comes the trjringhour ! 
Rejoin, brave«Land, thdugh pride’s 
iperyerted ire 

Rouse hell’s own aid. and wrap thy 
fields in fire : 

Lo, fiorn the flames a great and glorious 
birth; 

Ai If a new«made heaven were hailing a 
V new earth ! 

—AH cannot be : the promise is too fair 
For .matures doomed to breathe ter- 
, festrial air; 

Yet^not for this will sober reason frowi\ 
Irp^ that promise, nor the hope disown ; 
She knows that only from high aims 
ensue [dur. 

Rich guerdons, and to them alone arc 

Great God t by whom the strifes of 
men are weighed 

In an impartial balance, give thine aid 
To the just cause ; and, oh I do thou 
preside 

Over the mighty stream now spreading 
Wide : 

So shall its waters, from the heavens 
supplied 

In copious showers, from earth by 
wholesome springs. 

Brood o’ er the long-i^archcd lands 
with Nile-like wings ! [day 

And grant that every sceptred child of 
Who cries i>resumptuous, “ Here the 
flood shall stay,” 

Ma 3 ^ m its progress see thy guiding hand. 
And cease the acknowledged purpose to 
withstand; 

Or, swept in anger from the insulted 
ShCre, 

Sink with his servile bands, to rise no 
more ! 

■?» 

To-night, my Friend, within this 
~j huihble cot 

Be scorn as»d fear and hope alike forgot 
' In tirnely sleep ; and when, at break of 
day, [play. 

On the taU peaks the glistening sunbeams 
- With a light heart our course we may 
renew. 

The first whose footsteps x>fiiit the 
moufltain dew. 

Z 7 gi and 1792 - 
VII 

c LINES 

-Upoil a Seat in a Yew»trec, which stands 
tW^ the lake of Esthwaitc, cm a desolate 
pact of the ^ore, commanding a beautiful 
.■ ixoB^ect. *' 

^^veUer 1 'rest. This lonely Yew- 
tne itofids 


Far frmn aU humafi dw<^iiii||[; . wb^;jl 
.here ^ 

No sparkUng: rivnlet i^^ad the vhrdant 
herb • ,. * • 

What if the bee love not theda basr^H 
boughs ? ^ • 

Yet, if the wind breathe soft, the cuzSing 
waves. 

That break against the diore, shall lUlb' 
thy mind 

Bv one soft impulse saved from vacancy- 

-tWho he was " 

That piled these stones and wj^th ^h9 
mossy sod 

First covered, a^jiLh^rc taught this aged 
Tree 

With its Mark arms to form a circling 
bower, 

I well ra^ember.—He sPas one who 
owued 

No common soul. ,In youth by scienc|, 
nursed. 

And led by nature into^a wild scene • 

Of lofty hopes, he to the world went forth 
A favoured Being, knowing no desire 
Which genius did not hallew; ’gainst < 
the taint .* 

Of dissolute tongues, eui&'^jealous]^, and 
hatef k 

And scorn,—against all enemies prepared 
AU but neglect. The world, for %o it 
thought, 

Owed him no service ; wherefore he at 
once 

With indignation turned himself away. 
And with the food of pride sustained his 
soul 

In solitude.—^Stranger ! these gloomy 
boughs 

Had charms for him ; and here be loved 
to sit, 

His only visitants a straggling sheep. 
The stone-chat, or the glancing sand¬ 
piper : ' . . 

And on these barren rocks, with icam 
and heath. 

And juniper and thistle, sprinkled o'ef. 
Fixing his downcast eye, he many an 
hour 

A morbid pleasure nourished, tracing 
here 

An emblem of his own unfruitful life : 
And, lifting up his head, be then wopld , 

Ou^the mote distant scene,—how Ibyely 
’tis • ^ - • 

Thou seest,—and he would gasse till it 
became 

Far lovelier, and his heart could ^ot< 
sustain * 

Th# beauty, stUl more beauteous f 
Nor, that tiinn, - . 

When xiature had aubduedahinitfo her- 
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Would te forget those 9eiQg« to whose 
’ ‘imuds 

' Wtfm ’from' the labours of lAnevolence 
-The wcaAd. and htunan life, appeared 
• a seene 

Of kindred loveliness: then he would 

Sikh. 

•Inly disturbed, to think that others 
felt 

What he must never fciel : and so, 
* lost Man! • 

Onhvi^ohaty views would fancy feed, 
Till his eye streamed with tears. In 
this deep vale* *«, 

He died,—this seat his only moiiuuent. 




If Thou be one whose heart the holy. 
forig^ • ' 

Of young imagination have Kept pure. 
Stranger ! henceforth be warned : and 
* Imow that pridS, 

Howe'er disguis^ in its own majesty. 
Is littleness; that he who feels con¬ 
tempt • 

For any l^ing thin^, hath faculties 
Which he haJnever t)S.ed ; that thought 
with him»* 

Is in its infanc](. The man Mthose eye 
Is ever on himself doth look on one, 
The deast of Nature’s' works, one who 
mip;ht move 

The wise man to that scorn which 
wisdom holds 

Unlawful, ever. O be wiser. Thou r 
Instructed that true knowledge leads to 
love; 

TVue dignity abides with him alone 
Who, in the silent hour of inward thought 
Can still suspect, and still revere himself. 
In lowliness of heart. 


i?05- 
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GUILT AND SORROW : 

oil, IKCIDENTS UPON SACISBURV PLAIN 

^ advertisement, 

WtXKD TO THE FIRST ROITION OP THIS 
H POSM, PUBUSUED IN l8if.2. 

Not less than‘one*third of the following poemi 
'tiioei^lthasfroin th^ to time been altered In the 
-Ba|>nsBton,-VraB published sO far back as the year 
under tile tide of *' The Female Vagrant.'' 
«Etract i^of such length that an aptlogy 
se«^ to be nqviired for leprintmg it ben r but 
dt tq Besjore it to it%original posi- 

ti(&« toe |tot woiild |mve been uhipteUigible. 
' Tm ifkp» V» written pefore the close of the 
ysw1 wm detail, Tathef as a |nstt«r 
-crifMntcy elogmphy nimr^ any other xeasdn, 
toe drenmstanoes under which ft was produced. 

Dfudng thnlatier part of toe summer of >793, 
bg^lM B SS^ S toonth in the fsle of Wight, m 

itsr, 1 left ^ne wUh BfalBneboly Iq^fodlBgS' 


Tigs American war was still fresh in memory. 
The Struggle' which was beginning, and whitm 
many thought would be brought to a speedy 
close by the irresistible arms U 'Great Fkitaln 
being added to those of the allies, I was Bssure4 
in my own mind would be of long continuanciL 
and productive of distress and mia^'beyond 
all possible calculation. This convi^iou wat 

S nessed upon me by having been a 'witness, 
uring a long residence in revolutionary f^une, 
of the spirit which prevailed in toat country. 
jiAfter leaving the Isle of Wight, I spent two days 
in tranderiog on foot over Salisbury Plain, which, 
though cultivation was then widely spread 
through parts of it, had upon the whole a still 
l^iore impressive appearance than it now retains. 

Tlic monuments and traces of antiquity, 
scattered ii^abuiidance over that region, led me 
unavoidably to compare what we know or guess 
of those remote times with certidn aspects of 
modem society, and with calamities, pnocipalty 
those consequent upon war, to which, more than 
other classes of men, the poor are subject. In 
these reflections, joined with particular facts 
that had come to my knowledge, the foUowIng 
stanzas originated. 

In conclusion, to obviate some distraction in 
the minds of those who are well acquainted wito 
Salisbury Plain, it may be piopw to My, that of 
the features described as belonging to it, one or 
two are taken from other desolate pgrts of 
England. 


A Traveller on 


I 

the 


skirt of Sarum's 


Plain 

Pursued his vagrant way, with feet half 
bare; 

Stooping his gait, but not as if fo gain 

Help from the staff he bore ; for mien 
and air 

Were hardy, though his cheek seemed 
worn with care 

Both of the time to come, and time long 
fled : 

Down fell in straggling locks his thin 
grey hair; 

A coat he wore of military red 

But faded, and stuck o’er \uth n^any a 
patch and shred. * 


While thus he journeyed, sfep by step 
led on. 

He saw and passed a stately lap, f|iU sure 

That welcome in such liousg, ipr Ipin 
was none. 

No board inscribed the needy tp allure 

Hung there, no bush prpclaifoed tP 61a 
and poor H 

And desolate, " Here you vriu find a 
friend I ” 

The pendent grapes glittered above the 
door;— 

On he must pace, perchance 'till nii^t 

Where’er? the dreary roads thgir 
vdut^ lines extend-e. 
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Tbe gathering plouds grew red with 
stormy fire. 

In streaks diverging wide and mounting 
high; 

That inn he long had passed ; the distant j 
roire. 

Which oft as he looked back had fixed 
his eye. 

Was lost, though still he looked, in the 
blank sky. 

Perplexed and comfortless he gazed 
around, 

And^carce could any trace of man descry,* 

Savp cornfields stretched and %tretohiiig 
without bound ; 

But where the sower dwelt was nowhere 
to be found. 


Fullilong endured in hope ai juslTeward. 

He to an armed fleet was fdarced away 

By seamenf who perhaps thems^ves had 
shared . * ' 

Like fate: was hurried ofi, a helploav^ 
prey, 

'Gainst all that in his heart, or theirs 
perhaps, said nay. . * o 

VII 

■ For years the woijj^ of carnage did noto 
cease, 

And death’s dire aspect daily Hh mr- 
veyed, 

Death’s minister*.tfieu came his glad 
releaie. 

And hope returned, and pleasure fondly 
made . « 

Her dwcllfllg in his dreams. B^ Fancy’s 


IV i 

No tree was there, no meadow's pleasant 
green. 

No brook to wet his bp or soothe his ear ; 

Long files of com-stacks here and there 
were seen. 

But not one dwelling-place his heart to 
cheer. 

Some labourer, thought ho, may per¬ 
chance be near; 

And so he sent a feeble shout—in vain ; 

No voice made' answer, he could only 
hear 

Winds rustling over plots of unripe 
grain. 

Or whistling thro’ thin grass along the 
unfurrowed plain. 

v 

Long had he fancied each successive 
slope 

Concealed some cottage, whither he 
might turn ^ 

** And rest; but no\\, along heaven’s 
darkening cope 

^The crows pushed by in eddies, home¬ 
ward borne. 

Thus learned he sought some shepherd’-', 
spreading thorn Ihead, 

Or hovel from the storm to shield his 

But sought in vain ; for now, all wild, 
forlorn, 

' And vacant, a huge waste around him 
spread; 

The wet cold ground, he feared, must 
be his only bed. 

* VI 

And be it so—for to the chill night 
'shower 

. Axid the sharp%ind bis head he oft hath 
bgred { 

A'^SItmor he, who many a wretched hour 

^H&tli',tbld; for. landing after labour 


aid 

The happy husbanA flies, his arms to^ 
throw ^ 

Round his wife’s necW; the prize of 
victory laid • 

In her fAll lap, he sees such sweet tear; 

flow t . * * 

As if thenceforth*'nor p^p nor trouble 
she cpuld know. ^ 

VIII 

Vain hope ! for {raud took all th^ he 
had earned. 

The lion roars and gluts his tawny brood 

Even in the desert’s heart; but he. 
returned. 

Bears not to those he loves their needful 
food. 

His home approaching, but in such a 
mood 

That from his sight his children might 
have run. 

He met a traveller, robbed him’, sfied - 
his blood: 

And when the miserable work was doiifi 

He fled, a vagrant since, the murderer’s'^’ 
fate to shun. 

IX 


From that day forth no place to hitu 
could be 

So lonely, but that thence might cofee a 
pang •, 

Brought from without to inward misery. 
Now, as he plodded on, wi& sullen'' 
/clang 

A’sofund of chains along the doKrt tang ; 
He looked, «md saw upjgi a gflibet * 
A human body that m icons swang,. 
Uplifted by the tempest whflrUng hy; 
And, bovermg, round it often did 1 . 

fly- ■ ■ • - .''Xi 

was a spectacle which lume might ''' 

In spot ao savage, bflt wiUPshiflUItting'^;'' 
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.Noe only did ior Mm at-once renew 
' AUlie had feared from man, but rousbd a 
trafn 

Of. the «nind's phantoms, hoctible as 
. V vain; ■ 

The stones, as if to cover him from day, 
' Rolled at his back along the living plain ; 
•He fell, and without sense or motion lay ; 
But, when the trance was gone, feebly 
pursued his way. 

• • xi 

Aslone whose brain habitual phiensy 
fires 

Owes to the fit ineuiiich his soul hath 
tossed 

Profounder quiet, when the fit retires. 
Even so the dire phantasnia which had 
crossed 

His sense, in sudden vacancy quite lost, 
d^ft his mind still as a deep evening 
stream. 

Ivor, if accosted now, in thought en¬ 
grossed 

Moody, or hily troubl^, woult^he seem 
To travellur who might talk of any 
casual *tneme. * ■ 

• a 

Hurtle the clouds in deeper darkness 
qpiled. 

Gone is the raven timely rest to seek ; 
He seemed the only creature in the wild 
On whom the elements their rage might 
wreak: 

Save that the bustard, of those regions 
bleak 

Shy tenant, seeing by the uncertain light 
A man there wandering, gave a mournful 
shriek, 

And half upon the ground, with strange 
affright, 

Forced hard against the wind a thick 
unwieldy flight. 

. . XllI 

AU,> all was jcheerless to the horizon’s 

^ ^und; [strays, 

I weary eye—which, wheresoe'er it 
jks nothing but the red sun’s setting 
*ound, 

,Or on the earth strange lines, in former 
days 

Left.by gigantic arms—at length surveys 
What seems an antique castle spresi^g 
wide^ ■ 

Hoary and naMM an its wals, and raise 
Their brow sublimein shelter there to 
bide 

Hi turned, whUe poured down 

smoking on eye^ side. 

Stq[ie«heinil|^'i so proud to hint 


Thy sdbrets, thou that lov’st to staiM 
• and hear 

The Plain resounding to the whirlwind’s 
sweep. 

Inmate of lonesome Nature's endless 
year; 

Even if thou saw’st the giant wicker rear 
For sacrifice its throngs of living men. 
Before thy face did ever wretch appear. 
Who in his heart had groaned with 
deadlier pain 

Tnan he who. tempest-driven, thy 
shelter now would gain. 

► XV 

Within ^at fabric of mysterious form, 
Winds met in conflict, each by turns 
supreme ; 

And, from the perilous ground dislodged, 
through storm 

And rain he wildered on, no moon to 
stream 

From gulf of parting clouds one friendly 
beam. 

Nor any friendly sound his footsteps 
led ; 

Once did the lightning's faint disastrous 
gleam 

Disclose a naked guide-post's double 
head, 

Sight which tho' lost at once a gleam 
of pleasure shed. 

XVI 

No swinging sign-board creaked from 
cottage elm 

To stay his steps with faintness over¬ 
come ; 

'Twas dark and void as ocean's watery ' 
realm 

Roiriiig with storms beneath night's 
starless gloom; 

No gipsy cower'd o’er fire of furze or 
broom ; 

No labourer watched his red kiln glaring 
bright, • 

Nor taper glimmered dim fro>p sick 
man’s room ; [light 

Along the waste no line of mournful 
From lamp of lonely toll-gate streamed 
athwart the night. 

XVII 

At length, though hid iu clouds, the moon 
arose; 

And downs were visible—a^d now ' 
revealed 

A structure stands, which two bare 
slop^ enclose. . 

It was k spot, where, ancient vows 
fulfilled. 

Kind pioiis hands did to the Vlrgta buUd ' 
A lonely SpitM, thr belated awaln 

»-i i* < J , ' , •' t * » - '* 
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Fcem'th» Utcc^iciiii thuV ittvste to 

. tbit^ld: * 

Eut tboiw no buman beiag could remain, 
And now the walla are named the “Dead 
House ” of the plain. 

XVIII 

Though he had little cause to love the 
abode 

Of man, or covet sight of mortal face, 
Vat when fafiit beams of light that ruin 
showed. , 

How glad he was at length to find some 
trace 

Of human shelter in that dreary place. 
Till to his flock the early shepherd goes,'} 
Here shadl much*needed sleep his frame 
embrace. 

In a dry nook where fern the floor 
bes trows 

He lays his stifiened limbs,—his eyes 
begin to close; 

XIX 

When hearing a deep sigh, that seemed 
to come 

From one who mourned in sleep, he 
raised bis head, 

And saw a woman in the naked room 
Outstretched, and turning on a restless 
bed i 

The moon a wan dead light around her 
shed. 

He waked her—spake in tone that 
would not fail, 

. He hoped, to calm her mind ; but ill he 
sped. 

For of that ruin she had heard a talc 
Which now with freezing thoughts did 
V' all her powers assail; 

XX 

heard of one who, furced from, 
storms to shroud. 


Felt the loose walls of this decayed ^or books in every neighbouring haise . 


Retreat 

^pek to inc^sant neighings shrill and 

WMe his horse pawed the floor with 
futious heat; 

TiU on a stone, that sparkled to his 
feet, 

Strudk, andstiU struck agaip, the troubled 
horse: 

The man half raised the stone with pain 
and sweat. 

Half raised, for well his arm might lose 
^ Its fcffce 

BisclosinI, the grim head of a late 
cptse. 

XXI 

^ tain of this Iqpa luansion she had 
. learned 

* wbte «yep Ih 

kMI 4fown^, 


By the moon's IfttUen lantp shp drSI. 
'discerned. 

Cold stony horror all her senses bound. 
Her he addressed in words' of'.cheering 
sound; *' . • . 

Recovering heart, like answer did sbh 
make ; 

And well it was that, of the cmrpse ^erg - 
found, • 

In converse that ensped she nothing 
spake: * • • 

She knew not wb&t 'dire liSings in him^ 
such tale could wake. » f 

XXII 

But soon his voTce and words of kind 
intent 

Banished that dismal thought; and 
now t[ie wind * , 

In fainter bowlings told its rage was 
spent: 

Meanwhile discourse ensued of various 
kind, t 

Which by degrees a confidence of mind 
And mu^al interest failed not to create. 
And, to a naturaP sympathy, resigned. 

In that forsaken bpjiding where they sate 
The Woman thus retracedrher own un< 
toward fate. , 

xxin 

" By Derwent’s side my father dweK—a 
man 

Of virtuous life, by pious parents bred; 
And I believe' thnt, soon as I began 
To lisp, he made me kneel beside my 
bed, 

And in his bearing there my prayers I 
said: 

And afterwards, by my good father 
taught, 

I read, and loved the books in which I 
read: 


I sought. 

And nothing to my mind a sweeter 
pleasure brought. ^ 

XXIV 

A little croft we owned-'-a plot of comi 
A garden stored with peas, and mint, 
and thyme, [mean 

And flowers for posies, oft dn Sunday 
Plucked while the church bells rang 
their earliest chime. 

Can#I forget our freaks at sheading 
time! ' 

My hen's rifih nest thnafteh lang grass 
ibarce espied; 

The cowslip'gathflTiiig in June's tfewp 
prime; * , ' ® 

The swans that with whita Up> 

reared in pride , " > 

Ru«^n|^and rawpij^cam# laa^ gpi| 
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XXV 

S e staff t well remember wj^ich upbore 
e body of my active sire : 

^ fiis seat beneath the honied sycamore ^ 
Where the bees hummed, and chair by 
winter fire; 

' Wh^n market^moming came, the neat 
• attire 

Wlffi which, though bent on haste, 
• myself i decked l 

Our watchful house*dog, that would 
* tdhse and tire 

The stranger till its barking-fit I checked: 
The red-breast, kifbv^for years, which 
at my casement pecked- , 


XXVI ^ 

The suift of twenty summEts danced 
along,— 

Coo little marked how fast they rolled 
away; 

Bht, through ■%evere mischance and 
cruel MTong, 

Mw father’s substance fell into Ascay : 

We toiled ff%d struggled, hoping for a 
dav • 

When Fortune might put on.a kinder 
look! • • 

But_vain were wishes, efforts vain as 
they ; 

He from his old hereditary nook 

Must part; the summons came ;—our 
final leave we took. 


XXVII 

It was indeed a miserable hour 

When, from the last hill-top, my sire 
surveyed. 

Peering ^ above the trees, the steeple 
tower 

That on hb marriage day sweet music 
made I 

.Till then, he hoped his bones might there 
be laid 

^iffuose by my mother in their native 
' . bow^ j 

Sliding me trust in God, he stood and 
ipayed 

. 1 comd not pray:—through tears that 
fell in showers 

Glimmeied oUr dear-loved home, alas ! 
BO longer ours! 

- 'Sf • • 

' XXVIIX 


fRieve was a Youth whom I hid loved so 
That when' 1 loved him not I cannot 

•say* • 

*lhfid the greenlnountaiiis many a thought- 
''>\JWSS01lg '• 

, Wh mb bad gladsoine birds in 

When m li^an to tire of cldldisfa play. 


We seemed still more and more to prizr 
each other; 

We talked of marriage and our matriagv 
day; 

And I in truth did love him like a 
brother. 

For never could I hope to meet with such 
another. 

XXIX 

* T^o years were passed since to a distant 
town 

He had repaired to ply a gainful trade : 

What tears of bitter grief, till then 

* unknown! 

What tender vows out last sad kiss 
delayed I 

To him we turned :—we had no other 
aid: 

Like one revived, upon his neck I wept ; 

And her whom he had loved in joy, he 
said, 

He well could love in grief; his faith 
he kept ; 

And in a quiet home once more my 
father slept. 

XXX 

We lived in peace and comfort; and were 
blest 

With daily bread, by constant toil 
supplied. 

Three lovely babes had lain upon my 
breast: 

And often, viewing their sweet smiles, I 
sighed. 

And knew not why. My happy father 
died, 

When threatened war reduced the 
children’s meal: 

Thrice happy ! that for him the grave 

• could hide 

The empty loom, cold hearth, and silent 
wheel. 

And tears that Avowed for ills which 
patience might not heab 

XXXI • 

’Twas a hard change ; an evil time Was 
come ; 

Wc had no hope, and no relief couid 
gain : 

But soon, with proud parade, the noisy 
drum 

Beat round to clear the streets of want 
and pain. 

My husband's arms now only s^gved to 
strain 

Me and his children nungering In his 
view; 

In such dismay my prayers and tears 
were vain: 

To join thqse miserable men be ffeur^ 

Aod now tq tbie sea-coast, with bafiabeFs. 
more, we drew. • . 
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‘ XXXXI 


' «» y 


' There were we neglected, and we 

bore 

Muph sorrow ere the fleet its anchor 
weighed; 

Green fields before us, and our native 
shore. 

We breathed a pestilential air» that 
made 

Ravam for which no knell was heard., 
We prayed ' 

Fcv Our departure ; wished and wished 
~nor knew, 

’Mid that long sickness and those hopes 
delayed, , 

That happier days we never more must 
view. 

The parting signal streamed—at last 
the land withdrew. 

XXXIll 

But the calm summer season now was 
past. 

On as we drove, the equinoctial deep 
Ran mountains high before the howling 
blast. 

And many perished in the whirlwind’s 
sweep. 

V’. e gazea with terror on their gloomy 
sleep. 

Untaught that soon such anguish must 
ensue. 

Our hopes such harvest of affliction reap. 
That we the mercy of the waves should 
rue : 

We reached the western world, a poor 
devoted crew. 

XXXIV 

The plains and plagues that on our 
heads came down. 

Disease and famine, agony and feai'. 

In wood cm: wildcrnesig. in camp or towif. 
It would unman the firmest heart to hear. 
All perished—all in one remorseless year, 
Hu»and and children ! one by one, by 
Siirord 

And ravenous plague, all perished: 
every tear 

DriediUp, despairing, desolate, on board 
\ British ship I waked, as from a trance 
restored.” 

XXXV 

Here paused she of all present thought 
fcrlom, 

f Nor veffoe, nor soun^ that moment's 

? idn expressed, 

lature. with excess of grief o’er- 
borne, •¥■ 

i^tam bet full eyes their watery load 
released. 

' too was mute ; and, ere her weeping 






He rose, and to'tiie xttin*s T>oft!aisr^t»'- - ^ 
And saw the dawn c^raing the silver);:;. 

east ® ' • , • ■ 

With rays of promise, north,and soutl),* 
ward sent; • . 

And soon with crimson fire kindled the 
firmament. 

XXXVX ‘ * 

” O come,” he cried, '* come, after 
weary night » 

Of such rough storm, this happy chan^ 
to view.” • ^ 

So forth she came, and eastward looked , 
the sight * 

Over hei; brow like dawn of gladness 
threw; 

Upon her cheek, to which its youthfu* 
hue ^ *' 

Seemed to return, dried the last linger 
ing tear, t 

And from her grateful heart a fresh opue 
drew : 

The whilst her comrade tocher pensive 
chrP-r < * 

Tempered fit words of h(^^; and the 
lark warbled Viear. 
r xxxvi^ 

They looked and saw a lengthening road, 
and wain a 

That rang down- a bare slope not far 
remote ; 

The barrows glistened bright with drops 
of rain. 

Whistled the waggoner with merry note. 
The cock far off sounded his clarion 
throat ; 

But town, or farm, or hamlet, none they . 
viewed. 

Only were told there stood a lonely cot 
A Jong mile thence. While thither they 
pursued 

Their way, the Woman thus her moiuii*- 
ful tale renewed. 

XXXVIXl . 

“ Peaceful as this immeasurable plain.' 
Is now, by beams of dawning light 
imprest. 

In the calm sunshine slept the gUtmrixxg 
main; ' . ■ ' 

The very ocean hath its hour of j«st. 

1 too forgot the heavings of my Imast, * 
Hafv quiet ’round me ship an^^^^beait' 
were I " 

As quiet SH edthin file. .Pwas^blest**' 
And looked, and fed ^qran tl^ Mlent ait; 
Until it seemed to bring a jpy to 

despair, i. ,\r., 

xxxuc * - . '■ 

Ah I how unlike ‘Hxoqekite terrific alae^' - 
j\nd groans that thl^ .ol Tqpkhxg filixiiwh- > 
ap(^; 
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,;The ynt^ilded.'dettd that lay in festering 
.'.:heap». 

The breathing pestilence that rose like 

. smoke. ; 

Hie shri^ ^at from the distant battle 
• broke. 

The mine's dire eartiiquake, and the 
’ pallid host 

. Priven by the bomb's incessant thunder¬ 
stroke 

To loathsome vaults, where heart-sick 
anguish tossed, * 

Hoflb died, and fear itself in agony was 
lost I 

;fL’ 

Some mighty gulf of separation past, 

I seemed transported to another world ; 

A thoughtrestgned with pain,*>ijicn from 
the mast 

*^6 impatient mariner the sail unfurled, 

^d. whistling, called the wind that 

■' • hardly curled 

The silent sea> Aom the sweet thoughts 
of home _ 

And from al^hope I waS for ever hurled. 

For me—favtllest froiq earthly port to 
rdam •• 

Was best, coulik I but shun 4he spot 
where man might come. 


And oft 1 thought (my fancy was so 
strong) 

That I, at last, a resting-place had 
found; 

' Here will I dwell,' said I, ‘ my whole 
life long. 

Roaming the illimitable waters round ; 

Here'will 1 live, of all but heaven dis¬ 
owned. 

And end my days upon the peaceful 
flood.’— 

To break my dream the vessel reached 
its bound; 

i^Aad homeless near a thousand homes I 
™ stood, 

^ And near a thousand tables pined and 

W wanted food. 


' No lielp 1 sought» in sorrow turned 
. ,adrift. 

Was hopdess, as if cast on some bare 

nick) • \ 

mwsel to my mouth th^t day did 

Nor raked iny hand at any door to 
knock. 


,1 ^ere, with his i^wsy mates, the 
. cock' 

-.'FicpiiA the eroBS-timber.Qf an out-house 
■ „ fdodc t 

that city 


At mon# my sick heart hunger scarpely 
• stung. 

Nor to the beggar's language coifld I 
fit my tongue. 

XLIII 

So passed a second day ; and, when the 
third 

Was come, I tried in vain the crowd's 
resort. 

—In deep despair, by frightful wishes 

* * stirred, 

Near the sea-side I reached a ruined 
fort; 

There, pains which nature could no 
more support. 

With blindness linked, did on my vitals 
fall; 

And. after many interruptions short 

Of hideous sense, I sank, nor step could 
crawl : 

Unsought for was the help that did my 
life recal. 


Borne to a hospital, I lay with brain 

Drowsy and weak, and shattered memory; 

I heard niy neighbours in their beds 
complain 

Of many things which never troubled 
me— 

Of feet still bustling round with busy 
glee. 

Of looks where common kindness had 
no part, 

Of service dune with cold formality. 

Fretting the fever round the languid 
heart. 

And groans which, as they said, might 
make a dead man start. 

XLV 

These things just served to stir the 
slumbering sense. 

Nor pain nor pity in my bosom raised. 

With strength did memory return ; and, 
thence ^ 

Dismissed, again on open day 1 eased, 

At houses, men, and common %ght, 
amazed. 

The lanes I sought, and, as the sun' 
retired, 

Came where beneath the trees a faggot 
blazed; 

The travellers saw me weep, my fate 
inquired. 

And gave me food—and rest, more 
welcome, more desire^,- * 

XL VI 

Rough pbtters seemed they, trading' 
sob^y 

With paakuered asses drivnn from door 
todow-i 

But 11^ h^pier sort set forth to «ao». 
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And other Joj* my fancy fj^allur*— 
The bag'pifie dinning on the midnlj^ht 
ttiOor 

In barn upUgbted; and companions 
, boon, . 

Well, met from far with revelry secure 
Among the forest glades, while jocund 
June 

Rolled fast along the sky his warm and 
genial moon. 

XLVII I * 

Rut-'ill they suited me—those journeys 
dark 

O’er moor and mountain, midnight theft 
to' hatch ! 

To charm the surly house-doV’s faithful 
bark. 

Or hang on tip-toe at the lifted latch. 
The gloomy lantern, and the dim blue 
match. 

The black disguise, the warning whistle 
shrill. 

And ear still busy on its nightly watch. 
Were not for me, brought up in nothing 
ill: 

Besides, on griefs so fresh my thoughts 
were brooding still. 

XLVIII 

What could I do, unaided and unblest ? 
My father I gone w’as every friend of 
thine : 

And kindred of dead husband arc at best 
Small help ; and, after marriage such 
as mine. 

With little kindness would to me incline. 

S or was I then for toil or sei~vice fit; 
y deep-drawn sighs no effort could 
confine; 

In open air forgetful would I sit 
Whole hours, with idle arms in moping 
sorrow knit. 

XLlX 

^ The roads 1 paced, I loitered through the 
fields f 

Cohtuitedly, yet sometimes self-accused, 
Trusted my life to what chance bounty 
yields, 

Kow coldly given, now utterly refused. 
Ibe ground 1 for my bed have often Used: 
But what afflictS'my peace with keenest 
ruth. 

Is that I have my inner self abused. 
Foregone the home delight of constant 
tn^h, 

: And clear and open soul, so prized in 
fearless youth. - ' 

/Tbrd^h tears the rising sun I oft have 
' viewed, 

vThreMh teen have seen him towards' 
. .Sat world descend 

< f , W 'I 


Where my poor heart lost an its \ 
tude: ■ ■ ,. • 

Three years a Wanderer fiOw.my cbo^ 
I bend— • 

Oh! tell me whither-^oi? no ea 
friend . , , 

Have I.”—She ceased, and weepifig 
turned away;, * • 

.4s if because her 'tale was at an end. 
She wept; because she had no more to 
say , • ^ 

Of that perpetual weight which og her 
spirit lay. 


True sympathy the Sailor’s looks ex* 

f ireSsed, 

ooks—for pondering' he was mute 
the«v>mile. • 

Of social Order’s care for wretchedness, 
Of Time's sure help to calm and se- 
concile, 

Joy's second spring end Hope's long- 
treasured smile, a 
’Twas *ot for to speak—a man so 
tried. , e 

Yet, to relieve •Ber hearth in friendly 
style 

Proverbial words of cdlnfort he applied, 
And not in vain, while they went nacing 
side by side. 


LII 

Ere long, from heaps of turf, before their 
sight, 

Together smoking in the sun’s slant 
beam, 

Rise various wreaths that.into one unite 

Which high and higher mounts with 
silver gleam: 

Fair spectacle,—but instantly a scream 

Thence bursting shrill did all remark 
prevent; 

They paused, and heard a hoarser vbiciB' 
blaspheme. 

And female cries. Their course they , 
thither bent, ,, , _ 

And met a man who foamed With an^t* 
vehement. 

tif 

LIll 

A woman stood with quivering lips and 
pale, ■ ' ’ 

Aufl, pointing to a little c|;ild fhigt lay ' 

Stretched on the ground, begkn a piteous 
tale i • ' • 

How in a simple freak thoughtl^ 
play • . 

He had provoked his £ather, whoshfaiibt'- 
way, • , ' . . 

As if each blow were deadUer tbaii 

Sttuck tbe poor innoeent. oFattd ^iH' 

.jdismay ■ 
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jfJw bcwrd and afood 

" A^^ast; "a 

And atom look^'on the man her grey* 
. haired'Comrade cast. - 

• , ' * LIV 

His vcwe with indignation rising high 
Such ftirther deed in manhood’s name 
« fcStbade; 

The peasant, wild in passion, made reply 
With bitter insult and revilings sad ; 
^kcd him in scorn what business there 
he l^d: 

What kmd of plimder he was hunting 
now; , ^ 

The gallows would one day of him be 
^ad : — • 

Though inward angdish damped the 
^iloris bAjw, * 

Yet calm he seemed as thoxigbts so 
^ poignant would allow. 

LV 

Softly he stroked the child, who lay 
outstretcAied 

With face to earth : and, as tile boy 
turned rjgnd 

His battered h^d. a groan the Sailor 
fetched , 

As if he saw—fhere and upon that 
ggjund— 

Strange repetition of the deadly wound 
He had himself inflicted. Through his 
brain 

At once the griding iron passage found ; 
Deluge of tender thoughts then rushed 
amain, 

Nm could his supHen eyes the starting 
tear festtaip. 

I,VT 

Within hiipself h« said—^Wbat hearts 
■ have wa i 

The blessing this a father gives his child ! 
yet happy thou, poor boy I compared 
. ’ with me, 

r.Su0ering not doing ill—fate far more 
^ mild. ' 

s looks and tears of wrath 


T^atranger' 
' ^Mguiwd 


ybe and relenting thoughts 

y ‘ awpke! 

Rg kissed hia SQn<r-so all was reconciled. 
Then, i v^ce which inward trouble 
, -brokST • • 

Ene to hU lips it came, the Sailor them 
• bespoke. • 

tvn 

" is the world, end hard is the 
'World’s law • 

for tfaeTman whOLwears the warm- 
est fle «(^; . ■ 

tve tims more 




The bon(^of nature, aU unkindness cease, 

And that among so few there atill be 
peace • 

Else can ^ hope but with such numerous 
foes 

Your pains shall ever with your years 
increase ? ’’— 

While from his heart the appropriate , 
lesson flows. 

A correspondent calm stole gently o’er 

• his woes. 

« 

LVXII 

l^prtha'ith the pair passed on; and 

• down they look 

Into a narrow valley’s pleasant scene 

Where wriiaths of vapour tracked a 
winding brook. 

That babbled on through groves and 
meadows green ; 

A low-roofed house peeped out the trees 
between ; 

The dripping groves resound with cheer¬ 
ful lays, 

And melancholy lowings intervene 

Of scattered herds, that in the meadow 
graze. 

Some amid lingering shade, some touched 
by the sun's rays. 

ux 

They saw and heard, and, winding with 
the road 

Down a thick wood, they dropt into the 
vale; 

Comfort by prouder mansions unbe 
stowed 

Their wearied frames, she hoped, would 
soon regale. 

Erelong they reached that cottage in 
the dale : 

Vt was a rustic inn ;—the board was 
spread. 

The milk-maid followed with her brim¬ 
ming pail, 

And lustily the master carved 4he bread. 

Kindly the housewife pressed, and iliuy 
in comfort fed. • 

L.\: 

Their breakfast done, the pair, though 
loth, must part; 

Wanderers whose course no lon|;ei' noiy 
agrees. 

She ruse and bade farewell I and, while 
her heart 

Struggled with tears nor could Itagorrow 
ease. 

She left him there ; for, clustering roupd . 
his kn^es. 

With his oak-stafi the cottage qhildren 
played I 

And soon she reached « ifmt Q'fthwiC 

with*-’'- - " 


T 
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Aad ba^ks ragged earth; ^beneath 
the 8h%de • 

Across the i^bbly road a little runnel 
strayed. 

LXl 

A cart and horse beside the rivulet 
stood; 

-'''Chequering the canvas roof the sun¬ 
beams shone. 

' She saw the carman bend to scoop the 
flood ■ • 

As the wain fronted her,—wherein lay 

' * 
A pale-faced Woman, in disease far gun/. 

The carman wet her lips as well bchovea ; 
Bed under her lean body there was none. 
Though even to die near one she most 
had loved 

She could not of herself those wasted 
limbs have moved. 

1.XII 

' The Soldier’s Widow learned with honest 
pain 

, And homefelt force of sympathy sincere, 
P Why thus that worn-out wretch must 
there sustain 

The jolting road and morning air severe. 
The wain pursued its way ; and follow¬ 
ing near 

In pure compassion she her steps re¬ 
traced 

Far as the cottage. “ A sad sight is 
here,” 

She cried aloud ; and forth ran out in 
haste 

The friends whom she had left but a few 
minutes past. 

T.XI1I 

While to the door with eager speed they 
ran, * 

From her bare straw the Woman half 
upraised * [wan; 

'■ Her bony visage—gaunt and deadly 
No pity afking, on the group she gazed 
With a dim eye, distracted and amazed ; 
‘iben aatilt upon her straw with feeble 
moan. 

Fervently cried the housewife—“ God 
be praised, 

I have a house that I can call my own ; 
Nor shall she perish there, imtended 
and alone I 

LXIV 

So in Miey bear her to the chimney seat, 

- And buiuy, though yet with fear, untie 
Her garments, and^ to warm her icy feet 
- And chafe^her temples, careful hands 
apply. . -y 

l^-Hattixe reviving, with a deep-drawn sigh 
rTSlie strove, and not in vain, her head. 


Then said—“ J^adk yoii 3 ff TfAuet < 

• die, ' 

The God|^ heaven my prayme far^yoit 
will near; 

Till now I did not think my end 


been so near. 


" Barred every 
procure, 
Suffering what 


LXV 

comfort 


labour *cottl^ 

no endurance could 
assuage, ■ * 

I was compelled to seek my f athu's do9, 
Though loth to be a burthen on his age. 
But sickness seised me in an early 
stage 

Of my sad journey; 'and within the wain' . 
They placed me—there to end Mfe’s 
pilgijiflaage, • « 

Unless beneath your roof I may remain : 
For I shall never see my father’s dc^ 
again. . 

LXV^ 0 

“ My life. Heaven knowg, hath long 
been burtt^nsome; 

But, if I have not meekly saiflered, meek 
May my end boi? SoonVill this voice 
be dumb: ‘ < 

Should hhild of mine e^r wander hither, 
speak 

Of me, say that the worm is Ai my 
cheek.— 

Tom from our but, that stood beside 
the sea 

Near Portland lighthouse in a lonesome 
creek, 

My husband served in sad captivity 
On shipboard, bound till peace or death 
should set him free. 

LXVII ‘ 

“ A sailor's wife I knew a widow's cares, 
Yet two sweet little ones partook my"'' 
bedj . > - 

Hope cheered my dreams, and to nLy - 
daily praym 

Our heavenly Father granted each diay’e> ’ 
bread ; ; 

Till one was found by stroke of viol^oe ^;; 

dead, . [tp lie; 

Whose body near our couag/ cSdaced " 
A dire suspidon drove'us from our sfa^ f ■!;> 
In vain to find a friendly face we 1^,;.' 
N^r could we live together those 


boys and 11 


'Lx.vm 






to rear v 


“ For evil tongues asadB oetii how' 

that day ' ^ • .'"'.'p'i 

My husband linked a^out the ' 101 ^ 44 ^' 


bourhood. 

Now had fledi mid wihithec 

j 4nd kfi deS 8 in,'w 'diwJ'- 
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. Ikit' liit omi hom« he iiraa m|ld 

' and good» 

dn< earth was gentler* creature 
• seen j • 

He*d not have robbed the raven of its 
food. 

' Mjr husband's loving kindness stood 
• between 

Me and all wdrldl^ harms and wrongs 
^ hpwever keen.” 

« LXIX* 

Alas * Ae thing she told with labouring 
breath ^ 

The Sailor knew too weft. That wicked- 
mess „ 

His hand had wrought; and when, in 
the lipur^f death, • 

He saw his Wife's lips move nis name 
to bless 

with her last words, unable to suppress 
His anguish, with his heart he ceased to 
strive f * [tress. 

And, weepirife loud in this extreme dis- 
He cried—“^Do pity *ie ! Thfllt thou 
shouldsS 4ive , 

I neither ask aar wish—forgive me, but 
forgive ! ” , , 

LXX 

To tdll the change that Voice within her 
wrought 

Nature by_ sign or sound made no essay ; 
A sudden joy surprised expiring thought. 
And every mortal pang dissolved away. 
Bornci^ntlv to a bed, in death she lay ; 
Yet still while over her the h usbaud ben t, 
A look was in her face which seemed to 
say, 

” Be blest; by sight of thee from heaven 
was''sent 

Peace to my parting soul, the fulness of 
content.” 

LXXI 

She slept in peace,—bis pulses throbbed 
, and stopped, 

' ^i^ftthless he gased upon her face,— 

- then took 

H^.haad in his, and raised it, but both 
g, . Broppea, s 

ft When on his own he cast a rueful look. 
< Kis ears were never ^lent; sleep forsook 
His burning eyelids Stretched and stiff 
' .as le«d 4 ■ V. , t 

,^l night from tiine to time under nim 
, shook • 


The floor as he lay shuddering on his 
bed; 

And oft he groaned aloud, “ O God, that 
I were dead ! ” 

LXXII 

The Soldier's Widow lingered in the cot; 
And, when he rose, he thanked her pious 
care 

Through which his Wife, to that kind 
' r shelter brought, 

Died in his arms ; and with those thanks 
a prayer 

breathed for her, and for that merci¬ 
ful pair. 

The corse interred, not one hour he re¬ 
mained 

Beneath their roof, but to the open air 
A burthen, now with fortitude sustained. 
He bore within a breast where dreadful 
qniet reigned. 

LXXIIl 

Confirmed of purpose, fearlessly prepared 
T'or act and suffering, to the city straight 
He journeyed, and forthwith his crime* 
declared : 

” And from your doom,” he added, 

“ now I wait. 

Nor let it linger long, the murderer’s 
fate.” 

Not ineffectual was that piteous claim : . 
“ O welcome sentence which will end 
though late,” 

He said. “ the pongs that to my con¬ 
science came 

Out of that deed. Mv trust. Saviour I 
is in Thy name ! ” 

LXXIV 

[His fate vras pitied. Him in iron case 
(Reader, forgive the intolerable thought) 
They hung not:—no one on his form or 
face 

Could gaze, as on a show by id^s sought; 
No kindred sufferer, to his death-place 
brought ■ * 

By lawless curiosity or chance. 

When into storm the evening sky is 
wrought. 

Upon his swinging corse an eye can 
glance, 

And drop, as he once dropped, in miser- . 
able trance. 
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Scene, Borders of England and Scotland. 
•Tike, the Resgn of Henrf III. 


Rbaoers already acquainted with my Poems will rccognis^ Jn the foUowing cqpposition, some 
eight or ten lines, whion I have not scrupled to retain in tlil^laces where they cwTgiftjly stood, 
Itla proper however to add, that they would not have been used elsewhere, if I had foreseen the time 
when I might be induced to publish this Tragedy. , . 

Ftbrv^ * 8 , 1842 . 


ACT I 

Scene, road in a Wood. 

Wallace and Lacey. 

LcbCy. The Troop will be impatient; 
let us hie 

Back tQ our post, and strip the Scottish 
Forajr 

Of their rich Spoil, ere they recross the 
Eiorder. 

—Pity that our young Chief will have 
no part 

In this good service. 

Wal. Rather let us grieve 

Jhat, in the undertaking which has 
caused 

His absence, he hath sought, whate’er 
his aim, 

Companionship with One of crooked, 
ways. 

From whose perverted^soul can come noq 
-ij- good 

^o our confiding, open>hearted. Leader. 

- L^ey, T<lie 5 and, remembering how 
the Band have proved 

'Ihat Oswald finds small favour in our 
sight. 

Well may we wonder he has gained such 
power 

Over our much-lovcd Captain. 

1 have heard 

Of some dark deed to which in early life 

His passion drove him—then a Voyager 
the midland Sea. You knew his 


Uptm the 
bem'ir 


nng 
Ifi Palestine ? 

r iMCy. • Where he despised alike 
Hohamtmedan and Christian. But 
' ',«nottgh; , ' ■ 

tia begone—the Band may else be 
'foiled. 


Enter Marhaduke WIlveed 

Wil. cautious, iny dear Master ! 

Mar. e I perceive 

That fear is like of cloak wlfich old men 
huddle " •• 

About tMeir love, as if to keep it warm. 

W%1. Nay, but 1 grieve that we should 
part. This Stranger, • 

For such he is- 

Mar. Your busy fancies, Wilfred, 
Might tempt me' to a smile; but what 
of him ? 

Wil. You know that you havg^avecL 
his life. 

Mar. " I know it. 

Wil. And that he hates you !—Pardon 
me, perhaps 
That word was hasty. 

Mar. Fy I no more of it. 

Wil. Dear Master 1 gratitude'a . a 
heavy burden 

To a proud Soul.—Nobody loves ^his ' 
Oswald— 

Yourself, you do not love him. 

Mar. I do mocw, 

I honour him. Strong feeljngs to )|» 
heart ’ •. 

Are natural; and from no one egfi ^ 
learnt 

More of man’s thoughts and ways than 

i his experience , ■ ' 

Has given him pow^ to leach : and 
then Ibr courage ’ j; ' * 

And enterprise-<twbat ^pe^ils^ hath he 
shunned ? ^ : Ccottie f 

What obstacles hath he failed ^ evec*' 
Answer these questions, .from-oiir spht*; 

mon knosdedge, * '■ V 

And be at rest. ' ■* 

wa: J. ’’/yh' 
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to HdSesdiiliiSv and ti^ the Band 
"1 MaSl be with thetit in two days, • at 
f^thtet. 

|V‘ia.,Mfty He whose eye if over hU 

• i^rotect you! [Exit. 

• , 

Eni» Oswald (a bunch oi pUmts in his hand). 

• Os0. This wood is rich in plants and 

ftutious simples. 

Mafi^^oking at them). The wild 

* tihWl and the poppy, and the night- 
#h^e : 

Which B your favourite, Oswald ? 

Osuf. That ’’^ich, w'hile it is 

Strong to destroy, is also strong to 
heal— [Lo(>k7nf»foruitiyi\ 

Not yet in sight!—^^^'e’ll saunter here 
awhila ; • ’ 

They cannot mount the liill, by us 1111 -' 
^ sffien. 

Afar, (a letter in his hand). It is no 

• common thh^ when one like you 
Performs tlmse aelicatc services, and 
thorefote ^ 

I feel myself much b&unden u> you, 
Oswald f • 

’Tis a* strangoslettcr this !—You saw 
her write it I * 

Osw. And saw the tears with which 
she blotted it. 

Mar. And nothing less would satisfy 
him ? 

Osw. No less ; 

For, Utat another in his Child’s afTection 
Should hold a place, as if’twere robbery,- 
‘He seemed to quarrel with the very 
thought. 

Besides, I know not what strange preju¬ 
dice 

Is rooted in his mind i this Band of ours. 
Which you’ve collected for the noblest 
ends, 

^ong the conhnes of the Esk and Tweed 
'To guard the Innocent—he calls us 
“ Outlaws;" 

And, for yourself, in plain terms he 
' ^asserts 

T£^ garb was taken up that indolence 
IlfightBWant no cover, and rapacity 
Bebetter fed, 

Mdf. N^'er may I own the heart 
That cannot feel for one, helpless as he 
'.is, . % 

Osw. Thou*know’Bt me for a Man ribt 
« eai^y moved, a 

was 1 grievously provoked to think 
Ot what I wihiessed. 

' This day will suffice 

To«nd her ^ougs. * 

. •< ' , But if the blind Man’s tale 

' Sbiblafcd vat tw ttua i"' '■ 

’ a ft' Would it. were poesibk !j 


Did not^the Soldier tell thee that him- 

4 self, 

Aiid ofters who survived the wreck, 
beheld 

The Baron Herbert perish m the waves 
Upon the coast of Cyprus ? 

Osw. Yes, even so. 

And I had heard the like before : in 
sooth 

The tale of this his quondam Barony 
Is cunningly devised ; and, on the back 
Of' his forlorn appearance, could not 
fail 

To make the i)roQd and vain his trlbu- 
■ taries, 

And stir the pulse of lazy charity. 

The scign (fries of Herbert are in Devon } 
We, neighbours of the Esk and Tweed . 
’tis mucli 

The Arch-impostor- 

Mar. Treat him gently, Oswald ; 

Though I have never seen his face, 
methiuks. 

There cannot come a day when I shall 
cease 

To love him. 1 remeiuber. when a Boy 
Of scarcely seven years' growth, beneath 
the Elm 

That casts its shade over uiir village 
sc'liool, 

’Twas my delight to sit and hear idemea 
RcjJeat her Father’s terrible adventures. 
Till all the band of play-mates wept 
together; 

And that was the begiiming of my love. 
And, through all converse of our later 
years. 

An image of this old Man still was pre¬ 
sent, 

When I had been most happ}'. Pardon 
me 

Tf this be idly spoken. 

Osw. Sec. they come. 

Two Travellers ! 

Mar. (points). The woman is Idonea. 

Osw. And leading Herberts 

Mar. We must let them p^ss— 

This thicket will conceal us. 

[They step aside. 

Enter Idonea, leading Hekbekt blind. 

Idon. Dear Father, you sigh deeply; 
ever since 

We left the willow shade by the brook- 
side. 

Your natural breathing has besen trou¬ 
bled. 

Her. Nay, 

You arc tod fearful; yet must! confess^ 
Our march of yest^day had better 
suited 

A firmer stw than miqe. 

Idem. ' r That di»nal Mdor^' 
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ilsKd 


In spite of all the larks that chisred our 
path* m 

I never can forgive it but hovr steadilv 
Vou paced along, when the bewildering 
moonhght 

Mocked me with many a strange fan¬ 
tastic shape '— 

I thought the Convent never would 
appear , 

It seemed to move an ay from us and 
yet, , 

That >ou are thus the fault is mihe , 
for the air 

'Was soft and narni, no dew la) < n the 
•grass. e 

And midnav on the waste ert. night 
h'ld fallen * 


I ne'er had heart to separate-^-niiy 0 ave, 
And thee, n^ Quid I 
IdoH Mlieve tner honoured Sire' 
’Tis neaitness that bre^ these gloomj 
fancies, * 

And you mistake the cause: you h^t 
the woods 

Hesoimd nith music, could you see the 
sun, ' • 

And look upon the pleasant fa^e o 

Nature- m 

Her I comprehend thee—1 »dhld 
as cheerful ^ ^ 

As if ne two were twms , two songster * 
bred ^ • 

In the same ntst, m> spring-time one 
with tbiiit 


1 spied a Covert walltd and roofed with 
sods— 

A mmiaturc, belike some Sht pherd 
boy. 

Who zmght have found a nothing dom^ 
hour 

Heavier than work, raised it within 
that hut 

We might have made a kindlj bed of 
heath. 

And thankfullv there rest( d side b\ side 
Wrapped m our cloaks ind, with rt 
ermted strength, 

Have hailed the iiiormng sun But 
cheenh Father — 

That staff of yoiurs, I could almost liai c 
heait 

To fling t away from vou you mike 
no use 

Of me, or of my strength ,—coini kt 
me feel 

That you do press upon mt Ihcrt — 
indeed 

You are quite exhausted Let us rtsjt 
awhile * 

OnAhis green bank [Hi \it douim^ 

» Her (after so»«e ttrm) Idouca vou 
^ are silent. 

And 1 di^e the cause 

/^n Do not repro u h mi 

I pondered patientlv your wish and will 
When I gave way to your request, and 
now. 

When I behold the nuns of that fac e 
Those eyeballs dark—dark beyond hope 
of light, 

And think that they were blasted for 
my sake. 

The mvDe of Marmaduke is blown away 
Father, I would not change that sacred 
leelmg 

For all this world can give 
Her. *' Nay, he composed • 

Few minutes gone a famtnesa overspread 
My frame, and I bethought me of two 


My fancies, fancies if they be, are such 
cuinepdear Child 1 from a deepei 
souice 

lhan bodily weanntss While here wc 
sit 

I ft el mv strength rq^urnmg —The fcc- 
ciuest - 

Of thvgkmd Patroness, which to receive 
\\e h t\o thus tcu: adventurgd, will suffice 
To ssvi thee •f^om tilt * extreme of 
penury •• 

But when thv bather must lie down and 
die. 

How wilt thou stand alone ? • 

Id n. Is he not strong ? 

Is ht not vahant ? 

Her Am I then so soon 

I orgotten ^ hav e uiy warnings passed 
so quickly 

Out of thy mind ’ My dear, my only, 
Child, 

Thou wouldst be leaning on a broken 
reed— 

This Marmaduke- 

I don O could y ou hear lus v oice 

Alas I y ou do not know him He is one 
(I wot not what ill tongue has wronged 
him with you) 

All gentleness and love His face be¬ 
speaks 

A deep and simple meekness and that 
Soul, 

Which with the motion of a vgtuous 
act 

Flashes a look of terror upon guilt. 

Is, after conflict, quiet as the ocean, 

Bi a miraculous finger, stilled at once, 
*Hcr. Unhappy Woman*’ 

Jdon % Nay, it wras my dute 

Thus much to speak; out think not 1 
forget— 

Dear Father I bow coulet I fargibC and 
live— • . , • 

You and the story of that doleful 
When, An'boe liilEskM to her topmost 
towers, • # 
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You tusbed the murderofus flames, 
returned ^ 

BUnd as the grave, but> as you oft have 
told me, * 

Clasping your infant Daughter to your 

• neart < 

Thy Mother too'—scarce had 

* 1 gamed the door, | 

1 caught her voice, she threw herselt 

upon me* 

“ felt thy infant brother in her arms 
She saw my blasted face—a tide of 
• soldiers , I 

That instant rushed beti^een us, and I' 
^etrd 

Her last death shriek distinct aiiiong i 
thousand * ** 

Jdon Nay, I'ather, stop not., let me 
hear it all 

Her Dear«Daughter' precious icJie 
of tHSt time— • I 

Fur my old age, it doth remain with thee ' 
Tb make it what thou wilt Thou hast 
been told, 

Tnat when, on ouiAreturn from Palestine 
1 found how my domains had been 
usurped. • • 

I took thee Jhiniv arms, lud we beefm 
Our waiideriiig^togethA* Pi o\ ide ne e 

At length couaueted us to — 

there * 

Our melancholy storv moved a SU mM>^ 
To take thee to her home—and lor mv 
self, 

Soi^n after, the good Abbot of St Cuth 
berte 

Supphed my helplessness with food mil 
raiment. 

And, is thou knov^ st, gave nu th u 
humble Cot 

Wlmre now we dwell —For many yeais 
I bore 

Ihy absence, till old ige and fresh m 
hrmities I 

Exacted thy return, and our reumon 
I did not think that, dunng thit long 
absence. 

My Child, forgetful of the name of 
Herbert. 

Ha^ given her love to a wild Freebooter, 
Who here, upon: the borders of the 
Tweed, 

Doth prey alike oa two distracted 
Countries, 

Traitor to both . 

Idon. Oh, could you hear hi« voic%' 

1 will not call on Heaven to vouch for me, 
Hut let this loss speak what*is m my 
heart 

JSiUwaPauant 
morrow, strangers 1 Tf 
you want a Guide, 
bat me have* le^vei to aerve you i 


3l 

Idon I My Companion 

Hath nobd of rest, the sight of Hut tv 
Hostel 

\^uld be most welcome 

Pea Yon white hawthorn gamed. 
You wiU look down into a dell, ana there 
Will see an ash from which a sign-board 
hangs, 

The house is hidden by the shade Old 
Man, 

\ou seem woin out with travel—shall 
I support vou ’ 

• Het 1 thank you, but, a resting 

place so near, « 

Twere wrong to trouble yem 

• Pta God speed y ou both 

[Exit Peasant 

Hti I^jnea, we must part Be not 
jdarmtd— 

Tib but for a few days—a thought has 
struck mt 

I don That 1 should leave you at 
this house and thence 
PrcKccd alone It shill be so, fen 
strenf,th ■* 

Would f ill V < u ere our journev s end 
be reiched 

IJ xti Hi.rbbrt suppotitd by Idonfa 
Re ttUer Marwaui kl and Oswald 

Mar This instant w ill w e stop him - 

Osu Bp not hast) 

III s >mt times, m despite of my con 
V 1C ti in 

III tempted me to think*the Story true 
lis plain he loves the Maid and what 
he s lid 

lint s-iv Hired c f avtnuon to thv name 
Ay pcaied the genuine colour of his soul— 
Vuxietv lest mischief should befal her 
\ftcr his death 

Mar I have been much deceived 

• O’ttk But sure he lov es the Maiden 

iiid never love 

Could find delight to nurse itself so 
str ingely 

Thus to torment her with muwifioii& '— 
death— ^ 

There must be truth iii this 

Mar Truth m his Story * 

He must have felt it then, known what 
it was, 

And m such wise to rack her gentle heart 
Had been a tenfold cruelty 

Osw Strange pleasures 

Do we poor mortals cater for ourselves • 
To see him thus provoke her tenderness 
With tales of wc akness andinfirmify ' 

I d wager on his hfe for twenty years 

A/ar We will not waste an hour in 
such a cause 

Osw Why, this is noble * shake her 
ofl at once 
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Mtir. Itar virtues are his iastr^ments. 
—A Man ¥> j 

Who has so ^adtised on the worlcj^s 
cold S€*PSC 

May welt deceit his Chitd—^What! 

. leave her thu5« 

A prey-to a deceive:?—no—no—no— 

’Tis but a word and then- 

OsfP. Something is here 

Move than we see, or whence this strong 
aversion ? 

Mannaduke ! I suspect unworthy tales 
Have reached his ear—you have had 
' enemies. * 

Afar. Enemies I—of his own coinage. 

' Osw. That may be, «- 

But wherefore sUght protection such | 
as you * i 

Have power to yield ? perhaps he i 
IcK^s elsewhere.— 

1 am perplexed. I 

Mar. What hast thou heard or seen ? | 
Osw. No—no—the thing stands clear ; 
of mystery ; I 

(As you have said) he coins himself the | 
slander I 

With which he taints her ear;—for a | 
plain reason ; ** 

He dreads the presence of a virtuous 
man 

Like you; he knows your eye would 
search his heart. 

Your justice stamp upon his evil deeds | 
The punbhment they merit. All is '■ 
plain: ■* 

' It cannot be- 

. Mar. What cannot be ? 

Osw. Yet that a Father 

Should in his love admit no rivalship, ' 
And torture thus the heart of his own 

ChUd- i 

Mar. Nay, you abuse my friendship ! ' 
Osw. Heaven forbid !— * 

There was a circumstance, trifling 
-r indeed— 

w struck me at the time—yet I believe 
1 never shqiild have thought of it again 
But f^ the scene which we by chance 
have witnessed. 

Mar. What is your ineauing ? 

Osw. Two days gone I saw, 

Though at a distance and he was dis¬ 
guised, , 

Hovering round Herbert’s door, a man 
whose figure 

Rambled much that cold voluptuary. 
The viUain* Clifford. He hates you, and 
helnows 

. Where he can stab you deepest. 

Mar. Clifford never 

Would stoop td^ skulk about a Cottage 
door— 

‘,\l(l<C(»ild not ht. 


Os^ And yet t 
That,Hvhen your,praise was wariii upon 
my tongue. 

And the blind Mad was told bow yoii had 
rescue 

A maiden from the ruffian violoace 
Of this same Clifford, he became 
patient 

And would not hear me. 

Mar. No—ibcannot be— 

I dare not trust myself With such a 
thought— 

Yet whence this strange aversion ?«* 
You are a man , 

Not used to rash conjectures-*■ 

Ostp. ^ , If you deem it 

A thing worth further notice, we must 
act • 

With caution, sift the matter artfully. 

^f£xeurU MaruaovIk Oswald. 

Sc£NE, the door of the Hostel. » 
Herbert, Idohea, and Host. ^ 
Her. {seated). As I*hm dear to yon, 
remember. Child ! • 

This lasFrequest.* ^ 

I<k>n. You know me, SivS; fareWell! 
Her. And ar^ you •going Rlen ? 
Comg, come, Idone;^, 

We must not part,—1 have measured 
many a league • 

When these old limbs had need of rest,— 
and now 

I will not play the sluggard. 

Idon. Nay, sit down. 

rrMyrn'tig to Host. 

(joud Host, such tendance as you would 
expect 

From your own Children, if yourself 
were sick. 

Let this old Man find at your hands j 
poor Leader, (Loofttng ai the dog .. 

’We soon shall meet again. If thou' 

neglect ‘j 

This charge of thine, then ill befal thee I 
—Look. 

The little fool is loth to stay behind. 

Sir Host! by all the love you bear to - 
courtesy, 

Take care of him, and feed the twiant 
well. 

Host. Fear not, 1 will obey you 
but One so young, 

An<i One so fair. itgoes agaiMt my hegTjt... 
ThSt you should travel *unattenaed, 

, Lady la -7 ,= • 

1 have a palfrey and a «bomthe lad 
Shall^squire you (would it not be better, 

And for less fee than I wouldjet 
For any lady I have seen / 

month. • . 
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/■ You kd^w. Sir. I have been 

-too long your guard * * . 

Not to have learnt to laugh at little 
. feat#.- • 

Wjliy. if a'wolf should leap from out a 
* thicket^ 

A look of mine would send him scouring 
^ diack, 

Unless i differ from the thing 1 am 
When you are by my side. 

• Httr. ^ Idonea, wolves 

Are not the "enemies tnat move yiy fears> 
No more, 1 pray, of this. 
Three da^'s at farthest 
Will bring me •ba'Bk—protect hipii, 
Saints—farewell! , 

[ExU luON'EA. 


IN yOtJTH 
lailiil 


35 

for me. His inffuenoe is 
good King;—the 


Compassion 
• great 

With Henry, our 
Baron might ”*■ 

Have heard my suit, and urged my plea 
at Court. 

No matter—he’s a dangerous Man.— 
That noise !— 

'Tis too disorderly for sleep or rest. 

Idonea would have fears for me,—the 

■ Convent 

Will give me quiet lodging. You havh a 
boy, good Ht>st, 

And he must lead me back. 

* Osw. You are most lucky ; 

T have be^'n waiting in the wood hard by 

For a conipa lion—here he comes ; our 


Host. ""Tis never drought*%'ith us— 
St. Cuthbert aud his Pilgrims, 
Chanks to them, are to us a stream of 
comfort: 

taty the Maideradid not wait a while ; 
She'could not, Sir, have failed of com¬ 
pany. • • 

Her. Nfjlv^she is eonc, I fain would 
call her h^k. * 

Host [c'lUtn^. Holla! 

Her. No, ml? the business* must be 
done.— 

Whal means this riotous noise ? 

Host. The villagers 

Are fldeking in—a wedding festival— 
Th^’saU —God save you. Sir. 

EtUer Oswald. 


Osut.' Ha ! as 1 live, 

^The Baron Herbert. 

Hqiif. Mercy, the Baron Herbert! 
Psf0. So fair into your journey ! on 
my life. 

Yon are a lusty Traveller. But how 
fare you ? 

Her. Well as the wreck I am permits. 
Aa 4 yo||. Sir I 

*■ Qsw. 1 do not see Idonea. 

'■ Dutiful Gir\ 

'■ SRia aoae before, to spare my weariness. 
Blit what has brpught you hither ? 

* A slight affair, 

; That will be soon despatched. 

-^ef. ' Did Marmaduke 

Reoeive that letter ? . 

Qsw. . • Be at ^ace.—Th^tie 

wiU bpar no more of him. 
. Her. This is true comfai% thanks a 
times !— 

■ That Aoj^ l^would 1 had gone with her 

’ -'M' CUfford^s^Castle: I have 

.'"'■'s 'iteatiS*' .L 


moo(|5, ha^ ex* 




journey 

Enter Marmaduke. 

Lies on your way ; accept us as yoi» 
Guides. 

Her. Alas ! I creep so slowly. 

Osnt. Never fear; 

We’ll not complain of that. 

Her. My limbs are stiff 

And need repose. Could you but wait 
an hour ? 

Osw. Most willingly !—Come, let me 
lead you in. 

And, while you take your rest, think not 
of us ; 

’.Ve'il stroll into the wood ; lean on my 
arm. 

^Conducts Herbert huo the house. Exit 
Marhaduke. 

Enter Villagers. 

Osw. (to himself coming out of the- 
Hostel). I have prepared a most 
apt Instrument— 

The Vagrant must, no doubt, Ije loiter* 
ing somewhere 

About this ground ; she hath a tongue 
well skilled. 

By mingling natural matter of her own 
With afl the daring ficticss I have 
taught her, ^ 

To win belief, such as my plot requires. 

IBxitXisweip. 

Enter more Villagers, a Musician lutnmf tkcfn. 

Host {to them). Into the court, my 
Friend, and perch yourself 
Aloft upon the elm-tree. Pretty Maids, 
Garlands and flowers, and cakes ^nd 
merry thoughts, ■ i 

Are here, to send the sun into the 
More speedily than you belike w«fnd 
wish. ; 


- 



Soeide ciuutges ia..tfu Woodi^icming the 
IfosM-^^diU^MADUiCE and Qswm^d 
' tnifiring. . a.. 

. Mttir: 1 lyould hope that we deceive 
p^^selves i 

When first 1 saw him sitting there, 
alone, 

struck upon my heart I know not how. 
Osw. To-day will clear up all.—You 
e. marked a Cottage, 

That ragged Dwelling, close beneath a 
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Imprisoned there.'and hidd ft 
And suddenly grew blSi^. as be' woolb, 
die. 

Mar. We have no time for, &is, jay . 
babbling Gossip ; ' • , ' , 

Here's what Will comiort you. 

LCt «s 

B4g. The Saints rewaid yoc 

For this ^^od deed l~Well, Sirsl. 


And afterwards 1. fancied a strand dog 
Trotting alone alarm the beaten road, 

' By the brook-side : it is the abode of' C®n™e to my chila as by my«ai^ hf 
One, I . 

A Maideo, innocent till ensnared bV 
Clifford. 


And, fondling, licktd his face, then <m ' 
a sudden 

Who soon grew weary of her ; but, alas! j Snapped fierce to make a morsel of hi;. 

What she had seen and suffered tiuiied ' . . ... . .... 

her brain. ' her^e is [kissing the thtM], it mu£. 

Cast off by her Betrayer, she dwells I ^ have been a dream. 

alone, j inclined to sle^. 

Not moves her hands to any needful ’ , advice, 

. j And put your head, gqpd Woman, under 


She eats her food which every day the ' 
peasants 

Brine to her hut ; and so the Wretch has 
lived 

Ten years ; and no one ever heard her 
voice ; 

But every night at the first stroke of 
twelve 

She quits her house, and, in the neigh¬ 
bouring Churchyard 

Upon the self-same' spot, in rain or 
storm, 

' She paces out the hour ’twixt twelve and 
one— 

She paces round and round an Infant's 
grave, 

And m the churchyard sod her feet have 
worn c 

^ A hollow ring ; they say it is knee^ 

“ deep- .*■ 

t^Ah I what is here ? 


[A /agate Beggar rises up, rubbing her eyes 
asi/in sleep—a Child sn her anus. 

'' Beg. Oh I Gentlemen, I thank you; 
I*ve tiAd the saddest dream that ever 
troubled 

The heart of living creature.—My poor 
Babe 

Was crying, as I thought, crying for 
bread 


When I had none to give him ; where- 
uppfi. 

• 1 put-4 slip of foxglove in his hand, 
.Woi^ pleased him so, that he was 
hushed at once: 

^When^ 'lhto o^' ol those same spotted 

.-'..'bells ^ " ‘ 

came darting, which the Child 


cover. J 

Beg. sph, sir, you would not talk thus, 
if you knew t 

What life is thissC/f ours.^bw sleep will 
master • 

The weary-woni.—Yoe gentlefolk have 
got 

Warm chambers to your wislh I’d 
rather bo 

A stone than what I am.—But two 
nights gone, 

Tho darkness overtook me—wind^^'and 
rain 

Beat hard upon my head—and yet 1 saw 
A glow-worm, through the covert of the 
furze, 

Shine calmly as if nothing ailed the 
sk\ 

At which I half accused the God in 
Heaven — 

\ ou must forgive me. 

Omc Ay, and if you think 

The Fames are to blame, and you should 
chide ' 

\our favourite samt—^no matter—this 
good day " 

Has made amends • 

Beg Thanks to you both; but, O 
sir' 

How would you like to travel on whole 
t hours , 

As I have done, my eyes upon thegrounC 
Expecting still, I knew not how„ K. 
find 

A piece of money glittering throu|jh 
the dust ? jl 

Mar* This wBiftaa is a prater. I%4\ 
good Lady I . 

Do you teU foHuoes f " 

* Oh axe fikeufcim raat. 

IL I * ' V ^ 
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V TI^'tJfh^i^tu^itcutfemetQriielieart--- 
Qiiglit turn a twggar from 
' ilieir'doctt^ . 

; 3Bi£l tb^ are Mot^ters whoa»n see the 
■>' '‘’Batoe 

r" Here at niy Ineast, and ask me where 1 

•‘i '^'"l^ghtitt 

.Tjbis they can do,, and look upon my 
• iace— - 

. But you. Sir, should be kinder. 

M4f. Come hither, t^athers, 

jaAnddearn what nature is from this poar*| 
Wretch I 

BeA Ay, Sir, there's nobody that 
, - feels for us. 

Why now—^but yeSteWay I overtook 
[A, blind old Greybeard and accosted 
him, 

r th* nametof all die Saints^^and by the 
have used me better! — 


He 


Mass 
should 


As If ii) 
> left 
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arid'so J 


• Charity I 
U you can melt a rock, he is your man ; 
But 1*11 be even^ith him—here again 
Have I bedh waiting for him. 

Osw- * • Well, iJbt softly. 

Who is it wat hath ponged you ? 

Beg. ■ Mark you me ; 

I'U point him^out;—a Maiden is his 
guide, 

Lovgly as firing’s first rose ; a little dog. 
Tied by a woollen cord, moves on' before 
With look as sad as he were dumb : the 
^ur, 

I (Mve him no ill will, but in good sooth 
He does his Master credit. 

Mar. ’ As I live, 

'Tis Herbert and no other ! 

Beg. ’Tis a feast to see him. 

Lank as a ghost and tall, his shoulders 
bent,' 

^ ’ And long beard white with age—yet ever-# 
more, 

..'■As if he were dte only Saint on earth, 
:f He dnms his fade to heaven* 

, - Osw. But why so violent 

V -'Against this'vetv^ble Man? 





^ , f MU tell you: 

hasv^e very hardest heart on earth ; 


as,lief tdm to.the Friar’s school 
knock lat'enlraiice, in mid holiday, 
far. But tn your story. 
vV- JBieg. \ I was saying. Sr— 

.. Well has oftgn spumed me li^e a 
-.toad, * 

«.But was worse .than all;— 

rf:■^'‘^atlast ■" • 

film. Ski, my Babe and I. 
■Sf'^^d.'faeggBd g little aid for charity: 

sw.'iyaB snappish^. A cottage eur. 
iv; W!#!'1^^* it; at 

'arhjeh ' 'tf'-'-' 

;r| oastA-lpglt and fidt , 


y heart would burst; 
him. 

Osw. I think, good Woman, you are 
die very person 
Whom, but some fed' days past. I saw' 
in Eskdale, 

At Herbert’s door. 

Beg. Ay; and if truth were known 
1 have good business there. 

Osw. I met you at the thresholor 
And he seemed angry. 

Beg. Angry ! vrell he might; 

Arid 1 vig as I can stir I’ll dog him.— 
Yesterday, 

iT<» serve me’so, and knowing that he 
owes .• 

The best of all he has to me and mine. 
But ’tis all over now.—That good old 
I.ady 

Has left a power of riches ; and I say it. 
If there’s a lawyer in the land, the 
knave 

I Shall give me half. 

1 Osw. What’s this ?—I fear, good 
W’oinnn, 

V'ou have been insolent. 

Beg. And there’s the Baron, 

1 spied him skulking in bis peasant’s 
dress. 

Ostt’. How say you ? in disguise?— 
Mar. But what’s your business 

With Herbert or his Daughter ? 

Beg. Daugh ter! truly— 

But how's the day ?— 1 fear, my little 
Boy, 

We’ve overslept otirselves.-iMSirs, have 
you seen him ? lOffeestogo. 

Afar. I must have more of this;— 
you shall not stir 

An inch, till 1 am answered. Know 
you aught 

That doth concern this Herbert ? 

Beg. You are provoked. 

And will misuse me. Sir I 

Mar. No trifling. Woman I— 

Osw. You are as safe as iiyi sanctuary; 
Speak. 

Mar. Speak ! • 

Beg. He is a most hard-beauted Man. 
Mar. Your life is at my mercy. 

Bee. Do not haurm me, 

And I will tell yojj all!—You know not, 
Sir. 

What strong temptations press upon the 
Poor. 

Osw. Speak out. 

Beg. Oh Sir, I’ve been' « wicked 
womaB. ■ 

Osw. Nay, but speak out I ' 

Beg. \ He flattered me, «nd said 
What harvest it would-kiriaig us botli:> 
and'jsp, ' ' - . -' 

I parted jHtb, Child# 
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Mar. Parted with irhom? 

Pa^^Idoae^ aii he calls her ; but 41^ 

Is-mine. '* 

Vqiirs, Woman I are you Her* 
btrt’s wife ? 

Bfg. Wife, Sir ! his wife—not I; my 
husband, 

;^Bs of Kirkoswald—many a snowy 
/ winter 

We'Ve weathered out together. My poor 
. Gilfrad ! 

' He haai^been two years in his grave. 

"UtMt. ■ Knough. 

Gsth. We’ve solved the riddle—Mis-, 
creaiit^ 

Mar. Do you, * 

- Good Dame, repair to Liddesdale and 
wait 

For my return ; be sure you shall have 
justice. 

Osw. A lucky woman !—go, you have 
done good service. \_AstiIe. 

Mar. (io himself). Eternal praises on 
the power that saved her !— 

Osw. (giaes her money). Here's for 
your little boy—and when you 
christen him 
ril be hte Godfather. 

Beg. Oh Sir, you are merry with me. 
In grange or farm this Hundred scarcely 
owns 

A dog that does not know me.—These 
pK)d Folks, 

For love of God, J must not pass their 
. doors* 

But I'll be back with my best speed : 
for you— 

' God bless and thank you both, my 
gentle Masters. ' 

[Exit Beggar. 

' ‘ Mar. (to himself). The cruel Viper ! 

—Poor devoted Maid, 

Afow I do love thee. 

^ Qsttf. I am thunderstruck. 

■M(tr. Wber^is she—holla! 

CeINMk to the Beggar, mho raurns ; he loohs 
mlm sudfauly. 

Voii are Idonea’s Mother ?— 
Hay, be not terrihed—it does me good 
’ To lock upon yovk 

'Osw. {interrupting). In a peasant’s 
. ' dress 

.you saw, who was it ? 

•<' , Nay, I dare not speak ; 

, Hets a idan. if it should come to his ears 
lliMiwieral^l be heard of more. 
riT / ' Iflird Clifford ? 

;^|bV4'her, though I dare not call her 
•:5^|Uugbter. T' "\ ■ 


Osw. lord CUffivd—did you see h jm 
' ^talk with Herbert ? . 

Beg, Yes, to my sorrow—under fbe % 
great i>ak ■' i 

At Herbert’s door-^^d when Ihe stood ' 
beside ' >-■ * 

The blind man—-at the silent jGiil'be' 
looked■ 

With such a look—^it makes me tremble, 

Sir, 

To think of it. 

Osw. Enough lyou may d^art.% 

Mar. (to himself). Father !—to (Jod 
himself we cannot give ^ 

A holier name; ai||d> under such a mask,. . 

' To lead a Spirit, spotless as the blessed,, 

To that abhorred aen of brutish vice . 
Oswald, the ftmi foundation of my life 
Is going iajta under me ; tl.esfi: strange 
discovwies— 

Looked at from every point of fear or 
hope, *' 

Duty, or love—involve, I.feel, my ruin. «. 

* ACT II ^ “ 

Scene, A Chamber iti the Hosi^t —Oswald 
alone, rising fr6m d T/tple on which 
he had bfsen writing. ^ *; 

Osw. They chose him for their Chief! 

—what covert part 

He, in the preference, modest Youth, 
might t^e, 

1 neither know nor care. The idhult 
bred 

More of contempt than* hatred ; both 
are flown ; « 

That either e'er existed is my shame : 
'Twas a dull spagr.k-ra most unnatural 
fire 

.That died the moipent the air breathed 
}s, upon it. 

—These fools of feeling gre mere 
of winter 

That haunt spipe barren island qf the. 

north, ' i. 

Where, if a famishing man stretch Iprth. . 
his hand. 

They think 4 is tP je^d tbpgv* 
left him 

To solitary medit^tiph cr^rngw , 

For a few swejhpg phrases, and a flesh 
Of truth, eptmgn to ?n.d Jo,b|i^d,' -,V 

An4*ne is mine fw: eva:—here pgmesv;, 

,, Enter ^ 

Mar. These fen years ^ fag» feiove4 > ^ 
her lips all day ' 

And nev« speaks f ■ r' 

Osw. 

Mar. ■■ ■•* I have seen Iter* 

Os0. Oh f fh> poor ttenaiil of 
;jj««fed heuies^e.i|^'. . e - '..‘■■'r 


.'A 


I hgve 

*■'- >-4>; 

‘ij,l 
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whom 'the Monster, Clifiotd, drove 
. to mednese. i 

Mar. I met a peasant ne^ the spot; 
' me, 

fliese te& 3 f«ars she had sate all day alone 
'^thin those emp^ walls. 

Osu>. 1 too have seen her : 

^Cha^cing to pass this way some six 


Mar. Yes, loves him; ’tis a truth 
that multiplies 

'His guilt a thousand-fold. 

Osts. ’Tis most perplexing : 

What must bO'done ? 
ikMar. We will conduct her hither ; 

Twse walls shall witness it—from first 
to last 

He sffall reveal himself. 

, Osw. Happy are we, 

. '^o Jive in these disputed tracts, that 
own 

No'Jaw but.what each man make^or 
himself; 

"Here justice has indeed a fiel(H)f triumph. 

Me*!. JLiOt us begone and bring her 
hithw ;>—here 

Ttw tnith shall be laii} open, his guilt 
.proved* 

''Ile|oeeiier4aee, TTbe rest be left to me. 

'-.' Oirw. Von i^lTbe Arm; but though 
«^^jl#raay trxtet . .. 


months gone. 

At midhight, I betook me to the Church 

: > 
The moon shone cleaA the air was still, 
■sc^Stlll 

The trees were silent as the* graves 
beneath them* «. 

Long did I watch, and saw' her pacing 
round • 

Upon the s^f-same spot,stiy round and 
round, • a 

Her lips for ever moviug. 

. Mar. At her door 

R^ted 1 stood; for, looking at the 
woman, « 

1 thought I^aw the skeleton of Idoneu. 

Osw. But the pretetijjled Fatter- 

Mar. • ^ Earthly law 

Measures nJt crimes Hkc his. 

Ostti. ■* ■ We rank not, happily. 

With those whc^take the spirit of their 
rule 

Frorn that soft class of devotees wljo feel 
Reverence for life so deeply, that they 
spare ' 

The verminous brood, and cherish w'hal 
they spare 

While feeding on their bodies. Would 
that Idonea 

Were present, to the end that w'e might 
hear 

What she can urge in his defence ; she 
loves him. 


The issie to the justice of the cause, 

Qiutidn must not be flung aside; re¬ 
member. 

Yours is no common life. Self-statkaied 
here. 

Upon these savage confines, we have 
Seen you 

Stand like an isthmus ’twixt two stormy 
seas 

That oft ha\'e checked their fury at 
your bidding. 

’Mid the deep holds of Solway’s mossy 
waste. 

Your single virtue has transfonned a 

<* Band 

Of fierce barbarians into Ministers 

Of jjcace* and order. Aged men with 
tears 

Have blessed their steps, the fatherless 
retire 

For shelter to their banners. But 

As you must needs have deeply felt, it 
is 

In darkness and in tempest that we 
seek 

The majesty of Him who rules the world. 

Benevolence, that has not heart to use 

The wholesome iiiiiustry of pain and 
evil. 

Becomes at last weak and contemptible. 

Your generous qualities have won due 
praise, 

But vigorous Spirits look for something 
more 

Than Youth’s spontaneous products: 
and to-day 

You w'ill not disappoint them; and 
hereafter- 


Mar. You are wasting words; hear 
uie then, once for all: 

You are a Man—and therefore, if com- 
’ passion. 

Which to our kind is natural as life. 

Be kiiow'n unto you, you will love this 
Woman, 

Even as 1 do ; but I shouKb loathe the 
fight, ^ 

If I could think oue weak or partial 
feeling- 

Osw. You w'Ul forgive me-^ 

Mar. If I ever knew 

My heart, could penetrate its inmost core, 
’Tis at this moment.—Oswald, I haye 
loved 

To be the friend and father of. the 
oppressed, 

A comfortter of sorrow ;—there is some-' 
thing f'' • - 

Which looks like a transition in my^Soul. 
And yet it is not.—Let us lead him 
faithet. 

Osw. Stpoli for a moment j 'tis an 
act of justice ; 
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And where's the triumph if the ^legate 
Must fall in<the execution of his office,.? 
The deed 

Here where we stand—that 
vulgar wretches 

(You saw them gathering for the festival) 

Rush in'—the vUlains seize us- 

, 'Mar. Seize ! 

Osw. Yes, they— 

Men' who are little given to sift and 
weigh— 

Would wreak on us the passion of the 
, moment. 

•Mar. The cloud will soon disperse—i 
farewell—but stay, 

Thou wilt relate the story. * 

' Osw. Am I neither 

To bear a part in this Man’s punishment, 
Nor be its witness ? 

jMar. I had many hopes 

That were most dear to me, and some i 
will bear 

To be transferred to thee. 

Osw. When I’m dishonoured ! 

Mar. I would preserve thee. How 
may this be done ? 

Osw. By showing that you look beyond 
the instant. 

A few leagues hence we shall have open 
ground. 

And nowhere upon earth is place so fit 
To look upon the deed. Before we enter 
¥ The barren Moor, hangs from a beethug 
rock 

The shattered Castle in which Clifford oft 
Has held infernal orgies—with the gloom. 
And vc^ supersition of the place. 
Seasoning his wickedness. The De¬ 
bauchee 

Would there perhaps have gathered the 
first fruits 

Of this mock Father'; guilt. 

Enter Host, conducting HKMKRr. 

Host. ' The Baron Herbert 

Attends yd'or pleasure. 

Osn’ {to Host). We are ready— 

(to Herbert) ^ ! 

1 hope you are refreshed.—I have just 
4 written 

A notice for your Daughter, that she may 
know 

^Vhat is become of you.—You’U sit down 
and sign it; 

'/’Twill i^d her heart to see her father's 
idgnature. 

[G^tws the letter he had written. 
C\a 0 r^ Thanks for your care. 

■' tSIte doom and writes. Exit Host. 

''i'L'Osw .. {aside to Marmasuxe). Pechaps 
. 'it would be useful 
^^^idd subneri^ your oan^ 


is done—if you will haveit 

tribe of 


tltARKADDn ooerhelU Hwna inT 
examines tte letter eagerfy. 

Af or. I cannot leave tta^ paper- ' 

‘ lBepiasitti4>.Mgii^i 

Osw. (aside). Dastard I Comeii: 

[Marmadukie goes towards HsRiBiir and 
supports AIM—Marhabukb BemEHn^ 


beckons Oswald to take his pfaee. 


-ao 


Mar. (os kc 9wtfs Herbert). Tkettis 
a palsy in hisjlimbs—he shakes, 

[Exeunt OswAr.D and Herbert—MarmarOkb 
fothmng. 




y- 


Scene •‘Changes to a Wood—a Group' 
of Pilgrims and Idonea with them. 

First A grove of darliemuid mare 
lofty shade 

I never saw. «, 

Sec. Ptl. The music of the birds 
Drops deadened fromca roof so thick 
with leaves. i 

Old i'il. This, news I It made my 
heart leap up with jpj. 

Idon. I scarcely* can belidve it- 
Ol'i Pil. yself, I Heard 

The Shertff read, in opeii Court, a letter 
W'hich purported it was the royal 
pleasure 

The Baron Herbert, who, as was sup- 
posfSl, • 

Had taken refuge in this neighbourhood. 
Should be forthwith restored. The 
hearing. Lady, 

Filled my dim eyes with tears.—When 
I returned 

From Palestine, and brought with me r 
heart. 

Though rich in heavenly, poor in earthly, 
comfort, 

I met your Father, thejfx a wandexihg 
Outcast: 

He had a Guide, a Shepherd’s boy; but 
grieved ? . 

He was that One so young should pass 
his youth 

In such sad service ; and he parted with : 
him. 

We joined our tales of wxetcheihzeiS' 
together, ' 

And begged our daily bread froiU'd^.. 

^ to door. ... ' ; 

I talk familiarly to you, -sifmet Xady 1 , 
For once ybu loved me. 'V,; 

. Idon. You shhU bafik with me^; 
And see your Friend The |[pQd^;' 

old Man ^ . s 

Will be rejoiced to greet , ' V •:'^<.5 
OldPi\. . It sem 
That. a heroe stonm i^ertoohrus, WDch'. 

:■ 1-, . f. -V*. 
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a wood tetnote from anf^towm 
' A<fiii.ve tnat.jwened to tiie road presented 
A. fj^ndly iihelter, and we entered Sa. 

' JfttM. • And 1 was with you P 
jQHd. PU; . If indeed ’twas you— 
you were then a totterli^g Little- 
.one— 

^ We -sate us down. The sky grew dark 
Sfm afid darker: 

• I struck my fliut, and built up a small 
fire' 

Vfith ibtten boughs and leaves, such as 
thewinds 

Of many autumns in the cave.had piled. 
Meanwhile the stprip fell heavy on the 
woods; 

Our little fire sent forth a cheering 
warmth 

And we ^ijarc^comforted, andf^ked of 
comfort; 

ESjiit ’ twas an angry night, and o'er our 
heads 

Tho thunder roll^ in peals that would 
have made 

A sleeping man uneasy in his be(L 
O Lady, yo^ have liedti to low your 
Father. • • • , 

His vdice—meAkinks I near it now, his 
voice • • 

When, after a broad flash that filled the 
clve, 

He said to me, that he had seen his 
ChUd, 

" A face (no cherub’s face more beautiful) 
Hevealed by lustre brought with it from 
Heaven ; 

And it was you, dear Lady ! 
idon» God be praised, 

. That I have beeu his comforter till now ! 
And will be so through every change of 
fortune 

And every sacrifice bis peace requires.— 
Let us be gone.with speed, that he may 
hear 

/These joyful tidings from no lips but 
mine. 

. looNBA amt PUgrims. 

tits, the Afea of a Half-rutned Castle — 
^*OH. one side the entrance to a dungeon — 
: ^.. OsiiALo and Markaduke pacing 
-bahehteards and forwards. 

Mar. ’T^ a wild night. 

' Osttf. Fd give my eloak and bonnet 
tiW'slght of A warhi fire. * 

llie wind blows keen; 
Xy bands are numb..' ^ 

. Osw. Ha! ha f 'tis nipping cold. 

, [BlmnWg Ms fingers. 

\ I Idbx ifx' news <tf our bcave Comrades i 
■ „ * '''Lacy ; ‘ - 

/Would dnvfi ' Scottishs Roveza to 


, « V . 


If once ^ey blew a horn thi^ side the 
Twew.. 

Mlar. I think 1 see a second range of 
Towers. ' 

This castle has another Area—come, ' ' 

Let us examine it. 

Osw. ’Tis a bitter night: 

I hope Idonea is well housed. That 
horseman. 

Who at full speed swept by us where the 
wood 

Roared in the tempest, was within an ace 
Of sending to his grave our precious 
Charge : 

“I^at would have been a vile mischance. 

Mar. It would. 

.Osw. Justice had been most cruelly 
defrauded. 

Mar. Most cruelly. 

Osw. As up the steep we clomb, 

I saw a distant fire in the north-east; 

I took it for the blaze of Cheviot Beacon : 
With proper speed our quarters may be 
gained 

To-morrow evening. 

[Looks restlessly towards tke mouth 0/ the dungeon. 

Mur. When, upon the plank. 

1 had led him 'cross the torrent, his voice 
blessed me : 

You could not hear, for the foam beat 
the rocks 

With deafening noise,—the benediction 
fell 

Back on himself ; but changed into a 
curse, 

Osw. As well indeed it might. 

Mar. And this you deem 

The fittest place ? 

Osw. (aiide). He is growing pitiful. 

, Mar. (listening). What an odd moaning 
that is !— 

Osw. Mighty odd 

The wind should pipe a little, while we 
stand * 

Cooling our heels in this «way 1—I’ll 
begin ^ 

And count the stars. 

Mar. (still listening). That dog of his, 
you are sure, 

Could not come after us—^he must have 
perished; 

The torrent would have dashed an 
to splinters. 

You said you did not like his looks— 
that he ... 

Would trouble us; if he were here , 
again. : 

I swear the sight of him would quail me ' 
more 

Than <w^ty armies. 

Osw . How ? 
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Mar. The old b^d Man, 

When you had told him the ihischatme, 
waft troubled * 


Even to the shedding of some natural 
tears 

Into the torrent over which he hung, 

Listening In vain. 

Osw. He has a tender heart! 

lOswALO offers to go down into the dungeon. 

'Mar. How now, what mean you ? 

, Osw. Truly, I was goin^ 

To waken our stray Baron. Were there 
not 

A iSrm or dwelling>house within fivf 
leagues, 

We should deserve to wear a cap and 
bells, 

Three go^ round years, for playing the 
fool here 

In such a night as this. 

Mar. Stop, stop. 

Osw. Perhaps, 

You’d better like we should descend 
together. 

And he down by his side—what say you 
to it ? 

Three of us—we should keep each other 
warm : 

I’ll answer for it that our four-legged 
friend 

Shall not disturb us; further I'll not 
engage; 

it£ome, come, for manhood’s sake I 

Mar. These drowsy shiveriugs. 

This mortal stupor which’ is creeping 
over me, 

What do they mean ? were this my 
single body 

Opposed to armies, not a nerve would 
tremble : 

Why do I tremble now ?—Is not the ^ 
depth , 

. Of this Man’s crimes*beyond the reach 

^ of thought ? 

And yet, inplumbing the abyss for judg¬ 
ment, 

Somelibing T strike upon which turns 
my mind 

Back on herself, 1 think, again—my 
breast 

' Concentres all the terrors of the Ihii- 
verse: 

1 look at him and tremble like a child. 

Osw. Is it jpossible ? 

- Mar. One thing you noticed not: 

Jyst as we left the glen a clap of thunder 

Burst on -the mountains with hell* 
rousing force. 

■'.This is a bme,, said he. when guilt may, 
shudder; m 

there's a Providence for them who 
’Walk 


In helpliesstiess,.when Innocence is with 
, them. 

At this audacious blasphemy, i thou^t 
The spirit of vengeance seeing to tide’ 
the air. , • % ' 

Osw. Why are you not the man you 
were that moment ? 

IHs draws MsanADOKS to the dut^een. 

Mar. You say he was asleep,—look aP 
this arm. 

And tell, me if 'tis fit for such' a^wot^ 
Oswald, Oswald !• {Leans upon Osw 
Osw. This Is some suddea eeisdire ! 
Mar, A most strange faintness,—will 
you hunt mfrout • 

A draught of water ? 

Osw. * Nay, to see you thus 

Moves me beyond my bearing.—I will try 
To gain the torrent’s brink. 

[RxH Oswald. 

Mar. {after a pause). It seems an age 
Since that Man left me.—No, I am not 
lost. f * 

Her. {at the mouth of (fie dungeon). 
Give nifi your Ijand; where are you. 
Friends ? and tell me c 
How goes the night. ** *■ 

Mar. ’TLs hard to'’faeasure‘time, 

In such a weary night, end such a place. 
Her. 1 do not hear the voice of my 
friend Oswald. • 

Mar. A minute past, he went to fetch 
u draught 

Of water from the torrent. ’Tis, 3 'ou’ll 
say, 

A cheerless beverage. 

Her. How good it was in you 

To stay beliind !—Hearing at first no 
answer, 

I was alarmed. 

Mar. No wonder ; this is a place 
That well may put some fears into your 
heart. * 

Her. Why so ? a roofleffi rock had been 
a comfort. 

Storm-beaten and bewildered aswew^; 
And in a night like this, to lend your 
cloaks 

To make a bed for me 1—My Girl will 
weep ® 

When she is told of it. 

Mar. This Daughter of yours 
Is very dear to you. 

Her. Oh ! but you are young ; 

Over your head twice twenty vears-must 
roll, * • ' 

With all their natulral Weight of sorrow 
and pain, 

Ere can be known to you how 'much-a 
Father 

May love his ChUd. » ’ +. 

Mar. 'Thank you, old inan. for 
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>‘ Htr. ■ 1, And i^om Out, a 

MaO {' ' ' , 

KiluBy have you protected me to^niglit, 
^Ahd return have 1 to nfake but 
^ Vprayefs ; 

you hi age be blest with such a 
■' daimhter I— 

ViMien from the Holy Land I. had re- 
W' tiftned 

Sightless, and from my heritage was 
driven. 

A^vretEhed Outcast—^but this strain of 
Uio^ht 

Would lead me to talk fondly. 

Mar. ft , Do not fear ; i 

Your words are precious to tny ear^ : 
go on. • ! 

Her. You will forgive me, but my I 
heact«M$*uver. 

When my old Leader slipped into tlic I 


A charming beverage for you to carouse, 

Thig bitter dight. 

Her. Ha ! Oswald ! ten bright 

crosses 

I would have given, not many minutes 
gone. 

To have heard yoiir voice. 

Osto. Your ccuch, 1 fear, good Baron, 

Has been but comfortless ; and yet that 
place, 

When the tempestuous wind first drove 
.us hither. 

Felt warm as a wren’s nest. You'd 
better turn 

.'Vnd under covert rest till break of day. 

Or till the storm abate. 

(7'« MAKMXurKr aside). He has re* 
stored yi>u. 

No doubt vou have been nobly enter¬ 
tained ^ 


» dood 

And perished, what a piercing outcry 
•you * 

Sent after hinj. l^have loved you ever 
since. ^ 

You start-*-wlaere are we*? 

Mar.^ • •Oh, thiSriC is no danger ; 

The colH blast sttuck me. 

Her. ’Twas a foolish qaestinn. 

Mar. But when you were an Outcast ? 
—Vleaven is just; 

Your piety would not miss its' due 
reward: 

The little Orphan then would be your 
succour. 

And do good service, though she knew 
it not. 

Her. 1 turned me from the dwellings 
of my Fathers,* 

Where none but those who trampled on 
my Tights 

Seemed to remember me. ' To the wide 


wodd 

' bore mr, ^in m$' arms ; her looks won 
- fiity j - 

^e mtfi my Raven m the wildcness, 
.hypfjght iim food. Have i ii'^t 
■t to k>ve her ? 

Yes. 

S r More than ever Parent 1 .«ved a 

V'. 

V ■ Yes, yes.” 

Hff. 1 not merciful God ! 

s^pstedas^Ibaveber^, 


Jett PM -e^rt to hear my 
Daughtm^s .voice, • 

jirms .to' fold her to my heart. 
.Su^'nuBsiydy 

adore, imd fin 4 ''my rest in faith. 

Hetbert l**Haonf^ii 6 ion I {aside). 
' Uarott if, liMf ' -> 

IFmemtkeHora, 


; But soft!—how came he forth ? The 
i Night-inare Conscience. 

Has driven, him out of harbour ? 

Mar. I believe 

You have guessed right. 

Her. The trees renew their murmur; 
Come, let us house together. 

[Oswald conducts him to the dungeon, 
(returns). Had I not 

Esteemed you worthy to conduct the 
alTair 

To its most fit conclusion, do vou thinh 
1 would so long have struggled with iny 
Nature, 

And smothered all that’s man in me !—• 
away ! — 

[Loohing towards the dungeon. 
This man’s the property of hirp who best 
Can feel his crimes. I have resigned a 
privilege ; 

It now becomes my duty to resume it. 

Mar. Touch not a finger -- -■ 

Osw. What then must be done ? 

Mar. Which way so’er % turn, I am 

perplexed* a 

Osw. Now, on my life, I grieve fpr vou. 
The misery * 

Of doubt is insupportable. Pity, the 
facts 

Did not admit of stronger evidence; 
Twelve honest men, plain men, 
would set us right; 

Their verdict would abolish these weak' 
scruples. 

Mar. Weak ! 1 am weak—there does 
mv torment lie. 

Feeding itself. 

Osw. Verily, when he said 

How his old heart would leap to hear 
her steps^ 

Yon thought bis voice the e^o 
Idonei^s, , / * , ; • 
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J/nr And never heard a Itound so 
terril^ 

Oso) Perdnsnce you thmk so ^ 
Mar I cannot do it 

Twice did 1 spring to grasp his withered 
throat, 

When such a sudden weakness fell upon 
me. 

I could ha\e dropped asleep upon his 
breast 

Osw Justice—IS there not thunder in 
the word ’ * 

Shall It be law tu stab the pc ttv rcbber 
> 11^0 lUnis but at our pin se and shall 
this Parricide - ^ 

Worse IS he far, far worse (if foul dis¬ 
honour ■ 

Be worse than death) to thit conhding 
Creature 

Whom he to more than filial lov e and 
dutv 

Hath falsely traiiifd—shall he fulfil 
his purpose ■' 

But you are fallen 

Mar Fallen should I bt indeed 
Murder—perhaps cuileep, blind, old 
alone. 

Betrayed in darkness ' Here to strike 
the blow— 

Away ' awav '- 

[Fltngs away Ats fwerd 
Osw Na>, I have done with vou 
Well lead hiin to the Convent He 
shall live. 

And she shall love him With un 
questioned title 

He shall be seated in his Baronv 
And we too chant the praise of his good 
deeds. 

I now perceive we do mistake our mas¬ 
ters. 

And most despise the men who best epb 
teach us * 

Henceforth it shall be said that bad men 
only 

Are bravw Clifford is brave , and that 
old Man 
Is brave 

ITakmg Markaduiu, a sword and gnutg tt to htm 
To Clifford’s arms be would hav e led 
His Victim—haply to this desolate house 
Mat {advancing to the dungeon) It 
must be ended '— 

Osw Softly , do not rouse him , 
He will deny it to the last He hes 
Within the Vault, a spear’s length to 
the left. 

[MAauADun descends to the dtmgeou 
{Alone ).T}k Viliams rose m mutiny 
to oestro/ me 

Oould have quelled thg Cowards, but 
this Stripling 


Must needs step in, and save my lilb. 
The look 

With which he gave the boon 1 see 
it ndw I , • 

The same that tsmnpted ipe* to los^hb^ 
the gift — , 

For this did venerable Grey-beard^fSlth 
’Tis his own fault if he hath got a lace 
Which doth play tncks with* tbssi 
that look on it * 

Tw as this that put it in my thougtUs;;^ 
that countenance— • 

His staff—his iigure'^Murder '-vwhat, 
of whom ’ * 

Wc kill a worn juul»horse, and who but 
b omen 

Sigh at the deed ’ Hew down a 
withered tree. 

And nqp^ look grav e buf'-datards He 
may livi 

To thank me fur this service Ralnb|pw 
irrhes 

Hii,hw'ivrs of drean)|iig passion, have 
to<» long 

Young as he is. diverted wish and hope 
From the uiTpretendmgp ground we 
mortals tre^ — • • 

Ihen shatter the delusnn, break it up 
Viid set him free« What follows? 

I have learned 

That things will work to ends thftslaves 
o the world 

Do never dream of I have been what 
he— 

This Bov—when he comes forth with 
bloody hands— 

Might envy, and am now,—^but he 
shall know 
What I am now— 

[Goes and listens at the dmnceon. 

Pravmg or parleying?—tut! 
Is he not e>eless ^ He has been half* 
dead * ^ 

These fifteen years—— ^ 

Eider temaWOeggas wUktmo or of her Cem^ 

pemSoae 

{Turning abruptly) Hat epeak~~‘^whut 
Thing art thou ? 

{Recf mtsei her) Heavens I mV good 
Friend I * 

CroA«^. 


Beg Forgive me, gracious Sir 1-** 
dPsw {to her companions). Baeotst, yn 
c Slaves, or 1 wiU rsise a wmdwim 
And sen<L ye dancing to tb# doons, li^ 
leavS 

[They retire t^ngum. 

Beg Indeed we meant no bi^ta | 
we lodge tooietunes ^ 

In this deserted Castle-^ fH^ent me* 
{Oswa&B fOM to the ea hp o H M e m r tim m - 
Ai«I^Baggar V no'' 
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>' fUsoN ' 'Winnsia, t^iou' hftst' a' liiiitpl^ Osta. riencefarth, fbeii. will 1 never in 
t '.*4j4fattt--ik«ep' .' ‘ , camp or £eld 

aeciet for iis aalr^ or verily Obey you more. Your weakness,, to 

iXliat wretched life, of tbine shall be the, the Band, 

' ■I* forfett.,; Shall be proclaimed: brave Men, they 

' fieg. I jM'tepesit me, Sir ; 1 feair the all shall hear it. 

eOrse - ' You a protector of humanity ! 

Of that blind Man. ’Twas ,not your Avenger j^ou of outraged innocence 1 
w * ihoney, sir—— Mar. 'Twas dark—dark as the 

0$w. Begone! . grave ; yet did I see. 

Bag. (going):- There is some wicked ijaw him—his face turned toward me; 
* dSedinhand: > [Aside. < and I tell thee 

Would J could find the old Man and his Idonea's filial countenance was there 
Daughter. To baffle me—it put me to my prayers. 

3 Beggar. Upwards I cast my eyes, and. through a 

MAtLttAOVKf. reenters from ffie dungeon. _ , j 

> Beheld a star twinkling above my head, 

Osw. It is all over then your foolish And, by the living God, I could not do 
fear^(ir^ it. 

Are hushed to sleep, by your *own act [SiiiAs exhausted. 

- and deed. 

Made quiet as he is. 0.su'. (to himself). Now may I perish 

Mar. Why came you down ? if this turn do more 

And when I felt jmur hand upon my arm Than make me change my course.. 

And spake to you, why did give (To Marmaoukk.) Dear Marmaduke, 
no answfr ? * My words were rashly spoken; I recadi 

Feared you‘*t5 waken,him? he must them. 

hdive been • T feel my error ; shedding human blood 

In a deep sleep.* I whispered^ to him Is a most serious thing. 

thrice. Mar. Not I alone, 

Tberen are the strangest e.choes in that Thou too art deep in guilt. 

place! Osw. We have indeed 

051V. Tut! let them gabble till the day Been most presumptuous. There is 
of doom. guilt in thi's. 

Mar. Scarcely, by groping, had. I Else could so strong a mind have ever 
reached the Spot, known 

' When round 'my wrist J felt a cord These trepidations ? Plain it is that 
drawn -tight. Heaven 

\a if the blind Man's dog were pulling Has marked out this foul Wretch as one 
at' it. whose crimes 

05fv. But after that ? Must never come before a mortal judg- 

Jlfor. The features of Idonea ‘ meat-seat, 


Lurked in his face - "-- 

. Psha I Never to these eyes 
.Will retribution show itselt again 
.With aspect so inviting. Why forbid 

.:5L ' • 

share your triumph ? 

^Mar. Yes, her very look, 

1 SfliUIlilff in s leep ■ ■ * 

‘ \ Osw. . , . A pretty feat of Fancy 1 
- Tbohgfa tmt a gflmpse, it sent 

me to my prayers. 

)?'' 'Os«a..Xahejuive1?'* 
/ITOfiatmisanyou ? whoali^-f ? 
e-'Orti!. Herbifft l adnoe ycgi- wttl have it, 
• Sgrott'Heib^'l 

'Whd: his Seignory when 

i-ldotaesl'' ■ 

; tiBlhl^bw^Mae Cli^^NT harlpt^is ^ 

'tiaat dungeon w 


Or be chastised by mortal instruments. 

Afar. A thought that's worth a thou¬ 
sand worlds ! 

[(j05s Uiwards dungeon. 

Osw. I grieve 

That, in my zeal, I have caused ynu so 
much pain. 

Mar. Think not of that! 'tis over-*^ 
we are safe. 

Osw. (as if to himself, yet speaking ' 
aloud). The truth is hideous, bdt, 
how stifle it ? 

^ to. MaSICAUVKB, ^ 

Give me your sword—nay, here ' are' 
stones and fragments. 

The least of which would beat out 
manTs brains; 4 v'v 

Or you miight drive your bead agaiopb 
thatlikl,- 

No ] this |a«not ^ptece.tq hcaT,tl^J^|[ 
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it should be told you pmionea m your 
bed, • • 

Or on. eome Vitet and solitary plain 
Blown to you from a trumpet 

M«r Why talk thus ? 

Whate’er the monster brooding m your 
breast 

{ care not fear I have none, and cannot 
fear- 

17 he sound of a hom u luard 
That horn again-^ Tis some one of our 
, Troop, 

What do they here ’ Listt ii' 

Osw What ’ dogged like thu \ cs • 
I nier Wallaci and Lac\ 

Lfdcy You arc f lund at last th inks 
to the vagrant Trooji 
For not misleading us 

Osw (looking at Wai i aci ) J hat 
subtle (>re\ beard 
I d rather see my father s ghost 

Lacy (to MARKAm kl) Mj^ Ciptain 
We come by order of the Band Belike 
You have not heard that Henry has at 
• last 

Dissolved the Barons’ League, and 
sent abroad 

His Sheriffs with ht force to icinstate 
The genuine owners of suih i^snds and 
Baronies 

As, m these long lommotions haM been 
seised (us 

His Power is this way tending It befits 
To stand upon our guard and with oui 
swords 

Defend the innocent 

Mar Lacy ' we look 

But at the surfaces of thmf^ , we hear 
Of towns in flames, fields ravaged, 
young and old 

Dnven out in troops to want and naked 
ness, 

^ Then grasp our sw ords and rush upon a 
cure 

That fiat^ us, because it asks not 
thou^t 

The*aeeper malady is better hid , 

The world is poisoned at the heart 
LjMy What mean y ou ^ 

Wal. (whose eye has been fixed sus- 
ftctouilv upon Oswald) Ay, what 
IS It you mean ^ 

Mar. Harkee, my Fnends,— 

lAppsartng 

Were t^ere a Man who, being weak and 
helpless 

And most forlorn, ihould bribe a Mother, 
ir pressed* 

. * Ay peubiH', td ySiAd him up her Dau^ter, 
Wtie Infant, and instruct 'the Babe, 
upon his knee, to him i 


lAuy Why, il his heart be tendstj 
. that offence 

I could fwgive hun * 

Mar igotng dn). And should he 
make the Child • * *• 

Aji mstrument of falsehecjd, should die 
teach her 

To stretch her arms, and dim the glad* 
some light ■ ® 

Of infant plav fuhiess with piteous looks 

Of misery that was not- ^ 

T acy • Troth, 'tis nar^P- 

But m a world like ours—— * • , 

Mar (changing hts tone) 'ftis self¬ 
same Man—T- • 

1 \(n while ht printed kisses on the 
(h(#k 

Of this pi^r Babe, and t night its inno- 
ceniS*tonguo ^ '■a 

lo lisp the name if bather—could be 
look • 

T ) the unnatural haivest of that time 
When he should givedicr up, a Woiflau 
grown, p 

To hiui who yid the highest m the 
maikct d 

Of foul pollutierf- • 

Lacy The wlfdle visible world 

Cont.uift not such a Monster ' 

Mar For this purpose 

Should he resolve to taint her ^iil by 

means 

\Arhi(h bathe the lunbs m sweat to 
think of them , 

Should he bv tales which would draw 
tears from iron. 

^ork on her nature, and so turn com¬ 
passion ' 

Vud gratitude to mimsters of vice, 

\nd make the spotless spirit of filial love 
1*1 ime mover m a plot to damn his 
Victim 

Both soul and body- 

IVal 'Tis tex) hom)}Je i 

Oswald, what sav you to it * 

Lacy Hew him down. 

And fling him to the ravens. 

Mar But his aspect 

Is so meek, his countenance so venw- 
able • 

Wal (with an appearance of mtrfrpjf). 
But how, what say yrou, Oswald f 
JMcy (at the same moment^ Stab 
0 hun, were it • 

Before the Altar. 

Afar * « What,if he w^sidL 
Tottering upon tlto very ai life, 

And old, and blmd—— , 

Lory Blind. S»y£p1»i 

Osw (comtug fonparJ). we sfeiae 

Or own we baby jSpSfitt^ Oenttmt’ 
emurage 

Is ne»t an. « 09 vlen;tA * « 
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for itb caati^.birth Voo kno^nie» Friends; I have a heart 
.''On dbpositiogh an)d Impedimeiit. * I to feel, • 

WiiadW, ff Justice speak the word, beats And*l have ‘felt, more than perhaps be- 
,'dcwn • I cofnes me 

The xianl^ibStrengih; and, at the voice Or duty sanctions. _ 

• ' Justice, i Lacy. We will have ample justi^. 

Sptfes not the worm. The giant and Who are we. Friends ? Do we not live 

the worm— ' on ground 

^e weighs them in one scale. The Where'Souls are self-defended, free to 
wiles of woman, i grow 

And craft of age, seducing'reason, first, Like mountain oaks rocked by the 
Made weakness a protection, and ob-' ' stormy wind ? 

sensed '* Mark the Almighty Wisdom, which 

The lawM shapes of things. His tender ■ decreed 

cries j This monstrous crime to be laid open— 

And helpless innocence—do they pro-! * here, 

tect , I Where Rca«pu has an eye that she can 

The infant lamb ? and shall the iiifirm-“i use, , 

ities, ^ « ! And Men alone arc Umpires. To the 

Which** hdV^enablcd this efi'Jrmous CarniJ 

Culprit I He shall be led, and there, the Country 

To^ perpetrate his crimes, serve as a round 

Sanctuary All gathered to the spot, m open day 

To cover him from ^nishrnent? Shame ! ; Shall Nature be avenged. 

—Justice,* psw. ’Tis nobly thought; 

Admitong no resistance.•bends aiilke ■ His death will be a monument for ages. 
The feeble an5 »the strong. She needs Mar. {to Lacy). 1 thank you for that 
not^ here ‘ He shall be brought 

Her bonds and cn^is, which make the Before the Camp, and would that best 
mighty feeble.*^ 1 and wisest . ., 

—We rucognise in this old Man a victim Of every country might be present.' 
’ Prepared already for the sacrifice.' | There, 

Lacy. By heaven, his words are reason ! His crime shall be proclaimed ; and for 

• Osw. ' Yes,'iny Friends, ; the rest 

His countenance is meek and venerable • It shall be done as Wisdom shall decide ; 
And, by the Mass, to see him at his Meanwhile, do you two hasten back and 
- prayers 1—■ i see 

I am of flesh and blood, and may I perish . That all is well prepared. 

When my heart does not ache to think of ! Wal. We will obey you. 

it l— I {Aside). But softly ! we must look a 


Poor Victim! not a virtue under 
heaven 

But what was made an engine to en¬ 
snare thee; 

But yet t trust. Idonea, thou art safe. 
Lacy. Idobca l 

yal. How ! what ? your Idonea ? 

[To Mar'madukc. 

Jgr. Mine; 

no longer mine. You know 
Igird Clifford; 

is the Man to whom the Maiden— 
pure 

As beautiful, and gentle and benig%, 
^d in b«: amAe heart loving even me-» 
Wis fo be yielded up. « 

Laiy. Now, by the head 

Of my ovm child, this Man must die; 
. my hand, 

.'A:Wo|^mier waiting, shaU^tself entwine 
in grey hairs I—n 
, Mar, (,to Litcy), •! love the Fithcr m 


little nearer. 

Jl/ar. Tell w'here you found us. At 
some future time 

I will explain the cause. [Exettni 


ACT III 

Scene, the door of the Hostel, a group 6f 
Pilgrims as before; Idonea and the 
Host among them. 

Host. Lady, you’ll find your Fathtx 
at the Convent 

As I have told you : He left us 'ye'sterday 
With two Companions : one of them, 
as seemed. 

His most familiar Friend. (Going.) 
There was a lefter 

Of which 1 heard them speak, but that 
I fanew 

Has been forgotten. ■ 

Iddn. (ftj'Host). Fareweii I 

' i ' If" ■■'* . • 
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. Best. ‘ Getfttdipilgtbas, 

St. Cuthbert s|>eed ydu oa ydur holy 
errand.^ , " • 

[£«eww Idoitea and Pilsrims. 

Scene, a desolate Moor. 


Oswald ialone). 

Osu>. Carry him to the Camp ! Yes, 
.to the Camp. 

' -Oh, Wisdom ! a most wise resolve ! and 
^ then. 

That half a word should blow it to the 
winds! 

"This last device must end my work.— 
Methinks 

It were a pleasant pastime to constrtfct 
A Scale and table of belief—^ • ruis— 
Two columns, one for passio one for 
proof; 

Each rises as the other falls ; and first 
Passion a unit and against us—proof— 
Nay, we must travel in another path. 
Or we’re stuck fast for e\er ;—passion, 
then. 

Shall be a unit for us ; proof—no, pas¬ 
sion t 

. We’ll not insult thy majesty by lime. 
Person, and place—the where, the when, 
the how. 

And all particulars that dull brains 
require 

To constitute the spiritless .shape of Fact, 
They bow to, calling the idol. Demon¬ 
stration. 

A whipping to the Moralists who preach 
That misery is a sacred thing : for me, 
I know no cheaper engine to degrade a 
man, 

Nor any half so sure. This Stripling's 
mind 

Is shaken till the dregs float on the sur¬ 
face ; , 

And, in the storm and anguish of the 
heart, ** 

' He talks of a transition in his Soul, 

.And dreams that he is happy. We dis¬ 
sect* 

Th%scnseless body, and why nut the 
mind ?— 

These are strange sights-^the mind of 
' man, upturned. 

. ]S in all natures a strange spectacle : 

In some a hideous one—hem I shall I 


Os^i XktrniK $. 1o ‘ 1^). 'v. . 

' for my peace-'-^ > 1 ^ 

,, ^'ar. Why,T you,. 

'jOsio. ^ut hear ^the 

Mar. Ay, prove that wh^’two ' 
Lie snugly in a pod, the pod must Caen • 
Be larger than the peas-^prove this-— 
*twere matter 

Worthy 4he hearing. Fool was 1 to- 
dream • 

11 ever could be otherwise ! •; 

Osw. Last pightj^' 

When I i-eturnAl with water from tnl 
brook, ^ * 

I overheard the VlU^gns—every word 
Like red-bot iron burnt into- my heart. ’ 
Said one, “ It is agreed on. The blind 
« Mdh 

Shall feigf) a sudden illnes|^and the Girl, 
Who ovher journey must pfBSeed alcme^ 
Under pretence of violence, be seized. 

She is,’^ continued the delated Slave*. 

“ She is right willing—strange if she were 

not!— • • 

They say. Lord Clifford is g savage man ? 
But, faith, to sge him in his silken tunic. 
Fitting his low'voice ta^e niinstrers 
harp, ^ . 

There's witchery in’t *1 never knew a ’ . 
mdid * 

That could withstand it. TrueJ’ con¬ 

tinued, be, 

“ When we arranged the affair, she wept 
a little ■ 

(Not the less welcome to my Lord for 
that) 

And said. ‘ My Father he will have it so’.'’ 
Mar. 1 am your hearer. 

Osw. This I caught, and more 

That may not be retold to any ear. 

The obstinate bolt of a sm^ iron dom: 
Detained them near the gateway of the ' 
Castle. 

By a dim lantern’s light 1 saw thait 
wreaths 

Of flowers were in their hands, as if 
designed 

For festive decoration; and they said. 
With brutal laughter and . most Htoui . 

allusion, , ' 

That they should share the 
with their Loid^ 

And his new Favourite. . .. 


- , stop ? 

No.—Thoughts and feelings will sink 
deep, but then 

^They. have no substance. Pass but a 
few minutes, 

'Askd something Shall be done which 
Memorf 

tpixidu whe&e’er her Vassals are at 
J^ff^UhRUAovKE, fromtehuid. 


Mar. ' Misery!— , ■ r ' ' 

lOsw. .1 knew 

How you would he j$Qstqrbed«by .'this i^re 

And therefore chose fhbt sdBt^y Moor,, 
Here to impart,.|he taloi ol whic^, luiri .v 
night, 

1 strove to ease iriyfnlnd,tvhiBn olhr tiSetu 
, Comrades,' 

Comniis^iQaed 
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. Miif. X«a«t Vb^a movi#d to lift 
/file ttVenging steel, ^ 

t'jjj^'b^UerVe all things' were shadows— 

• yea»4‘ 

Umog ot dead idl things were bodile», 
^Ot bntthe mutual mociMries of body, 
'.TUI that same star summoned me back 
agah). * 

^ow I could laugh till my ribs ached. 
Oh Fool t 

folet^ creed. buUt in the heart of things, 
Oia^ye before a ti^inkling atom— 
Osr^ald, 

T could fetch lessons out of wiser schools 
Than you have entered, were it worth 
the pains. , 

iToong as I am. 1 might go forth a teacher. 
And vou should see how dewly I could 
TcaSb!!^ •» 

Of love in all its shapes, beginnings, ends; 
<if moral qualities in their diverse aspects; 
Of actions, and their laws and tendencies. 

t)sw. You takeUt as it merits- 

Afttf. • One a King. 

General or Cham, Sultan or lilitiperor. 
Strews twe^g sanes^of good meadow- 
ground ' 

With carcase^ in lineament and shape 
And substance, *nothing dilfeAng from 
his own. 

But 

selves 

Another aits i’ th’ sun, and by the hour 
Floats kingcups in the brook—a Hero 
one 

We call, and scorn the other as Time's 
spendthrift; 

But have they not a world of common 
ground 

To occupy—^both fools, or wise alike. 
Each in Kis way ? 

Osw. Troth, I begin to think so. 

Mw. Now for the corner-stone of my 
philosophy : 

Would not rave a denier fur the man 
, '''<Vho, on such provocation as this earth 
. '^wlds, could not chuck his babe beneath 
v-the chin, 

jofi send it with a fillip to its grave. 
Os#. Nay, you leave me behind. 

^ Mar. - ■ , That such a One, 

So pious in'^demeamoin: l in his look 

So sain^ and so pure I-Hark'ee, 

, my Frisad, * 

I’ll plant myself' before I-o^ Clifford’s 
Castle, , . ^ 

A surly mastiff kehaHs at the gate, 

. And TO'shall howl'and 1 will laugh, a 
•/medley , 

Mosd'fimable. ‘ •'-X ■'-i'''', 

, . Osw. . i; In fdfiiifa ]deasant scheme ; 

■ y®“* 


lus c 

tnat they cannot standeup of them- 






Might in sdeh hSghboarhood find seemly 
.• use.— 

But first, how wash our hands of this 
old Man ? 

Mar. Oh yes, that mole, that viper in 
the path ; 

Plague on my memory, him 1 had for¬ 
gotten. 

Osvo. You know we left him sitting— 
see him yonder. 

• Afar. Ha ! ha 1— 

Osw. As ’twill be but a moment’s 
work, 

I will stroll on ; you follow when ’tis 

* done. 

lExatnt. 


Scene changes to another part of the 
Moor at a' short distance — Herbert 
is dts:oi>erei seated on a stone. 


Her. A sound of laughter, too !—’tis 
w'ell—I feared. 

The .Stranger had some pitiable sorrow 

Pressing upon his solitary heart. 

Hush •—'tis the feeble and earth-loving 
wind 

That creeps along the bells of the criso 
heather. 

Alas ! 'tis cold—I shiver in the sunshine^ 

What can this mean ? There is a psalm 
that speaks 

Of God's parental mercies—with Idonea 

I used to sing it.—Listen !—what foot 
is there ? 

Enter Marmaduke. 

Mar. (aside — looking at Herbert).. 
And I have loved this Man! and 
she hath loved him ! 

And 1 loved her, and she loves the Lord 
Clifford ! 

■And there it ends ;—if this be not enough 

To make mankind merry for evermore. 

Then plain it is as day, that eyes were 
made 

For a wise purpose—veriW, to weep 
with! ^ 

[Loakif^rmmd. 


A pretty prospect this, a masterpiece 

Of Nature, finished with most curious 
skill! 

(To Herbert). Good Baron, have you 
ever practised tillage ? 

Pray tell me what this land is worth by' 
the acre ? 

Her. How glad I am to hear your 
voi^e ! I kdow not 

Wherein I have offended you ;—^last 
night 

I found bi you the kindest of Proctors 4 

This morning, when 1 spoke of w«)|Nh^,. 

You firofii my shonlder took my 

Vi •''v'.'./.i;/'’ 'a''-'--"’'" 
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About yow owii; but for these two 
. .hourspast ' 

Oace duly have spoken, when the 
' . lark 

Whirred from among the fern beneath 
our feet. 

And 1, no coward in my better days. 

Was almost terrified. 

^ Afar. That’s excellent!— 

^,-you bethougjht you of the many way^ 
In which a man may come to his end, 
^ whose crimes 

H^ve roused all Nature up against him— 
* pshaw !— + 

Htr. For mercy’s sake, is nobody in 
sight ? 

No traveller, peasant, herdsman ? 

Afar. Not a soul; 

Here is a tree, ragged, and bent,|and bare. 
That turns its goat’s-bcard flakes of pea- 
green moss 

From the stern breathing of the rough 
■ sea-wind ; 

This have we, but no other company : 
Commend me to the place. If a man 
should die 

Ahd leave his body here, it were all one 
As he were twenty fathoms underground. 
Her. Where is our common Friend ? 
Afar. A ghost, inethinks— 

The Spirit of a murdered man, for 
, instance— 

Might have fine room to ramble about 
here, 

A grand domain to squeak and gibber in. 
Her. Lost Max^! if thou have any 
close-pent guilt 

Pressing upon thy heart, and this the 
hour 

Of visitation- 


Mor. A bold word from yea* f 

H^. Restore hiiu,vHeaven ! 

Mar. The desperate Wretch 1—A 
Flower, 

Fairest of flowers, was she once, but 
now 

They'^lave snapped her from the stem— 
Poh ! let her lie 

Besoiled with mire, and let the house¬ 
less snail 

' Feed on her leaves. 

—ay, there. 

Old Man ! you were 
:.Tbe worm was in he^ 

, Her. Mercy ! Sir, what mean you ? 

' Afar. You have a daughter 1 
' Her. Oh that she were here I — 
^le h«dh an fye that sinks into all hearts, 
I have M aught offended you. 
;,^So<Mit^^uld her gentle voice make peace 
;>^V^bPWeen us. 

I believe he weeps— 


You knew her well 
[knew 

a very Lynx, you 


Th^ is' a vein of voice that xma - 
through his: ' . 

Even sudS a Man my fancy bodied forth 
From the first moment XhatT loved the . 

Maid j u . 

And for his sake I loved her more; these 
tears-— 

I did not tnink that ought was left tn me 
Of what I have been—yes, I thank thee^ 

One happy thought has passed acrfllt 
my mind. 

—It may not be—I am cut off froin man t 
No more shall I be man—no more shall I, ' 
Have human feelings!—(To Herbert) 
—Ntjw, for a little more 
About your Daughter! 

Her. ^ t!' Troops of<a£i»ed men. 
Met in tbe roads, would bless us ; little 
children. 

Rushing along in the full tide of play, 
Stood silent as we pas'^cd them 1 1 have 
^ heard „ 

The boisterous carman, in the miry rgad. 
Check his loud whip.^nd£iail us with' 
mild voice, * 

And speak with milder v^ice to hi§ poor 
beaats. 

Mar. And whither were you going ? 
Her. ^ Learn, youngj Man, 

To fear ttii virtuous, ana reverence 
misery, 

Whether too much for patience, or, like 


mine, 

Softened till it becomes a gift of mercy. 
Mar. Now, this is as it should be I 
Her. I am weak 1— 

My Daughter does not know how weak 
I am ; 

And, as thou see’st, under the arch of 
heaven 

Here do I stand, alone to hclplessnefs. 
By the good God, our common Father, 
doomed !— 

But I had once a spirit and an .arm— 
Mar. Now, for a word about your 
Barony : 

I fancy when you left the Holy Land, 
And came to—what's your title-w-eb ? 

your claims 
Were undisputed ! 

Her. Uke a mendicant. 

Whom no one comes to iqeet, | stood 
” alone;— ■ ^ | 

I murmurid,—but remembering HinP' 
who feeds . 

The pelican and ostrich of the desert. 
From my own threshold 1 looked 
Heaven 


And did not want glimmerings of 

hope. ■; 

So, ffrom the oouft I passed) add 

the 
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liCMl by its munnar, to the ancTeat ojtk Ai^ ia this desert ? If never—then the 
1 eame ; and whm 1 felt its cooling shade, whole 


I sate me down, and cannot but believe— Of what he says, and looks, and does, and 
While in ihy< lap 1 held my little Babe is, 

And dasped hn to my heart, my heart Makes up one damning falsehood. Leave 


that ached 


him here 


More w^fth delight than griefT-l heard To cold and hunger!—Pain is of the 


a voice 


heart. 


Such as by Cberith on Elijah called ; And what are a few throes of bodily 
ILsaid^^* I will be with thee.” A little , suffering 

• ^ 4.l_- __ 1 _____ _ _ 


A sh^b^d'lnd, ere yet my trance was [Goes up to Hsrbkilj. 

gone, ■£ u u j w if Old Man ! my wrath is as a flame burnt 

Hailed us as if he had been sent from • 

. i it i I - 111 . It cannot be rekindled. Thou art here 

And said, wth tears, that he ifould be Letl bv my hand to save thee from per- 
onr guide : dition ■ 

I had ^h^er guide thaf«ijniorcnt 'i'h„u have lime to breathe and 


If they can w'aken one pang of remorse ? 

[Goes up to Herbert. 


Babe— 


Her, who hath saved me. to this hour, 


think- 


from harm, 

Frdin cold, fromE^unger. penury, and 
de£^th : ^ 


Oh, Mercy! 


To whom I owe the bes^ of all good judginent. 

I have, or viish 4pr, upon cartn—and Mv Child 


Mar. I know the need that all men 
have* of mercy. 

And therefore leave thee to a righteous 


more 


« ’ -iL- i.. Mar. j\o more oi mac; 

And faif* than lies withm earth s jhou wilt have many guides if thou art 


my blessed Child! 
No more of that; 


bounds; 


innocent; 


Therefore I bless her: when I tliiiik of from the utmost corners of the 

I Wess her lyith sad spirit.—^en of God. j^at Woman will come o’er this Waste 


1 bless her in the fulness of iny joy ! 

Mar. The name of daughter in his 
mouth, he prays ! 


; Woman will come o’er this Waste 
to save thee. 

[He pauses and looks at Herbert's Staffs 


With nerves so steady, that the very flies Ha 1 what is here ? and carv'ed by her 
Sit unmolested on his staff.—Innocent!— t‘wn hand ! 


If he were innocent—then he would 
tremble 


[Reads upon the staff. 
“ I am eves to the blind, saith the Lordt 


And be disturbed, as I am. (Ttirn/nf’ He that puts his trust in me shall not 


aside). I have read 

% M . ■ a. « ■ 


fail ! ” 


In Story, what men now alive have wit- Ves, be it so ;—repent and be forgiven— 
ness^, . I God and that staff arc now thy only 

How, vrhm the People's mmd was racked j guides. 


with doubt. 


[He leaves Herbert on the Moor. 


Aj^ DW made to the great Judge : scene, an eminence, a Be9con on the 

the Accused summit • 

naked feet walked over burning ** 

' I^a^hares. Lacv. Wallace, LEKNOX.rfc.^ie. 

Here a ^aKanby Natufe’shand prepared Several of the Band (confusedly). But 

For a like trial, but more merciful. patience ! 

Why else have I been ied to this bleak One of the Band. Curses on that 
Waste ? Traitor, Oswald !— 

Bare is it,' u^thout house or track, l^d Our Captain made a prey to foul de> 
deetitute • vice!— , 

Of obvious shelter, as a shipleHs sea. Len. (to Wal.). His tool, the Wander- 


destitute vice!— , 

Of obvious shelter, as a shipleHs sea. Len. (to Wal.). His tool, the Wander- ■' 

Hem. will 1 leave him-^here—All-seeing ing Beggar, made last night 

God'1 - A 4 >lain confession, such as leaves no 

as is, and sore pvplcxed es 1 am, doubt, 

1 wm Qopimil him to tius final Ordeal /— Knowing what otherwise we know too , 
He heard tttVoioe^-i^a'sliepfaerd-lad came well.,, v 

to'l^ ; That shd revealed the truth. Stand by < 

And w«i^^ why not ■ me now; , ' ; 


He heard n*VoiM*«:4a 's1iepfaerd-lad came 
And warht# why not 

' '■ 'v ■ 'it 

'V, ■' .. ," 


For rutbv 1 have 4 nest pf yi|N5ra 

* ' ^ k -t \ ^ ~ ^ f 
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JJetween Iny breast-plate and my sjfdln, 
than majke 

Oswald my special enemy, if you 
Deny me your support. 

Lacy. We have been fooled— 

But lor the motive ? 

^ Wal. Natures such as his 

Spin motives out of their own bowels, 
Lacy! 

t leam'd this when I was a Confessor., 

I know him well; there needs no other 
motive 

Than that most strange incontinence in 
crime » 

Which haunts this Oswald. Power is 
life to him 

And breath and being ; where he cannot 
govern. 

He will destrov. 

Lacy, To have been trapped like 
moles ! — 

Yes, you arc right, we need not hunt lor 
motives : 

There is no crime from which this man 
would shrink ; 

He recks not human law; and I have 
noticed 

That often when the name of God is 
uttered, 

A sudden blankness overspreads his face. 

Z.«n. Yet, reasoner as he is, his pride 
has built 

Some uncouth superstition of its own. 

Wal. 1 have seen traces of it. 

Len. Once he headed 

.A band of Pirates in the Norwav feas ; 
And when the King of Denmark sum¬ 
moned him 

To the oath of fealty. I well remember; 
’Twas a strange answer that he made, 
he said, < 

I hold of spirits, atnd the Sun in heaven.” 

JLary. He is no madman. 

Wei. A most subtle doctor 

Were th^ man. who could draw the line 
that parts 

' Pride and. her daughter, Cruelty, from 
Madness, 

'That should be scourged, not pitied. 
Restless Minds, 

Such Minds as find amid their fellow-men 
No heart that loves them, none that they 
’ . can love. 

Will turn perforce and seek for sympathy 
Jn dim relation to imagined Beings. 

Otte of the Band. What if he mean to 
' ' offer up our Captain 
'.. A;! expiaflo^ and a sacrifice 
th^ lufonal fiends ! 

Now, if the evcht 
be as Lennox has foretold, then 
'i' serear, [wounds 

?‘ 11 y‘Fri«sds, ^is heart shall h|tve as i^any 


ki 


Aj? tho^e are daggers lieie, . ' -V. 
Lacy. What need of swearkog J . 

One of the Bdnd. Let us away I 5 

An'-ther. . 

A third. Hark I how the holms 
Of those Scotch Rovers eChb through 
the vale. 

Lacy. Stay you behind; and whm 
the sun is down. 

Light up this beacon. ^ 

One of the Band. You shall be'obdybd. 

'IThey go ^togdk^. 


Scene, the 


Wood on 
Moor. 


the edge of t}a' 


Marmadvkb (oAhw). 

Mar^ ,^eep, deep vast 


titans' 


beyond human thought. 

Yet calm.—I could believe, that 
was here 

The only quiet heart ^ earth. In terror. 
Remembered terror, there is peace and 
rest. * 

* '• .n 

r ^ 

Enter CtavrM.,\. " 

Osw. Ha ! my dear Captain. 

Mare- A later* meeting. Oswald, 
Would have been better timed. 

0.1W. AloneP I See ; 

You have done your duty. I had hopes, 
which now, 

1 feel that you will justify. 

Mar. I had fears. 

From which I have freed myself—^bui ' 
’tis my wish 

To be alone, and therefore we must part. 
Osw. Nay, then—I am mistaken. 
There’s a weakness 

About you still; you talk of solitude-^'' 
I am your friend. 

Mar. .What need of this assurance 
At any time ? and why g^ven now ? ■*.' 

Osw. Because/ . 

You arc now in truth my Mister j ycMi, - 
have taught me 

What there is not anotha: living man 
Had strength to teach;—and therefcffie/ 
gratitude © 

Is bold, and would relieve itself by 
praise. 

Mar. Wherefore press this tsu me ? ' ’' • 
*Vsw. . . because 1 feet^ 

I oat you have shown, arai by. a si^^ud 
instance, ' ' ’ 

How they who woiild' be,,^ist.,tnust sca ¬ 
the rule- , 

By diving for it Into tfit^ir bim boejn^“v 
To-day you haw ^bwn cmH a tyrmur *. 
That hves but inmeterpid adq^e'— 

Of our the tj 

Of the worl4‘t.'j|Nil^eca,.WTO’ 
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Sf winch they uphold then craft from 
am to an: 

Von have Obeyed the only* law that 
V senee . 

^bmits to recognise; the immediate 
law, 

^Tom the clear light of circumstances, 
i • flashed * 

ijpon an independent Intellect. 
Henceforth new prospects open on \our 

* I%th: • 

Yovw faculties should grow with the 
ddinand i 

I still Will be your^iend, will cleave to 
you 

Through good and evil, obloquy and 
scorn. 

Oft as thfi^^are to follow on*your steps 
Mar. i would be left alone. * 

^ Osw. [exulttngly). I know your mo 

* tives' 

1 not of the^orld’s presumptuous 
judges, ^ 

Who dam*! %here they can neither see 
nor feela * 

With a hawl%e9ted* jgnnrance yqur 
Straggles .>• 

1 witness’d, and^now hail yous a ictory. 
Mar. Spare me awhile that greeting 
OsW. It may be 

That some there are, squeamish, haU- 
thinkin^owards. 

Who will turn pale upon you, call you 
murderer. 

And you wiU walk in solitude among 
them, 

A mighty eyilfM* a strong-bmlt mind'— 
Join twenty tapers of unequal height. 
And hght them jomed, and you will see 
the less 

How *tw3ll bum down the taller; and 
they all 

Shall loey upon the tallest Sohtude *— 
The Eagle lives m Solitude 1 
Mar. . Even so, 

The Sparrow so on the house-top, and 1, 
Iba weakest of God's creatures, stand 
resolved 

To abide the Issue of my act, alone. 

Osw. Now would you ? and for ever ? 
—My young Friend. 

M time advances either we become 
Thej^^^o^ masters of our own j^t 

^P^omhlp we must have, wdimg or no ; 
And il good Angels fail, slack m their 
duty, 

tarn our faces where we may. 
Axe still fgrthconung^ some which, 
though they hear 

Itt^names, can lender no ill services. 

’•^**** themselves 

JA 




&> meet extremes in this mysterious 
* world. 

And opposites thus melt mto each other. 

Mar. Time, since Man first drew 
breath, has never moved 
With such a weight upon has wings as 
now; 

But they will soon be lightened. 

Osw Ay, look up— 

,Cast round >ou your mind’s eye, and you 
will learn 

Fortitude is the child of Enterprise: 
Great ai tions move our admiration, 
• chieflv 

Because they carry in themselves an 
earrrnt 

That we can suffer greatly. 

Mar Very true. 

Osw Action IS transitory—a step, a 
blow. 

The motion of a muscle—this way or 
that— 

*Tis done, and in the after-vacancy 
We wonder at ourselves like men be- 
ti ayed 

SufTermg is permanent, obscure and dark, 
\nd shares the nature of infinitv. 

Mar. Truth and 1 foci it. 

Osw. What' if you had bid 

Eternal farewell to unmingled joy 
And the hght dancing of the thoughtless 
heart. 

It IS the toy of fools, and httle fit 
For such a world as this. The wise 
abjure 

All thoughts whose idle composition 
lives 

In the entire forgetfulness of pam. 

—I see I have disturbed you. 

Mar. By no means. 

Osw. Compassion —pity ’—^pnde can 
do without them : 

And what if you should never know them 
more ’— 

He IS a punv soul who, feekog pain, 
Finds ease because another Teels ^ too. 
If e er I open out this heart of mine 
It shall be fur a nobler end—to teach 
And not to purchase puling sympathy. 

—Nay. you are pale. 

Mar. It may be so. 

Osw. Kemorse— 

It cannot hve with thought; think on, 
think on. 

And it will die. What I m this universe. 
Where the least thmgs control the 
greatest, where 

The faintest breath that breathes eah 
move a world; 

What! feel remorse, where, if a cat had 
snaeaed, 

A leaf had fallen, the tfrUig 1 m 4 never 

^ m 
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- — -- r' -' — - 

Whose verjr shadow gnaws us to the 
vitals. ' 

Mar. NoWfWhitber are you wandering ? 
That a man, 

So used to suit bis language to the time. 
Should thus so widely diner from him¬ 
self— 

It is most strange. 

'* Osw. Murder !—what's in the world!— 
I have no cases by me ready made 
To*<fit all deeds. Carry him to th^ 
* Camp !— 

shallow project;—you of late liave seen 
More deeply, taught us that the insti¬ 
tutes 

Of Nature, by a cunning usurpation 
Banished from human intercourse, exist 
Only Hi our relations to the brutes 
That make the fields their dwelling. If 
a snake 

- Crawl from beneath our feet we do not 

ask - 

A license to destroy him : our good 
governors 

- Hedge in the life of every pest and 

plague 

’ That bears the shape of man ; and for 
what purpose. 

But to protect themselves from extir- 
pation ?— 

This flimsy barrier you have overleaped. 
Mar. My Office is fulfilled—the Man 
is now 

Delivered to the J udge of all things. 

Osw. Dead I 

Mar. I have borne my burthen to its 
destined end. 

Osw. This instant we'll return to our 
Companions— 

Oh how I long to see their faces again ! 

Enter Idonea, with Pilgrims, who cotainwe fkeir 

journey. 


Idon. (after some time). What, Mar- 
maduke! now thou art mine for ever./ 
And Oswald, too! (To Marmaduke). 

Cn will we to my Father 
With the glad tidings which this day 
hath brought; 

We'll go together, and, such proof 
received 

. Of his own rights restored, his gratitude 
To Ckjd above will make him feel for ours. 

Osw. I interrupt you ? 

Jdon. Think not so. 

' Mar. Idonea, 

{'That' I should ever live to see this 
momAit I 

Forgive me.—Oswald knows it 
all—he knows. 

Word of that unhappy letter fell 
drop froth my heSrt. 


•;> i 


‘•Oiwp;- 


’Tw'as ev4?h so. 




Mar. I have much to say, but for '" 
' whose ear ?-Hnot thine. ' ^ - 

Idon. Ill can 1 bear that. look-r^ 
Plead for me, Oswald 1 . 

You are my Father's Friend. 

(To Maruaduke.) Alas, you know 
And never can you know, how muhh ho 
loved *106. ► 

Twice had he been to nae a father, twice 
Had given me breath, and was 1 not tq^ 
His daughter, ^once his daughter 
could I withstand ^ 

HLs pleading face, and feel his fiasping 
arms, ^ 

And hear his prayer that 1 woidcL not 
forsake him 

In his «>ld age- [Hides her face. 

Mar. l^ticnce—HeaveHj^fant me 
patSshce !— 

She weeps, she weeps— my brain shall 
burn for hours ® 

Ere I can shed a tear. ,, 

Idon. ^I was a woman ; 

And, balancing the hopes* that are the 
ded/est ■ , 

To womankind wi^h dlrtyt -to, my Father, 

1 yielded up tho^ precious hopes, which ■ 
nought ^ 

On earth could else have wrested from 
me :—^if erring, ' t 

Oh let me be forgiven ! 

Alar. 1 do forgive thee. 

Idon. But take me to^your arms'— 
this breast, alas ! 

It throbs, and you have a heart that 
does not feel it. 

Mar. (exuHingly). She is innocent^ 

[He embraces her. 


Osw. (aside). Were 1 a Moradist, 

1 should make wondrous revolution 
here; 

It were a quaint experiment to show" 

The beauty of truth— [addressing them. 

1 see I interrdpt you ; 

1 shall have business with you, M^ma- 
duke; ' • ‘ ^. 

Follow me to the Hostel. [Exit Oswald. '■ 
Idon. MarmjfjdulG^ 

This is a happy day. My Father soon 
Shall sun himself before his native 
doors; . ' ' . 

Thf* lame, the hungry, will be welcomcMl^\ 
t. there. - ^ 

No more ,^all he complaiii of 
strength, ", 

Of thoughts that fail, and a decaying 
heart; iSW ' 

His good works^wiU be balm and , 

Mar. This is most strange .1-^ loiigir-/;!: 
not what it was, . ' ' i S = 

But there was somethipg «*rfai^ nfCItt'c ! 

, , « ‘ f" • ’ * ’,» ' I 

■ ■ jk ' , 1. ‘ V .V t ' ■ ' , • 
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wIrt innocent. 


Ha I what sound is that ? 


/doth 


Ohr taeaveos l you’ve been deccSvedi 


How innocent!— I Ti%es creaking in the wind (but none are 


h^e) 


Afar. 


* Thou art a Woman, Send forth such noises—and that weary 


T(al>rins perdition on the imiverse. bell i 

I^hn. Already I’ve been punished to Surely some evil Spirit abroad to- 
the height night 

4>f mV offence. ISmiliitg affectionately. Is ringing it—’twould stop a Saint in 
Tsee you love me still, prayer. 


beUi 


the height 
Of mV offence. 


[Smiling affectionately. 
Tsee you love me still, 


I^see you love me still, prayer. 

The labours of my hand are still your i^d that—what is it ? never was sound 
• j A; • * so like 

BethA^ you of the hour when on your A human groan. Ha ! what is here ? 


shmilder 

I hung this belt. • 

[Pointing to the belt on which was suspended Her- 
aaaT'a scrip. • 


Poor Man.— 

Murdered! alas! speak—speak, I am your 
friend : 

No answer—hush—lost wretch, he lifts 
his hand 


Mar. Mercy of Heaven! [Sinfts. ♦ k- s. ^ ttr t * u - \ 

I don. w^What aUs you! [Distractedly. And Ja\'Sit to his he^—(Knedsto htm). 

Mar. The scrip that held his food, and , ' pray you speak ! 


m I forgot 

To give it back again ! 
fdon. Whik mt 


T pray you speak ! 

W’hat has befallen you ? 

Her. [feebly]. A stranger has done this. 


fdon. Whmt mean your words ? And m the arms of a stranger I must die. 

Afar. I kvw not what I said—all /iW- . Nay. think not so : come, let me 
may be well. • “P' htm. 

Idan. Thafsniila hat& life in itThis is» a dismal place well that is 
Mar.. ^This roaiA is perilous; , well— 

I will attend ftfu to a Hut that stands ^ was too fearful—take me for your 


Near the wood’* edge—rest Cherc to- 
i^ght, I pray you : 

For me, I have business, as you heard, 
with Oswald, 

But will return to you by break of 
day. [Exeunt. 


guide 

And your support—my hut is not far 
off. 

[Draws him gently off the stage. 


ACT IV 

Scene, A desolate prospect—a ridge of 
rocAsi-^ Chapel on the summit of one — 
Moon behind the rocks—ntght stormy — 
irregular sound of a bell — Herbert 
entsrs exhausted. 


Scene, A room intheHostel — Marmaduke 
and Oswald. 

Mar. But for Idoiiea!—I have cause 
to thuik 

_ That she is innocent. 

stormy _ Leave that thought awhile, 

Herbert As one of those beliefs which in their 
• hearts 


Her. That Chapel-beU in merer seemed Lovers lock up as pearls, though oft no 
to guide me, ' better 


But now it mocks my steps ; its fitful Than feathers clinging to their points of 
stroke passion. 

scarcely be the work of human hands. This day’s event has laid ^n me the 

Help, me, ye Men, upon the cliffs, if duty 

such O* opening out my story; you must 


Ther# be who pray nightly before the 
Altar. [place i 

Oh that 1 had but strength to reach the 


passion. 

V hands. This day’s event has laid on me the 

jiiifs if * 

‘ ’ Of opening out my story ; you must 

ore the hear it, 

[place 1 And without further preface.—In my 


vouth. 


child—my child—dark—dark—I Except for that abatement which is paid 


■ faint—wind— * 

Inese stifling blasts—God help me !* 
Enter Bldred, 

JEW. ' Better this bare rock 


By envy as a tribute to desert. 

I was the pleasure of all hearts, the 
darling 

Of every tongue—as you are now. 
You’ve heard 


Tl^ugh 4t were tottering over a man’s That I embarked for Syria. On our 


head. 


^ voyage 

Than k figpl case of dungeon walls for Was hatched among the crew a foul 
s h(rit<g’ . Conspiracy 

doling. Agiiinst my honour, in the which our 

.Captain ^ 


Conspiracy 

Agiiinst my honour, in the which our 
Captain ^ 
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Was. I believed, ptrime Agent. The 
wind fell; « 

We lay becalmed week after week, until 
The water of the vessel was exhausted ; 
I felt a doflble fever in mv veins. 

Yet rage suppressed itidf ji—to a deep 
EtiUness 

.Did my pride tame my pride ;—^for many 
days. 

On a dead sea under a burning sky, > 

I brooded o’er my injuries, deserted * 
By man and nature ;—if a breeze had 
blown, 

it might have found its way into nnr 
. heart, 

And I had been—no matter—do you 
. mark me ? 

Mar. Quick—to the point—if any un¬ 
told crime 

Doth haunt your memory. 

Osw. Patience, hear me further 
One day in silence did we drift at noon 
By a bare rock, narrow, and white, and 
bare ; 

No food was there, no drink, no grass, 
no shade. 

No tree, nor jutting eminence, nor form 
Inanimate large as tlie body of man. 
Nor any living thing whose lot of life, 
Might stretch beyond the measure of one 
moon. 

To dig for water on the spot, the Cap¬ 
tain 

Landed with a small troop, myself being 
one : 

There I reproached him with his treach¬ 
ery- 

imperious at all times, his temper rose ; 
He struck me ; and that instant had 
1 killed him. 

And put an end to his insolence, but mj; 
Comrades 

Rushed in between us : then did I 
insist 

(All hated him, and 1 was stung Ao 
madness) 

ThaV^e should leave him there, alive !— 
we did so. 

Mar. And he was famished ? 

Osw. Naked was the spot; 

Methinks I see it now—how in the sun 
Its stony surface glittered like a shield ; 
And in that miserable place we left him, 
Alone but for a swarm of minute crea¬ 
tures 

Not one of which could help him while 
alive. 

Or mourn him dead. 

Mar. A man by men cast off, 

Left without burial! nay, not dead nor 
dying. 

But standing, talking, stretching forth 
his azii». 


In all things like ourselves, but in the 
• agony ' - 

With whira he called for mercy,; and-*-' 
even so— . 

He was forsaken ? . * < 

Osw. There is a power in sounds: 

The cries he uttered might have stopped 
the tmat • ^ 

That bore us through the water- 

Mar. * You returned 

Upon that dismay hearing—did yqrinoii? 
Osw. Some scoffed at him ^with 
hellish mockery, p 

And laughed so lou^ it seemed that ;^e 
smooth sea ^ 

Did from some distant region echo us. 

Mar. We all are of one blood, our , 
veins .ire filed 

At the ffidnic poisonous founCdkn I 
Osw. 'Twas an island 

Only by sufferance of the winds aifd 
waves, 

Which with their fo&n could cover it 
at will. *• 

I knowK not hov’ he peris^d ; but the 
calm, ,, t*-' m “ 

The same dead *calm, ^qntinued -many 
days. 

Afar. ‘But his own ctime had brought 
on him this doom, t 

His wickedness prepared it; these ex¬ 
pedients 

Are terrible, yet ours is not the fault. 

Osw. l‘he man was famished, and 
was innocent! 

Mar. Imiiussible ! 

Osw. The man had never wronged me. 
Mar. Banish the thought, crush it, 
and be at peace. 

His guilt was marked—these things 
could never be 

Were there nut eyes that see, and for 
good ends, 

Where ours are baffled. 

Osw. I had been deceived. 

Afar. And from that hour the miser¬ 
able man 

No more was heard of ? 

Osw. 1 had been belayed. 

Mar. And he found no deliverance! 
Osw. The Crew 

Gave me a hearty wdcome : they had 
A laid 

Tke plot to rid themselvesf at any cost. 
Of a tyran^^ic Master whom they loathe^ 
So we pursued our voyage : when wo 
landed. 

The tale was sxiread abroad { my power 
at once • • 

Shrunk from me; plans and schomos^ 
and lofty bopes-^ 

AU vanished. I gave vrAv-^gAo you 
I attend? . 
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The Crew deceived you ? 

Osw. ^ Nay» command yourself. 
Mar. It’u a dumal night-^how the 
■ wind^-howls ! 

VSu>. 1 hid my head within a Con- 

• vent, there 

Lay passive as a dormouse in mid winter. 
That was no life for me—1 ^was o’er- 
• thrown, - 
But not destroyed. 

^far^ The proofs—you ought to have 

se^ * 

The —^have touched it—felt it at 

your heart— 

As I have done. * 

Osw. A fresh tide of Crusaders 
Drove hy the place of my Iretreat: 

- three nights ^ 

Did consta/ftnieditation dry iny^lood ; 
Three sleepless nights I passed in suund- 
• ing on. 

Through words and things, a dim and 

• perilous way m 

And, wheresqf’cr I turned me, I beheld 
A slavery compared to^hich tlie duii- 
geon . ^ , 

And cl/mking cliains .ara perfect liberty. 
You understanfl*iue—I was comtorted : 
I saw that every possible shape of 
a^ion 

Mightmad to good—I saw it and burst 
forth 

Thirsting for some of those exploits 
that fill 

The earth for sure redemption of lost 
peace. 

, [Marking Makhadoke’s countenance. 

Nay, you have had the worst. Ferocity 
Subsided in a moment, like a wind 
That drops down dead out of a sky it 
vexed. 

And yet 1 bad within me evermore 
A saUent spring of energy; I mounted 
From action up to action with a mind 
That never rested—wijthoiit meat or 
drink 

Have 1 lived many days—my sleep 
was bound 

To purposes of reason—not a dream 
But hm a continuity and substance 
Isat waking life bad never power to give. 
Mar. Q wretched Human-kind !— 
Until the mi^tery . _ 

Of all this world is solved, well may ^ 
envy 

Ine worm, that, undemeatlf a stone 
whose weight 

Would crush the lion’s paw with mortal 
^guish, , 

Doth lodge, %nd feed, and coil, and 
sleep, in safety. 

Fell not the wrath of Heaven upon 
thos# teiitaics ? 


- Osw. Give not to them a thought. 

• From Palestine 

We marched to Syria : oft 1 left the 
Camp, 

When all that multitude of hearts was 
still. 

And followed on, through woods of 
gloomy cedar, 

Into deep chasms troubled by roaring 

• streams ; 

Dr from the top of Lebanon surveyed 
The inooiiUght desert, and the moonlight 
sea : 

In these my lonely wanderings I per- 
• ceived 

What mig)jty objects do impress their 
forms . 

To elevate our intellectual being; 

And felt, if aught on earth deserves a 
curse, 

’Tis that worst principle of ill which 
dooms 

A thing so great to perish self-consumed- 
—S<j much for niy remorse ! 

Mar. Unhappy Man ! 

Osw. When from these forms 1 turned 
to contemplate 

Tlie World's opinions and her usages, 

I seemed a Being who had passed alone 
Into a region of futurity. 

Whose natural element was freedom- 

Mar. Stop—- 

I mav not, cannot, follow thee. 

Osw. You must. 

I had been nourished by the sickly food 
Of popular applause. I now perceived 
That we arc praised, only as men in us 
Do recognise some image of themselves, 
An abject counterpart of what they are. 
Or the empty thing tin at they would wish 
to be. 

r felt that merit has no surer test 
Than obloquy ; that, if we nvish to serve 
The world in substance, not deceive by 
show. 

We must become obnoxious t» its hate,. 
Or fear disguised in simulated sconi^ 

Mar. I pity, can forgive, you ; but. 
those wretches— 

That monstrous perfidy! 

Osw. Keep down your wrath. 

False Shame discarded, spurious Fame 
despised. 

Twin sisters both of Ignorance, I found 
Life stretched before me smooth as^ 
some broad way 

Qeared for a monarch’s progress. 
Priests might spin 

Their veil, hut not for me—‘twas in 
fit place 

Among its kindred cobwebs. I had 
hccxi, [land. 

And in that dream had left my native 
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Otte of Love’s simple bondsmen—the 
soft chain r 

Was off for ever; and the men. from 
whom 

Thte liberation came, you would destroy : 
Join mein thanks for their blind services. 

Afar. -’Tis a strange aching that, when 
we would curse 

And cannot.—You have betrayed me— 
I have done— , 

I am content—I know that he is guile¬ 
less— 

That both are guiltless, without spot 
or stain. 

Mutually consecrated. Poor old Marf! 
And 1 bad heart for this, because thou 
.. lovedst 

Her who from very infancy had been 
Light ^to thy path, warmth to thy 
blood !—Together 

[Turning to Oswald. 

We propped his steps, he leaned upon us 
both. 

Osto. Ay, we are coupled by a chain 
of adamant ; 

Let us be follow-labourcrs, then, to 
enlarge 

Mall’s intellectual empire. Wc subsist 
In slavery ; all is slavery : we receive 
Laws, but we ask not whence those 
laws have come ; 

We need an inward sting to goad us on. 

Afar. Have you betrayed me ? Speak 
to that. 

Osw. The mask. 

Which for a season I have stooped 
to wear. 

Must be cast off.—Know then that 
I was urged, 

(For other impulse let it pass) wa^ 
driven, 

To seek for sympathy, because I saw 
In you a mirror t»f my youtiifiil self ; 

1 would have made us equal once ag.;,in. 
But that etas a vain hope. You have 
OJtruck home. 

With a few drops of blood cut short 
the business : 

Therein for ever you must yield to me. 
But what is dune will sai’c you from 
the blank 

Oi living without knowledge that you 
live: 

Now you are suffering—for the future 
day, 

’Tis his who will command it.—Think 
of my story— 

Herbwt is innoient. 

Mar. (in a iaint voi:e, and doubtingly). 
You do but echo 
My ow'h wild words ? 

Osw. Young Man, the seed must lie 


Hid in the earth, or there can be no 
» harvest; 

'’Tis Nature’s law. What 1 hgye done 
in darkness* 

I will avow before the face Of day. * 
Herbert is innocent. * 

Mar. What fiend could prompt 

This action ? Innocent I—oh. breaking 
heart!— 

.Alive or dead. I’ll find him. [Exit. 
Osw. Aljve—perdition ! ^ [Exit. 


Scene, The inside of a poor (Zuagg. 

Eleaitor and \dokea seated. ^ 

Idon. ^The storm beats hard->-Mercy 
for poor or rich. 

Whose heads are shelterlei^in. such a 
ni^t! 

A Voice without. Holla! to bed, 
good Folks, within 1 • 

Elea. O save ips ! 

Idon. What can tins mean ? 

Elea. Alas, for my podf husband !— 
Wc’ll have a 'counting ^f our flocks 
to-morrow ; * • 

The wolf keeps*" festival, these stormy 
nights : 

Be calm, sweet Lady, they arc wassailers 
[The voices die away in the distance- 
Ketuniiiig from their Feast—my heart 
beats so— 

A noise at midnight does so frighten me. 
Idon. Hush ! [Listening. 

Elea. They are gone. On such a 
night, my husband. * 

Dragged from his bed, was cast into 
a dungeon. 

Where, hid from me, he counted many 
years, 

A criminal in no one’s eyes but theirs— 
Not even in theirs—whose brutal 
violence 

So dealt with him. 

Idon. I have a noble Friend, 

First among youths of knightly breed¬ 
ing, One 

Who lives but to protect the weak or 
injured. • 

There again ! [Listening. 

Elea. ’Tis my husband’s foot. Good 
Eldred 

HeL a kind heart; ■but his ^prisonment 
HAs made him fearful, and he^U never be 
The man 1 m was. ^ • 

Idon. I will retire ;—good night 1 

goes within. 

Enter Eldi^ed (hides a bundle). f ^ . 
Eld. Nof yet in bed," Eleanor!-— 
there are stains in that ffock which 
must be washed out. ^ _ 

Elen. What has befallen you r 
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Eld. I am belated, and you mu§t 
know the taiuse— {speaking low) that 
is the blood of an unhappy Mail. 

. Etta. OH! . we are undone for ever. 

^d. Heaven forbid that 1 should 
lift my hand against any man. Eleanor, 
1 have shed tears to-night, and it coin- 
fOTts nSe to think of it. 

Elea, Where, where is he ? 

Eld. I have done him no harm, 
blit—will be fongiven me; it 
would^ot have been so once. 

Elea. %ou have not buried anything ? 
You are no richer than when you left 
me ? 

Eld. Be at peace : I am iiinocant. 

Elea. Then God be thanked— 

[A^'hi^lf^ause ; she ftMs v/lt» neck. 

Eld. To-night I met with an old Man 
lying stretched upon the ground - -a 
sad spectacle : I raised him up with a 
hop8 that we migh» shelter and restore 
him. • 

Elea, [as if ready to r^n). Wfeere is 
he ? You w^n a^lc ti> bring him 
all the. way with you;* Jet us return. 
I can help you. * • 

• [Eldrku shakes^u. head. 

Eld.f'iJc did not seem to wish for 
life : as I ivas struggling on, by the 
light of the moon I saw the stains of 
• blood upon my clothes—he w'aved his 
iiand, as if it were all useless ; and I 
let him sink again to the ground. 

Elea. Oh that I had been by your 
side ! 

Eld. I tell you nis hands and his 
body ^^ere cold—how could I disturb 
his last moments ? he strove to turn 
from me as if he wished to settle into 
sleep. 

Elea. But, for the stains of blood— 

Eld. He must have fallen, I fancy, 
for his head was out; but 1 think his 
malady was cold and hunger. 

Elea. Oh, Eldred, 1 shall never be 
able to look up at this roof in storm or 
fair but I shall tremble. 

'■ Eld.^s it licit enough that my ill 
snrs have kept me abroad to-night 
till this hour ? 1 come home, and this 
is my comfort I 

Elea. But did he say nothing whl^i 
n^ght have set you at ease ? 

Eld. 1 thought he grasped ^y hand 
while he was muttering something 
about his Child—his Daughter— [start¬ 
ing ms if he heard a noise). What is 
that ? • 

Elea. £l<!bed, you are a father. 

Eld. God know^ what was in my 
heart, aiftl not curse my son for 
my Bak». 
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E^ea. But you prayed by him ? 
you waited the hour of his release ? 

'Eld. The night was wasting fast; 
I have no friend ; 1 am spited by the 
world—his wound terrified me—^if I 
had brought him along with me, and 
he had died in my arms !—I am sure I 
heard something breathing—and this 
c'liair ! 

^lea. Oh. Eldred, you will die alone. 
You will have nobody to close your 
eyes—no hand to grasp yejur dying 
baud—I shall be in my" grave. A 
cuirse will attend us all. 

Eld. Have you forgot your own. 
troubles when 1 was in the dungeon ? 

Elea. And you left him alive ? 

Eld. Alive i—the damps of death 
were u]>ou him—he could not have 
survivoil an hour. 

Elea. In the cold, cold night. 

Eld. [in a savage lone). Ay, and 
his head was bare; 1 suppoas you 

would have had me lead my bonnet 
to cover it.—You will never rest till 
I am brought to a felon’s eJid. 

Elea. Is there nothing to be done ? 
rannot we go to the Convent ? 

Eld. \y. and say at once that 1 mur¬ 
dered him ! 

Elea. Eldred. I know that ours is 
the only house upon the Waste j let 
us t.ike heart ; tins Man may be rich ; 
and could he be saved by our means, 
his gratitude may reward us. 

Eld. ’Tis ail in vain. 

Elea. But let us make the attempt. 
This old Man may have a wife, and 
he may have childien—let us return 
to the spot ; we may restore him, and 
l»ts eyes may yet open upon those that 
love. him. 

Eld. He will never open them more ; 
e,\’en when he spoke to me, he kept 
them firmly sealed as if he Jiad been 
blind. ® 

Idon. [rushing out.) It is, it is^my 
Father— 

Eld. We are betrayed [looking at 
Idonea). 

E'lea. His Daughter ! — Gi^d have 
mercy ! [turning to Idonea). 

Idon. [sinking down). Ob ! lift me 
up and carry me. to the place. 

Y'on are safe ; the whole world shall not 
harm you. * 

Elea. This Lady is his Daughter. 

E'ld. [moved), i’ll lead you to the 
spot. 

Idon. [stringing up). Alive 1—you 
heard him breathe ? quick, quick— 

lExeunt. 

——— 

i 

\ ' 
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ACT V 

Scene, A wood on the edge'of the Waste. 

Enter Oswald and a Forester. 

For. lie leaned upon the bridge that 
spans the glen. 

And down into the bottom cast his eye, 

That fastened there, as it would check 
the current. 

Osw. He listened too; did you not 
say he listened ? * 

For. As if there came such moaning 
from the flood 

As is heard often after stormy nights. 

' Osw. But did he utter nothing ? 

For. See; him there ! 

* Marmaduke appearing. 

Afar. Buzz, buzz, ye black and 
winged freebooters ; 

That is no substance which ye settle 
on ! 

For. His senses play him false ; 
and see, his arms 

Outspread, as if to save himself from 
tailing !— 

Some terrible phantom I believe is now 

Passing before him, such as Ood will 
not 

Permit to visit any but a man 

Who has been guilty r»f some horrid 
crime. 

IMarvadcke disappears , 

Osw. The game is up !— 

For. If it he needful. Sir, 

I will assist you to lay hands upon him. 

Osw. No, no, my Friend, you may 
pursue your business— 

’Tis a poor wretch of an unsettled mind. 

Who has a trick of straying from his 
keepers ; 

We must be gentle. Leave him to 
my care. 

\ Exit . Forester. 

If his own eyes play false with .him, 
thes^reaks , 

Of fanc3r shall be quickly tamed by 
•vnine ; 

The goal is reached. My Master shall 
become 

A shadow of myself—made by myself. 


Scene, The edge of the Moor. 

Marmaduke and Eldred enter from opposite 
sutes. 

Mwr. (raising his eyes and perceiving 
Eldeed). In any corner of this 
Savage Waste, 

Have you. good Peasant, seen a blind 
old Man? 

Eld. 1 heard- 

Mar. V<ni heard him, where ? when 
heard h^a ? 


.Eld. As you know. 

The first hours of last night were rough 
wiA storm; . • ■ 

I had been out in search 1o£ a Stray, 
heifer: ■ 

Returning late, I heard a moaning 
soiled ; 

Then, thinking that my fancy Ifad dt' ' 
ceived me, 

I hurried on, when straight a second 
moan, • f * 

A human voice distinct, stru^'^in my 
ear. * 

So guided, distanUa few steps, I fSiand 
An aged Man, and such as yon describe* 
Mart You heard !—he called you to 
him ? Of all men 

The be^ and kindest where ift 

h“? guide me, ^ 

That I may see him. ^ 

Eld. On a ridge of rocks 

A lonesome Chapel sWnds, deserted tvaw : 
The bell is left, which ^no one dares 
rmiove : 

And, when thd storm.v "wCnd blows o'er 
the peak, , • ^ * 

It rings, as if a human band were there 
To pull the cord. fl guess be must 
have heard it ; 

And it had led him tow’ards thepfeciric® 

I To climb up to the spot whence the sound 
came ; 

But he had failed through weakness. 
From his hand 

His staff had dropped, and close upon 
the brink 

Of a small pool of water he was laid, 

As if he had stooped to drink, and so 
remained 

Without the strength to rise. 

Mar. Well, well, he live 

And all is safe : what said he ? 

Eld. But few words : 

He only spake to me of a dear Daughter, 
Who, so he feared, would never see him 
more ; 

And of a Stranger to him, One by whom 
He had been sore misused ; but he for¬ 
gave f 

The wrong and the wrong-doer. You 
are troubled— 

Perhaps .you are his son ? 

dfar. The All-seeing knows, 

I*did not think he had a living Child-— 
But whither did you carry lum ? * 

Eld. He was tom, 

His head was bruised, and there was 
blood about him — — i 

Mar. That ^as no work«of mine. 

Eld. Nor.was it min^ 

Mar. But bad he strength to walk c 
I could have borne nme 

A thousand‘ ' 
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Bid. I am in poverty. 

And knoiv how busy are the tongues 
• of men ; • 

M|h heartaWas willing. Sir, but I am one 
W^ose good deeds will not stand by 
their own light; 

And, though it smote me more than 
• words can tell, * 

1 left him. 

Mar. 1 believe that there are phan- 

• t^s. • 

ThaWm the shape of man do cross our 

pafr 

On evil instigation,,to make sport 
Of our distress—and thou art one of 
them; ^ « 

But things substantial have' so pressed 

on me^^j^ • 

Eld. R[y wife and children cdtne into 
my mind. 

*Mar. Ob Monster ! Monster! there 
, are three of us. 

And we shall howir together. 

{Mfter a pause and in a feeble voice. 

B ft ^ 

• - • •!% , I am deserted 
At my worst need, my crimes have in 
a net * * 

{Pomting to EntanfTled this 

ppor man.—Where was it ? where ? 

{Dragging him along. 


Eld. ’Tis needless . spare your \ io 

leuce. His Daughter- 

Mar. Ay, in the word a thousand 
scorpums lodge : 

This old man had a Daughter. 

Eld. To the spot 

I hurried back with her.— O save me. 
Sir, 

From such a journey !-there was a 

black tree. 

A single tree * she thought it was her 
Father.— 

Oh, Sir, I would not see that hour again 

For twenty hves. The daylight dawned, 
and now-r- 

Nay ; hear my tale, ’tis fit that you 
should hear it- 

As we^pproached. a solitary crow 

l^ose from the spotthe Daughter 
clapped her hands, 

And then 1 heard a shriek so terrible 
f [Marmaduke shrinks ^k. 


'She startled bird quivered« upon the 
wing. 

Mar. Dead, dead 

Od. (a/ter a pause). A dismal mat- 
ter Sir. for me, * 

And seems tne like for you : if ’tis your 
wish. 

I'll lead youtto hie Daughter; but 'twere 
best 


That she should be prepared; I'll go 

* before. ^ 

Mar. There will be need of preparation. 

[Eldred goes off. 

Elea, (enters). Master! 

Your limbs sink under you. shall I 
support you ? 

Mar. (taking her arm). 'Woman, I’ve 
lent my body to the service 

Yi’hich now thou tak'st upon thee. 
God forbid 

That thou shnuldst ever meet a like 
occasion 

Witb such a purpose in thine heart as 
mine was. 

Elea. Oh. whv have I to do with 
things like these ? 

{Exeunt. 


SctxE changes to the door of Eldred's 

cottage —InoNKA seated—enter Eldred. 

Lid. Your Father, L.ady, from a 
wilful hand 

Has met uiikindness; so indeed he 
told me. 

And you remember such was my report; 

From what has just befallen me 1 have 
cause 

To fear the very worst. 

I don. My Father is dead; 

Why dost thou come to me with words 
like these ? 

Eld. A wicked Man should answer 
for his crimes. 

Idon. Thou seest me what I am. 

Eld. It was most heinous. 

And doth call out for vengeance. 

I don. Do not add. 

I prithee, to the harm thou'st done 

. alroadv. 

Eld. Hereafter you will thank me 
for this service. 

Hard by. a Man I met, who, from plain 
proofs 

Of interfering Heaven, I hav^no doubt. 

Laid hands upon your Father, ^t it 
were 

You should prepare to meet him. - 

Idon. I have nothing 

To do with others ’ help me to my 
Father — 

[SA« turns and sees Marmaduke leaning on 
Eleanor — throws herself upon his neck, and 
after some time — 

In joy I met thee, but a few hours past; 

And thus we meet again; one human 
stay 

Is left me still in thee. Nay. shake not 
so. 

Mar. In such a wildernesa—to see no 
thing, 

No, not the pitying moon ! 
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Idon. And perish so. 

Mar. Without a dog .*to moan %'or 
him. 

Idon. Think not of it, 

But enter there and see him how he 
sleeps. 

Tranquil as he had died in his own bed. 
Afar. Tranquil—why not ? 

Idon. Oh, peace ! 

Mar. He is at peace ; 

His body is at rest: there was a yjlot, 

A hideous plot, against the soul ol man : 
It took effect—and yet I baRlod it. 

In some degree. • 

Idon. Between us stemd. T thfuight, 

A cup of consolation, filled fr«m He.acen 
For both our needs ; must 1, and in thy 
presence. 

Alone yiartake of it?—Beloved Marina 
duke ! 

Mar. Give me a reason wli>' the 
wisest thing 

That the earth owns shall never choose 
to die. 

But some one must be near to count 
his groans. 

The wounded deer retires to solitude, \ 
And dies in solitude . all things but man, I 
All die in solitude. 

[Afoving towards the cottage dottr. 

Mysterious tlnd. 

If she had never lived I had not done 
it!— 

Idon. Alas, the thought of such a 
cruel death 

Has overwhelmed him.—I must follow. 

Eld. Lady ! 

You will do well; (she goes) unjust 
suspicion may 

Cleave to this Stranger: if, upon his 
entering. • 

The dead Man heave a groan, or from 
his side '' 

Uplift his hand—that would be evidence. 
Elea. S^ame ! Eldred, shame ! 

Mar. (doth returning). The dead have 
"but one face (to himself). 

And such a Man—so meek and un¬ 
offending— 

Helpless and harmless as a babe : a Man, 
By obvious signal to the world’s pro¬ 
tection. 

Solemnly dedicated—to decoy him ! — 
Idon. Oh, had you seen him living !— 
Mar. " I (so filled 

With horror is this world) am unto thee 
The thing most precious, that it now 
contains : 

Therefore through me alone must be 
revealed 

By whom thy Parent was destroyed, 
Idonea > 

I have the pi;pofs !-— 


Idon. O miserable Father t 

Thou didst command me to bless aU 
mankind; 

Nor to this moment have 1 wist^pd 
Evil to any living thing ; but hear me, * 
Hear me, ye Heavens !— (kneeling) — 
may vengeance haunt the fiend 
For this zflost cruel murder : let him liv^ 
And move in terror of the eleidents ; 

The thunder send him on his knees to 
prayer , » • 

In the open streets, and let hin^hink 
he sees, f w 

If e'er he entereth the bouse of God, 

The roof. se]f-ino\’ea, unsettling o’er his 
herql 

And let him, when he vrould lie down 
at ni^t, 

I'oint t* nis wife the blood-Mo^is on his 
jiillow ! 

Mar. My voice was silent, but i^y 
heart hath joined thee. 

/(fnn. (leaning on ^armaduke). t-eft 
to the mercy of that Ravage Man! 
How rfmld he «caU upon^his Child I— 

O Hriend ! « • • • 

to MARMXnvKE. 

My laitRlul true a^d «nly Comforter. 

Alar. Ay, come to me and we^. (He 
kisses her.) (To ELOKlCn.) Yes, Varlet, 
look. 

The devils at such sights do clap their 
hands. 

LEldred retires alarmed. 

Idon. Thy vest is toni, thy check is 
deadly pale ; 

Hast thou pursued the monster ? 

Mar. I have found him.— 

Oh ! would that thou hadst perished in 
the flames! 

Idon. Here art thou, then can I be 
desolate ?— 

Mar. There was a time, when this 
protecting hand 

Availed against the mighty; never 
more 

Shall blessings wait upon a deed of mine. 
Idon. Wild words for me t<9 hearr 
for me, an orphan, 

Committed to thy guardianship by 
Heaven ; 

A^.if thou hast forgiven mf, let me hopw* 
In this deep sorrow, trust, that I am 
thine* ' ' * 

For closer care;—here, is no malady. 

[ToAing Ais arm. 

Afar. There, ^ a malady^ 

(Striking his hearty and forjthead) And ' 
' here, and here. * 

.A mortal malady.—1 am aecufst * 

.All nature curAes oje* and in my heart 
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Thy»aixsa U fixed; the truth roust be 
JUud bare. 

It^must.be told, and borne- I am the 
- «■ . man^ 

(Aoused, betrayed, but bow it matters 
• not) 

Presumptuous above all that ever 
^ treatbed, * 

who, casting as 1 thought a guilty Person 
Upon Heaven's righteous judgment, did 

• beeome 

An ii^Kument of Fiends. Through me, 
^fiugh me 
Thy Falner perished. 

Idon. Perished—liV what mischance ? 
Mar. Beloved !—if I dared, so would 
I call thee— * 

Conflict must^cease, and, in ^ly frozen 
heart, • • 

The extremes of suffering meet in absu 

* lute peace. 

[Hit gives Iter a UUer. 


Forgive me !—Saints forfpve me. Had 
• 1 thought 

It would have come to this !— 
lion. What brings you hither? 
speak ? 

Beg. (pointing to Marmadukk). This 
innocent Gentleman. Sweet heavens! 
1 told him 

Such tales of your dead Father f—God is 
, my judge, 

lathnught there was no harm : but that 
bad Man, 

He .bribed me with his gold, and looked 
so fierce. 

^^brcy! I said I know not what—oh 
pity m^e— 

I said, sweet Lady, you were not his 
Daughter— 

Pity me, l am haunted ;—thrice this day 

My conscience made me wish to be 
struck blind ; 

And then I would have prayed, and had 


no voice. 


Idon. (readi^ “ Be not surprised if you 
hear that sonie signal^ iudguie»t has 
befallen the ^^iwVjjio galls himself your 
father i he is now with me. as his signa* 
tore will show Tibs tain from conjecture 
till you see me. • • 

• *■ Heruicrt. 

“ Marmaduke.’’ 

The writing Oswald's: the signature 
’ my Father’s : 

(Looks steadily at the paper) And here 
is youts, —or do my eyes deceive 
me ? 

You have then seen my Father ? 

Mar. He has leaned 

Upon this arm. 

'-Idon. Yon led him towards the 
Convent ? 

Mar. That Convent was Stone-Arthur 
Castltj. Thither 

We were his guides. I on that night 
resolved 

That he should wait thy coming till 
the day 

“Of resurrection. 

■ tdo^ Miserable Woman. 

sPoO (jfiickly moved, too c<isilv giving 
way, 

I put denial on thy suit, and hence. 

With the disastrous issue of last night. 
Thy perturbation, and these fraiitic 
words. 

Be calm, I pray thee ! • 

Mar. Osw'ald- 

Name him not. 
* EtOer female Beggar. 

Bee. And &e is dead'^—that Moor— 
how shall I cBoss it ? 

By uigbU bn day, never shall I be able 
To ttey^fhalf gnueAlone.—Good Lady! 


Idon. (to Marmaduke). Was it my 
Father ?■—no, no, no, for he 

Was iiicck and patient, feeVflc, old and 
blind. 

Helpless, and loved me dearer than his 
life. 

—But hear me. For one question, I 
have a heart 

That will sustain me. Did you murder 
him ? 

Mar. No. not by stroke of arm. But 
learn the pixicess : 

Proof alter proof was jiressed upon me : 
guilt 

Made evident, as seemed.by blacker guilt, 

W'hose impious folds envTapped even 
thee ; and truth 

And innocence, embodied in his looks, 

PI is words and tones and gestures, did 
but scrv'c 

With me to aggravate his crimes, and 
heaped 

Kiiin upon the cause for ujiiich they 
pleaded. 

Then pity crossed the path of uiy resmve: 

Confounded. 1 looked up to Heaven, and 
cast, 

IdoTiea ! tin' blind Father, on the Ordeal 

Of the bleak Waste—left him—and so 
he died ! — 

rinoNrA stfdcs senseiess ; Beggar, Eleanor, 
He., crowd round, and bear her off. 

Why may we speak these things, and do 
no more ; 

Why should a thrust of the arm have 
such a power. 

And words that tell these things be heard 
in vain ? 

She is not dead. Why I—if T loved 
this Woman, 
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' 1 would take care ehe never woke again : 
But she WILL wake, ana she Will wt.ep 
for me^ 

And sa^i no blame was mine—and so, 
poor fool, 

Wm waste her curses on another name. 

iHe walhi about distractedly. 

Enur Oswald. 

Osw. (to htmself). Strong to o’ertum 
strong also to build up. [7 'oMarmA' 
nuKK. 

The starts and sallies of our last en¬ 
counter * 

Were natural enough ; but that, I trust. 
Is all gone by. You have c&st off the 
chains 

That fettered your nobility of mind— 
Delivered heart and head ! 

Let us to Palestine ; 
This is a paltry field for enterprise. 

Mar. Ay, what shall we encounter 
next ? This issue— 

*Twas nothing more than darkness 
deepenlug darkness, 

And weakness crowned with the impo¬ 
tence of death !-~ 

Your pupil is, you sec, an apt proficient 
(ironically). 

Start not !—Here is another face hard 
by ; 

Come, let us take a peep at both together. 
And, with a voice at which the dead 
will quake. 

Resound the praise of your morality— 
Of this too much. 

(Drawing Oswald towards the Cottage—stops 
short at the door. 

Men are there, millions, Oswald, 
Who with bare hands would have pluckeA 
out thy heart 

And ffung it to the dogs : but 1 ar^ 
raised 

^ Above, or sunk below, all further sense 
Of provocation. Leave me, with the 
'ia:;ight 

Of that old Man’s forgiveness on thy 
heart. 

Pressing as heavily as it doth on mine. 
Coward 1 have been . know, there lies 
not now 

Within the compass of a mortal thought, 
A deed that 1 would shrink from :— 
but to endure. 

That is my destiny. May it be thine: 

. Thy office, thy ambition, be henceforth 
To feed remorse, to welcome every sting 
Of penitential anguish, yea with tears. 

' When seas and continents shall lie be- 
tween us— 

■ T^widte space the better~.we may find 
^in^afttch a course fit links of S3m]pathy, 

' . * ■ - 


An incommunicable rivalship 
Maintained, lor peaceful ends beyond 
our i/iew. * 

r , •* 

(Confused votces^severtUaf Oie t^autenter—npiik.t 
upon Oswald and seise him. 

One of them. I would ^ave dogged 
him to the jaws of hell— 

Osw. Ha ! is it so!—That vSgranf 
Hag !—this comes 

Of having left a thing like her alive ! 

r, ( (AsAJe. 

Several voices. Despatch him 

Osw. If I pass beneath a/'oek ^ 
And shout, and, w,i.th the echo of my 
voice, 

Bring dipwxi a heap of rubbish, and it 
crush me, 

I die wiHiout dishonouia.^ Famished, 
starved. 

A Fool and Coward blended to ray wish \ 
[Hmtles scornfully and exultingly at Marmadi.’ke. 

Wal. ’Tis done ! (siibs him.) • 

Another of the Band.JThe ruthless 
Traitor ! 

Mar.' "a ra^dedl I- 7 - 

With that reprool 1 a« Aslgn a station 
Of which 1 have been pfCTud. 

Wil. (approa hing MtARMADUKe)- O 
my po(jr Master f 

Mar. Discerning Monitor, my nlaith. 
fill Wilfred. 

Why art thou here ? 

[TurninK to Wallace. 

Wallace upon these Borders. 
Many there be whose eyes will not 
want cause 


To weep that I am gone. Brothers 
in arms ! 

Raise on that dreary Waste a monument 

That may record my story: nor let 
words— 

Few must they be, and delicate in 
their touch 

As light itself—be there withheld froniHer 

Wh}, through most wicked arts, wa' 


made an orphan , ■ 

By One who would have died a thousand 
times. 

To shield her from a moment’s 4iarm. 


To you, 

Wallace and Wilfred, 1 commend tk< 
Lady, 

By «.-)W'Iy nature reared, as if to make bo - 
In gll things worthier of thaf noble birth, 
Whose long-suspended rights are notw 
on the eve - >• 

Of restoration : with your fenderest care 
Watch over her, I pray'—sustain her— 
Several of the (eagerly)^ Captain f 
Mar. No mor« of that; 4n silence 


hear my doom; 

A hermitage has fumisaed relief 
To some ofiendeesi. penkente. 
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Le«|^ piltient in their wretchedness, 
<, have fallen, i. * 

ce the.old Romant on their own sword's 
poitft 


Or sleep, or rest: but, over waste and 
• wild. 

In seasch of nothing, that this earth can 
give, 


Tiny had their choice: a wanderer,, But expiation, will I waudeT od—^ 

* must I go, _ I A Man by pain and thought compelled 

The Specti^ 

^ my guide. 

Tie Ntiman ear shall ever hear me speak ; 

No human dwelling ever give me fcx>d. 


POl^IS REFERRING TO THE PERIOD OF 
• CHILDH»OD. 


that Innocent Man, | to live, 

• i Yet loathing life—till anger is appeased 

In Heaven, and Mercy gives me leave 
, to die. i795 -6‘ 


I • 

My heart up when I behald 
A rainbow in the sky : * • 

So was it when roy life began ; 

is it now I am a man ; 

So be it when I shall grow old. 

Or let me die l*. ^ 

The Child is iiather o f theMan : 

Arid I coiild ^sn ray ' days to "be • 
Bound each tp 4 r!n:Kb}%natural piety. 

. * i8oi- 

.II 

, TO A BUTTERFLY 
Stay near me—do not take thy flight ! 
'A little longer stay in sight! 

Much converse do I find in thee. 
Historian of my infancy ! 

Float near me ; do not yet depart! 
Dead times revive in thee : 

Thou bring'st, gay creature as thou art! 
A solemn image to my heart. 

My father’s family! 


Oh ! pleasSLnt, pleasant were the days. 

The time, when, in our childish plays. 

My sister Emmdiae and I 

Together chased the butterfly 1 

A very hunter did I rush 

Upon the prey i—with leaps and springs 

1 followed on from brake to bush : 

Buji she, God love her t feared to brush 
■Thi^dust from off its wings. 

m i8oi. 


HI 

THE SFARKOWS NEST 
Behold, within the leafy shade, * 
Those bright ftlue eggs together laid ! * 
Oa me the chance-discovered aight 
Gleamed'like a vision of delight. 

I started—seeiping to espy 
TbeJiome and sheltered dm. 

The Sparrow’s dwelling, .%hich, hard by 
■ My Father’s house, in wet or dry 
My sister Emmeline and 1 
Togethvvitit^ 


She lookeef at it and seemed to fear it t 
Dreading, tho’ wishing, to be near it i 
Such heart was in her, being then 
A little Prattler among men. 

The Blessing of my later years 
Was with me when a boy : 
iShe gave me eyes, she gave me eats ; 
|And humble cares, and delicate fears; 
l\ heart, the fountain of swe«t tears ; 

^ And love, and thought, aud joy. 

i 8 oi. 

IV 

FORESIGHT 

That is work of waste and ruin— 

Do as Charles and I are doing ! 
Strawberry-blossoms, one and all. 

We must spare them—here are many: 
Look at it—the flower is small. 

Small and k'W, though fair as any : - 
Do not touch it ! summers two 
I am older, Anne, than you. 

Pull the primrose, sister Anne ! 

Pull as many as you can. 

—Here are daisies, take your fill; 
PiPnsies. and the cuckooTflower : 

Of the lofty daffodil 
Make your bed, or make yqur bower ; 
Fill your lap, and fill your bosom ; 
Only spare the strawberry-blossom ! 
Primroses, the Spring may low them— 
Summer knows but little of them 
Violets, a barren kind. 

Withered on the ground must lie ; 
Daisies leave no fruit behind 
When the pretty flowerets die ;, 

Pluck them, and another war 
As many will be blowing here. 

God has given a kindlier power 
To the favoured strawberry-flower. ' 
Hither soon as spring is fled 
You and Chiles and 1 will walk: 
Lurking berries, ripe and., red. 

Then will harg on every stalk. 

Each within its leafy bower ; 

And for that promise spare the flower I 

x 802. \ 

\ K ' 
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V 

CHARACTERISTICS OF A CHI<L.D 
THREE YEARS OLD 
Lovin'^ she is, and tractable, though 
- wild; 

And Innocence hath privilege in her 
To dignify arch looks and laughing 
eyes; 

And feats of cunning; and the pretty 
, round 

Of trespasses, affected to provoke 
Mock-chastisement and partnership in 
play. 

And, as a faggot sparkles on the hearth, 
N6t less if unattended and alone 
Thau when both young atid old sit 
gathered round 

And take delight in its activity : 

Even so this happy Creature of herself 
Is all-sufficient; solitude to her 
Is blithe society, who fills the air 
With gladness and involuntary songs. 
Light are her sallies as the tripping 
fawn's 

Porth-staTtlcd from the fern where she 
lay copched ; 

Unthougbt-of, unexpected, as the stir 
Of the soft breeze rufiling the meadow- 
flowers. 

Or from before it chasing wantonly 
The many-coloured images imprest 
Upou the bosom of a placid lake. 

iKii. 

VI 

ADDRESS TO A CHILD 

, DURING A BOIRTfclKOl'S WINTtK 
r.VKNlNO 
BY MY SISTFK 

,What way does the Wind come ? 'What 
way does h^ go ? 

He rides over the water, and over the 
snow. 

Through wood, and through vale ; and, 
o’er rotiy height 

Which th^ goat cannot climb, takes his 
Csounding flight: 

He tosses about in every bare tree. 

As, if you look up, you plainly may i 
see; : 

But how he will come, and whither he 
goes. 

There’s never a scholar in England knows. 

He will suddenly stop in a cunning 
- nook. 

And ring a sharp ’larum;—^but, if you 
should look. 

There’s nothing to see but a cushion of 
«now ♦. 

Rowd as a pillow, and whiter than milk, 
softer than if it were covered with 


Sometimes heTl hide in the A 

• rock. 

Then wk^stle as shrill as the ^buzsflrd 
cock: , 

—Yet seek him,—^and what shall 
find in the place ? ‘ 

Nothing but silence and e^l^ty space; 
Save, in r. corner, a heap of dry Igaves* 
That he’s left, for a bed, to beggars 
thieves I 


As soon as ’tis daylight to-inorro'lr, wrrh 
me Vi •jt 

You shall go to the orchard, aud thm 
you will see 

That he has been there, and made a 
gre-t rout. 

And cracked the branches, and strewn 
tliem<about, 

Heaved''girant that he spare but that one 
upright twig 

Tliat looked up at the sky so proud ana 

All last summer, as you know. 
Studded with apples, a beSiutiful show ! 

Hark 1 over the roof ^ pause. 

And growls as i£ne would dx bis, claws 
Right in the slates, alia with a huge 
rattle *• 

Drive them down, like men in a battle : 
—But let him range round ; he does us 
no harm, 

Wc build up the fire, we’re snug and 
warm; 

Untouched by his breath see the candle 
shines bright. 

And bums with a clear and steady 
light; 

Books have wc to read,—but that half- 
stifled knell, 

Alas ! ’tis the sound of the eight ct'clock 
bell. 

—Come now we’ll to bed ! and when we 
are there 

He may work his own will, and what 
shall we care ? 

He may knock at the door,—We’ll not 
let him in ; 

May drive at the windows,—we’ll laugh 
at his din ; D 

Let him seek his own home wherever it 
be; 

Here’s a cozie warm house for Edward 
and me. ^ 

‘ i8o6. 

p VJI 

THE MOTHER’^ RETURN 

BY THE SAME ^ 

A MONTH, swe^ Ldttle-onei. is past 
Since your dear Mother went aWay,—• , 
And she to-morrow WU return; 
To-morrow is the happy daf. • . 
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' O tjleased tiding 1 thought of joy t , 
The eldest hesrd with steady glee; 
^leut he. stood ; then laughea amain,— 
And shotlted. '* Mother, come to me l ” 
Loader and louder did he shout, 

With witlesehope to bring her near ; 
N^, patience I patience, little boy ! 
•Your tender mother cannot hear.” 


1 told of hills, and far-oil towns, 

4nd Ifng, long vales tojxavel through ;— 
He HigenS, puzzled, sore perplexed, 
l^ut nt^^submits ; what can he do ? 

No struc disturbs Igs sister’s breast; 

She wars not with the mystery 
Of.time and distance, night and day; 
The bonds of our humanity. 

Her jo\ is*Ijke an instinct, Jljy 
Of kitten, bird, or summer fly r 

t he dances, runs without an aim, 
he chatters in her ecstasy. 

Her brother now|gakes up the note. 
And echoes back bis sister's glee ; 

They hug tne infant in my ariys. 

As if to forct syn^&thy. 

Then, settling^nto fond discourse. 

We rested in ?l!fe garden bower ; 

While sweetly slK>ne the eveniflg sun 
In departing hour. 

We told o’er all that we had dune,— 
Our rambles by the swift brook's side 
Far as the willow-skirted pool. 

Where two fair swans together glide- 
We talked of change, of winter gone. 

Of green leaves on the hawthorn spray, 
Of birds that build their nests and sing 
And all ” since Mother went away ! ” 

To her these tales they will repeat. 

To her our new-born tribes will show. 
The goslings green, the ass’s colt, 

The lambs that in the meadow go. 

—But, see, the evening star comes forth ! 
To bed the children must depart; 

A moment’s heaviness they feel, 

A sadness at the heart: 


'Tk gone—and in a merry fit 

'iiM|y jun up stairs in gamesome race ; 

I, toof infected by their mood, 

I could have joined the wanton chase. 


Five minutes past—aud, O the change ! 
Asleep upon their beds they lie ; • 

Their busy Kmbs in perfect rest, • 

, closed the sparkling ey% 

iSoy. 

VII 

• ALICE F^LL 

• OR, POVERTY 

The post-boy drove with fierce career, 
For thrastMiing clouds the moo^ had 
, droned; 


'\^en, as we hurried on, my ear 
was smitten with a startling sound. 

As if the wind blew many wa^, 

I beard the sound,—and more and more; 
It seemed to follow with the chaise, 

And still 1 heard it as before. 

At length I to the boy called out; 

He stopped his horses at the word. 
^?ut neither cry, nor voice, nor shout. 
Nor aught else like it, could be beard. 

Tlie buy then smacked his whip, and fast 
The horses scampered through the rain ; 
But, hearing soon upon the blast 
The cry, ^ bade him halt again. 

Forthwith alighting on the ground, 

“ Whence comes,” said I, ” this piteous 
moan ? ” 

And there a little Girl 1 found, 

.Sitting behind the chaise, alone. 

” My cloak ! " no other word she spake, 
But loud and bitterly she wept. 

As if innocent heart woum break; 
And down from off her seat she leapt. 

“ What ails you, child ? ”—she sobbed, 
“ Look heie ! " 

I saw it in the wheel entangled. 

A weather-beaten rag as e'er 
From any garden scare-crow dangled. 

There, twisted between nave and spoke. 
It hung, nor could at once be freed : 
But our joint pains unloosed the cloak, 

A miserable rag indeed ! 

" And whither are you going, child. 
Tn-night along these lonesome ways ? *' 
“ To Durham,” answered she. half wild— 
“ Then come with me into the chaise.” 

• 

Insensible to all relief 
Sat the poor girl, and forth did send 
Sfib after sob, as if her grief 
Could never, never have an ei^. 

‘‘ My child, in Durham, do you dwe]^ ? ” 
She checked herself in her distress, 

And said, “ My name is Alice Fell; 

I'm fatherless and motherless. 


And I to Durham, Sir, belong,” 

Again, as if the thought would choke 
Her very heart, her grief grew stroug ; 
And all was for lier tattered cloak ! 

The chaise drove on : our journey’s end 
Was nigh ; and. sitting by my side. 
As if she bad lost her only friend 
She wept, ncr would be pacified. 

Up to the tavern-door we post; 

Ot Alice and her grief 1 told ; 

And I gave money to the host. 

To buy a new cloak for th^ old. 
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'* And let it of dufiil grey. 

As warm a cloak as man cui sell ! ” * 
Proud creature was she the next day, 
The little orphan, Alice Fell ’! 

z8oi. 

IX 

LUCY GRAY 

OR, SOLITUDE 

Ovt I had heard of Lucy Gray: „ 

And. when I crossed the wild, ' 

. I chanced to see at break of day 
The solitary child. 

NoYnate, no comrade Lucy knew ; • 

,She dwelt on a wide moor. 

—The sweetest thing that grow 
Beside a human door ! 

You yet may spy the fawn at play. 
The hare upon the green : 

But the sweet face of Lucy Gray 
Will never more be seen. 

“ To-night will be a stormy night— 

You to the town must go ; 

And take a lantern. Child, to light 
Your mother through the snow.” 

' “ That, Father! will I gladly do : 

’Tis scarcely afternoon — 

The minster-clock has just struck two. 
And yonder is the mewn ! ” 

At this the Father raised his hook. 

And snapped a faggot-band ; 

. He plied his work ;—and Lucy to<^k 
. The lantern in her hand. 

Not blither is the mountain roe : 

With many a wanton stroke 
» Her fCet disperse the pow'dery snow, 

' That rises up like smoke. 


And through the broken hawthorn 
'hedge. 

And by tbte long stone-wall'; 

And then an open field they crossed: 
The marks were still the same : * 

They tracked them on, nor ever lost; 

And to the bridge they came. , ^ 

They followed from the snowy bank 
Those footmarks, one by one. _ 

Into the middle Of the plank; "o ^ 
And further there were none ! ^ 

ijO * ■ 

—Yet some maintaku that to this da^ 
She is a living child ; 

That you* may see sweet Lucy Gray 
Upon the lonesome wild. 

O’er rough and smooth she*^ip% along. 
And never looks behind : 

And sings a solitary song » 

That whistles in the wind. 

-»■ 1799-' 

WE j\RE<BEVEN 

- A simple Child, 

That liglftly draws its bteath. 

And feels its life in every linib, 

What should it know of death ? 

1 met a little cottage Girl : 

She was eight years old, she said ; 

Her hair was thick with many a curl 
That clustered round her bead. 

She had a rustic, woodland air, 

I And she was wildly clad : 

I Her eyes were fair, and very fair ; 

1 —Her beauty made me glad. 


The storm came on before its time : 
She wandered up and down ; 

And many a hill did Lucy climb : 
But never reached the town. 


“ Sisters and brothers, little Maid, 

How many may you be ? ” 

“ How many ? Seven in all,” she said,' 
And wondering looked at me. 


The wretshed parents all that night 
Wen^j shouting far and wide ; 

But there was neither sound nor sigh 
To serve them for a guide. 

At day-break on a hill they stood 
That overlooked the moor: 

And thence they saw the bridge of wood, 
'A furlong froni their door. 

.They wept—and, turning homeward, 
cried. 

In heaven we all shall meet ” ; 

IV '—^When in the snow the mother spied 
-' <,, The print of 'Lucy’s feet. 

downwards from the steep hill’s 
/ : . ^ge 

r. Tliey bracked the footmarks small; 


“ And where are they ? I pray you tell." 
She answered, “ Seven are we; 

And two of us at Conway dwell. 

And two are gone^to sea. ^ 

Two of us in the church-yard lie. 

My sister and my brother; 

And, in the church-yard cottage, I 
Dvsell near them with my mother." 

1 ' • . 

“ You say that two at Conway dwell,^ 
And two are gone to sea. 

Yet ye are seven I—I pray yon. tell, 
Sweet Maid, how this may be.'*. ; .V 


Then did the liftle Maid reply. * 
" Seven boys and girls are we ; ' 
Two of us in the church-yard lie, 
Beneath the church-yard tret."* 

• I x'-* • I 

f ' •* ^ 



POEliIS-REFERRING TO THE PERIOD OF CHILDHOOD 6g 


*' Vott run about, my Ettle Maid. 

. Your limbs they are alive ; 
li two are in the church-yard laid. 

, Tlien ye are only five.” 

“Their graves are green, they may be 
' seen,” 

The little Maid replied. 

Twelve steps or more from m^ mother’s 
door. 

And they are side by side. 

Sfy s^kings there I olten knit. 

My k&chief there 1 hem ; 

And ^Ire upon the ground I sit, 

And sing a song to them. 

And often after sun-set. Sir, 

When it is light and fair, 

1 take my litye porringer, . 

And eat«n}f supper there. • « 

The first that died was sister J anc ; 


Ift bed she moaning lay. 



So in the chufch-yard she was laid : 

And, when t’te grass w* dry, • 
Together rouiK>liei’<igritvje we played. 

My brother Johg and I. 

And when the gsoimd was white with 
snow. 

And l*could run and slide. 

My brother John was forced to go. 

And he lies by her side.” 

“ How many are you, then," said I, 

“ If they two are in heaven ? " 

Quick was the little Maid’s reply, 

*~0 Master! we are seven.” 

“ But they are dead; those two are 
dead I 

Their spirits are in heaven I ” 

’Twas throwing words away ; for still 
The little Maid would have her will. 

And said, ” Nay, we are seven ! ” 

1796. 

' THE IDLE SHEPHERD-BOYS 

O^. DUNGEON-CHVLI. FORCE *■ 

A Pastoral 

Tas valley tings liAth mirth and joy ; 
Among the hills the echoes play , 
A never nevec ending song, , 

To welcome in the May. 

‘Ilte magpie chatters with delight; 
Thn-mountaln raven’s youngling brood 
Have l«dt the mother and the nest ; 

/ In tl|P dialect of Cumberland and 

WeatmoEBland, U a short and, for the most part, 
.a Stew narrow vaUej^ with a stream running 
%nugn It.^ Force 1$ me word universally em- 
iP*l*ZwintAie^leeta|wi|raterfan, 


And they go rambling east and west 
ln*search of their own food : 

Or through the glittering vapours dart 
In very wantonness of heart. 

Beneath a rock, upon the grsiss. 

Two bo 3 rs are sitting in the sun: 

Their work, if any work they have. 

Is out of mind—or done. 

On pipes of sycamore they play 
lihe fragments of a Christmas hymn ! 
Or with that plant which in our dale 
We call stag-horn, or fox’s tail. 

Their rusty ha Is they trim : 

/Aid thus, as happy as the day. 

Those Shepherds wear the time away. 

.Along the river's stony marge 
The sand-lark chants a joyous song; 
The thrush is busy in the wood. 

And carols loud and strong. 

A thousand lambs are on the rocks. 

All newly born ! both earth and sky, 
Keep JubiJee, and more than all. 

Those boys with their green coronal; 
They never hoar the cry. 

That plaintive cry ! which up the hill 
Comes from the depth of Dungeon- 
Ghyll. 

Said Walter, leaping from the ground, 

“ Down to the stump of yon old yew 
We’ll for our whistles run a race.” 

-Away the shepherds flew ; 

They leapt—they ran—and when they 
came 

Right opposite to Dungeon-Ghyll, 

Seeing that he should lose the prize, 

1 " Stop I ” to his comrades Walter cries— 

J ames stopped with no good will: 

Said Walter then, exulting ; “ Here 
You’ll find a task for half a year. 

Gross, if you dare, where I shall cross— 
Come on, and tread where I shall tread.” 
The other took him at his word. 

And followed as he led. 

It was a spot which you mayasee 
If ever you to Langdale go ; ^ 

Into a chasm a mighty block 
Hath fallen, and made a bridge of rock ; 
The gulf is deep below ; 

And, in a basin black and small. 
Receives a lofty waterfall. 

With staff in hand across the cleft 
The challenger pursued his march ; 

And now, all eyes and feet, hath gained 
The middle of the arch. 

When list! he bears a piteous moan— 
Again 1—his heart within him dies— 

His pulse is stopped, his breath is lost. 
He totters, pallid as a ghost. 

And, looking down, espies 
A lamb, that in the pool is pent 
Within that black and frightful rent. 
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The lamb slipped into the stream, 
And safe without a bruise or wound * 
The cataract had borne him down 
Into the gulf profound. 

His dam had seen him when he fell. 
She saw him down the torrent borne, 
And, while with all a mother’s love 
She from the lofty rocks above 
Sent forth a cry forlorn. 

The lamb, still swimming round aiid 
round. 

Made answer to that plaintive sound. 

A 

When he had learnt what thing it was. 
That sent this rueful cry ; I ween * 
The Boy recovered heart, anfl told 
The sight which he had seen. 

Both gladly now deferred their task : 
Nor was there wanting other aid— 

A Poet, one who loves the brooks 
Far better than the sages’ books. 

By chance had thither strayed ; 

And there the helpless lamb he f<Jimd 
By those huge rocks encompassed round. 

He drew it from the troubled pool. 

And brought it forth into the light: 

The Shepherds met him with his charge. 
An unexpected sight! 

Into their arms the lamb they took. 
Whose life and limbs the flood had 
spared: 

Then up the steep ascent they hied. 
And placed him at his mother's side ; 
And gently did the Bard 
Those idle Sheplierd~boys upbraid. 

And bade them better mind their trade. 

i8on. 


XII 

ANECDOTE FOR FATHERS 

“Retine vim istam, falsa enim dicam, si 
coges.*'—^E usebius. 

I HAVE atboy of five years old ; 

Hifthiface is fair and fresh to sec ; 

His Umbs are cast in beauty's mould. 
And dearly he loves me. 

One mom we strolled on our dry walk. 
Our quiet home all full in view, 

And held such intermitted talk 
As we are wont to do. 

My thoughts on former pleasures ran ; 

1 thought of Kilve’s delightful shore, 

Our pleasant home when spring began: 
A long, long year before. 

. A day it was when I could bear 
' .Some fond resets to entertain ; 

/'With so much happiness to spare, 

. 1 jCouId not feel a pain. 


The green earth echoed to the feet 
O Aambs that bounded throu'^ the glade. 
From sh&de to sunshine, and.as flMt 
From sunshine ba(^ to shadv. s 

Birds warbled round me—and each trace 
Of inward sadness had its chainx; 

Kilve, theught I, was a favoured place. 
And so is Liswyn farm. * 

My boy beside me tripped, so slim 
And graceful in* his rustic dre$d! % 
And, as we talked, I questioned mna. 

In very idleness. 

“ Now tell me, had yon rather be," 

I said, ^nd took him by the arm, 

" On Kilve’s smooth shore, by the green 
sea, , 

Or her«F<ft Liswyn farm ? • 

In careless mood he looked at me, ^ 
While still I held him by the arm, 

And said, “ At Kilv^^lfl'd rather be • 

Than here at Liswyn famx.” 

“ Now? little Edward, say^why so : 

My little Edward* me why.”— 

“ i cannot tell, 1 do not.know."-,- 
" Why, this is strange,* said I ; 

" For, here are woods, hills smooth and 
warm: 

There surely must some reason be 
Why you would change sweet Liswyn 
farm 

For Kilve by the green sea.” 

At this, my boy hung down his head. 

He blushed with shame, nor made reply :. 
And three times to the chUd 1 said, 

“ Why, Edward, tell me why ? " 

His head he raised—there was in sight. 

It caught his eye, be saw it plain— 

Upon the house-top, glittering bright, 

A broad and gilded vane. 

Then did the boy his tongue unlock, 

And eased his mind with this reply: 

” At Kilve there was no weather-cock : 
And that’s the reason why.” 

O dearest, dearest boy I my heaflt 
For better lore would seldom yearn. 

Could I but teach the^undredth part 
Of what from thee I learn, 

, ’N 

• XIII * 

RURAL architecture 
There’s George Fisher, Charles Fleming, ' 
and Reginmd Shore, • 

Three rosy-cheeked scbool-boys, the - 
highest not mtxre’ 

Than the height of a bag f 
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To the tc^ of Great How^ did it please 
them to climb : * 

Aad there they built up, withoht mortar 
or liibe, 

A^Idau on the peak of the crag. 

They built him of stones gathered up as 
^ey lay: • 

^hey built him and christened him all in 
one day, 

^ urghin both vigorous and hale; 

And without scriipld* they called him 
Ra^h J ones. 

Now R'lftph is renowned for the length 
of his bones ; * 

The Magog of Legberthwaite dale. 

Just half a week after, the wind sallied 
forth, - • 

And, in Inger or merriment, oul* of the 
north. 

Coming on with a terrible pother, 

Frqm the peak c^the crag blew the 
giant away. 

And what did these school-boys ?— 
The ver^t next day» • 

They went ain<ii.h9iy built up another. 

—Some little Tfe see of blind boister¬ 
ous works » ■ 

By Christian disturbers more savage 
than Turks, 

Spirits busy to do and undo : 

At remembrance whereof my blood 
sometimes will flag: 

Then, light-hearted Boys, to the top-of 
the crag; 

And I'll build up a giant with yon. 

1801. 


XIV 

#THE PET-LAMB 

A PASTORAT. 

The dew was falling fast, the stars 
began to blink; 

I heard a voice; it said, “ Drink, 
* pretty creature, drink I ” 
yiiflllid, looking o’er the hedgil, before me 
.' 1 espied 

A sn^-white mountain-lamb with a 
Maiden at its side. 


Nor sheep nor kine~were near ; the Iamb 
was all, alone. 

And by a ttlepder cord was fathered ^ 
a stone.; 

With one knee on the grass? did the 
little Maiden kneel. 


While to that mountain-lamb she gave 
1^8 etrenizrg meal. ^ 

^ GiidtAT^iK*is»siag1b«MAe(>R8pksaoesfa9l, 
which d^-tewards the foot ef ThiiJiaerr, on 
the westeni sfate eg tl^ beautUul.dale of Leg- 
’ herthwaite/esfoig high risnd Mtween Kes- 

v,'i A; s 


The lamb, while from her hand he thus 
* his supper took. 

Seemed to feast with head and ears ; and 
bis tail with pleasure shook. 

“ Drink, pretty creature, drink,” she said 
in such a lone 

That I almost received her heart into 
my own. 

’Tjtras little Barbara Lewthwaite, 8 
I child of beauty rare ! 

I watched them with delight, they were 
a lovely pair. 

Now with her empty can the maiden 
» turned away : 

But ere ten yards were gone her foot¬ 
steps did she stay. 

Right towards the lamb she looked; 
and from a shady place 

I unobserved could sec the workings of 
her face : 

If Nature to her tongue could measured 
numbers bring. 

Thus, thought I, to her lamb that little 
Maid might sing ; 

“ What ails thee, young One ? what ? 
Why pull so at thy cord ? 

Is it not well with thee ? well both for 
bed and board ? 

Thy pint of grass is soft, and green as 
grass can be ; 

Rest, little young One, rest; what is !t 
that aileth tbee ? 

What is it thou wouldst seek ? What 
is wanting to thy heart ? 

Thy limbs are they hot strong ? And 
beautiful thou art: 

This grass is tender grass ; these flowers - . 
they have no peers ; 

^nd that green corn all day is rustlinfl • 
in thy ears ! 

tf the sun be shining hot, do but stretch 
thy woollen chain. 

This beech is standing by, ijjs covcii 
thou canst gain ; 

For rain and mountain-storms! Ihe 
like thou need’st not fear. 

The rain and storm are things that 
scarcely can come here. 

Rest, little young One, rest; thou hast 
forgot the day 

When my father found thee first ih 
places far away; 

Many flocks were on the hilb, but thou' 
wert owned by none. 

And thy mother from thy side for ever¬ 
more was gone. 

He took thee in his arms, and in pit ^ I 
brought thee home : * 

A bMsaed day for tiiee 1 then whfihet'.,/, 
WOUkISt thou X093XL ? 

- i 


* 
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A faithful -snurse thou hast; the dam 
that did thee yean * 

Upon the mountain tops no kinder could 
have been. 

Thou know’st that twice a day I have 
brought thee in this can 

Fresh watcr^from the brook, as clear as 
ever raii ; 

And twice in the day, when the groi^nd 
is wet with dew, \ 

I bring thee draughts of milk, warm 
milk it is and new. 

Tliy limbs will shortly be twice as stc^ut 
as they arc now, 

Then I’ll yoke thee to iiiyrcart like a 
pony m the plough ; 

My playmate thou shalt be ; and when 
the wind is cold 

Our hearth shall be thy bed, our house 
shall be thy fold. 

It will not, will not rest!—Poor crea¬ 
ture, can it be 

That ’tis thy mother’s heart which is 
working so in thee ? 

Things that I know not of belike to 
thee arc dear, 

And dreams of things which thou canst 
neither see nor hear. 

Alas, the mountain-tops that look so 
green and fair! 

I've heard of fearful winds and darkness 
that come there ; 

The little brooks that seem all pastime 
and all play. 

When they are angry, roar like lions 
for their prey. 

, Here thou need’st not dread the raven 
in the sky ; 

Night and day thou art safe,—ojir 
cottage is hard py. 

), Why bleat so after me ? Why pull 
so at thy chain ? 

Sleep—and at break of day I will come 
to t!fee again ! ” 

homeward through the lane I 
went with lazy feet, 

' '^is song to myself did I oftentimes 
repeat; 

And it seemed, as I retraced the ballad 
line by line. 

That but half of it was hers, and one 
half of it was mine. 


' Again, and once again, did 1 repeat 
the song; 

':** Nay," sai^ I, " more than half to the 
darusel must belong. 

‘'/For she looked with such a look, and 
- jBhe with such a tone, 

^4 That I almost received her heart into 



XV 

• TO H. C. 

SIX VSARS OLD ' 

O THOU! whose fancies from a.tat /tfe ' 
brought; 

Who of thy words dost make a mock 
appi'rel, ' i- ' 

And fittest to unutterable thought 
The breeze-like motion and the self¬ 
horn carol;« / ^ . 

Thou faery voyager 1 that dostNloat 
In such clear water, that thy tyat 
May rather seem • 

To brood on air than on an earthly : 
stream; 

Suspended in a stream as clear as sky,, 
Where e^,:th and heaven^do make one 
inftgery; * 

O blessed vision 1 happy child I 
Thou art so exquisitely wild, * 

I think of thee witl^ma.ny fears , 

For what may be thy lot in future years. * 

I thoiiqht of tynes when ^ain might be 

thy guest, , , 

Lord of thy house anti Sospitality: ^ 
And Grief, uneasy lovC/ I never i%st 
But whun she sate within the touch of 
thee. 

O too industrious folly 1 *' 

O vain and causeless melancholy ! 

Nature will either end thee quite ; ■ 

Or, lengthening out thy season of delight. 
Preserve for thee, by individual right, 

A young lamb’s heart among the full- 
grown flocks. 

What hast thou to do with sorrow. 

Or the injuries of to-morrow ? 

Thou art a dew-drop, which,the mom ’ 
brings forth, 

Ill fitted to sustain unkindly shocks. 

Or to be trailed along the soilingr ear^t 
A gem that glitters while it lives. 

And no forewarning gives ; 

But, at the touch of wrong, without a 
strife 

Slips in a moment out of life. . 

z8o2. 

XVI '* 

INFLUENCE OF NATURAL. ,, 

# OBJECTS 

t * . • 

IN CALLING FORTH AND STRXNGTHRNINO 

THE IMAGINATION IK BOYHOOD 
AND EARLY YOUTH 

FROM VNFUBLIBBKO FOEM. , ^ ^ jyX 

[This extract is reprinted from ’[^The FfeiEifB,’T''A 
Wisdom and Spirit of the tmiverse t < 
Thou Soul, that art th&. Etonity 

; 1 • - . n ■ V ^ 'V - 
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And giv’st to forms and images a breath 
An;], everlasting motion 1 not in vain. 
By''day. or s'itar*]ight» thus ffom my 
! ^ first da^ 

Of childhood didst thou intertwine for 
• me 

The passions that build up our human 
M soul; * 

Not with the mean and vulgar works 
of Man; 

B^t wftth high objects^ with enduring 
tbt'ags. 

With lif& and nature ; purifying thus 
The elements of feeling and of thought. 
And sanctifying by such discipline 
Both pain and fear,—until we recognise 
A grandeur in the beatings of the heart. 
Not was . this fellowship vouchsafed 
to nfe 

With stinted kindness. In November 
* days, 

When vapours rolUng down the valleys 
made 

A lonely sceift more lonesome ; among 
woods § • • 

At noon ; 'and «did4h9 calm of summer 
nights, *» 

When, by the margin of the tif mbling 
lake, 

Beneath the gloomy hills, homeward I 
went 

In solitude, such intercourse was mhic 
Mine was it in the fields both day and 
night. 

And by the waters, all the summer long. 
And in the frosty season, when the sun 
Was set, and, visible for many a mile. 
The cottage-windows through the twi¬ 
light biased, 

I heeded, not the summons : happy 
time 

It was indeed for all of us; for me 
; It was a time of rapture! Clear and 
loud 

The village-clock tolled six—1 wheeled 
■. about. 

and exulting lik^lPr untired 
borse 

That ^es not for his home.—All shod 
with steel 

',We hissed along the polished ice, in 
games 

Confederate, imitative of the chase ^ 
And woodl^d pleasures,—the resound- 
, ing bom. 

Toe pack loud-chiming, and the himted 
hsne^ 

^So through the darkness and the cold 
♦we flew, • 

; And not a veibe was idle : with the din 
1 ; SqiUten^ the precipices rang aloud : 

V , flSi'e teaflM trees and every icy crag 

i yrhilQ.far-jhstant hills 




Into the tumult sent an alien sound 
Of^nelancholy, not unnoticed while the 
stars. 

Eastward, were sparkling clear, and in 
the west 

The orange sky of evening died away. 

Not seldom from the uproar I retired 
Into a silent bay, or sportively 
Glanced sideway, leaving the tumul- 
m* tuous throng, 

To cut across the reflex of a star ; 

Image, that, flying still before me, 
gleamed 

IJipon the glassy plain : and oftentimes, 
When w'e had given our bodies to the 
wind, • 

And all the shadowy banks on either 
side 

Came sweeping through the darkness, 
spinning still 

The rapid line of motion, then at oncC 
Have I, recliniug back upon my heek, 
Stopped short: yet still the solitary 
cliffs 

Wheeled by me—even as if the earth 
had rolled 

With visible motion her diurnal round I 
Behind me did they stretch hi solemn 
train. 

Feebler and feebler, and I stood and 
watrlied 

Till all was tranquil as a summer sea. 

1799. 

XVII 

THE LONGEST DAY 

ADDRESSED TO MY DAUGHTER 
Let us quit the leafy arbour, 

And the torrent murmuring by ; 

For the sun is in his harbour, 

Weary of the open sky. 

Evening now unbinds the fetters 
Fashioned by the glowing light; 

All that breathe are thankful debtors 
To the harbinger of night. « 

Yet by some grave thoughts attended* 
Eve renews her calm career ; 

For the day that now is ended. 

Is the longest of the year. 

Dora ! sport, as now thou sportest. 

On this platform, light and free; 

Take thy bliss, while longest, shortest, . 
Are indifferent to thee ! 

Who would check the happy feeling 
That inspires the linnet’s song ? 

Who would stop the Swallow, wheeling 
On her pinions swift and strong ? 

Yet at this impressive season. 

Words which tenderness can s^ak 
From the truths of homely reason. 

Might exalt the lovel^t cheek; \ ' • 
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And, yrhUe shades to shades succeeding 
Steal thelandsoape from the si^ht, • 

I would urge this moral pleading. 

Last forerunner of “ Good night! *’ 

SuuiiER ebbs ;—each day that follows 
Is a refiuR from on high. 

Tending to the darksome hollows 
Where the frosts of winter lie. 

He who governs the creation, *• 

In his providence, assigned 
Such a ^adual declination 
To the life of human kind. 

t 

Yet we mark it not:—fruits redden. 
Fresh dowers blow, as fl&wers have 
blown. 

And the heart is loth to deaden 
Ropes that she so long hath known 

Be thou wiser, youthful Maiden ! 

And when thy decline shall come. 

Let nf>t flowers, or boughs fruit-laden. 
Hide the knowledge of thy doom. 


Ndw, even now, ci'e wrapped in slumber. 
Fix thine eyes upon the sea 
That absorbs time, space, and number ; 
Look thou to Ktcrnity ! 

Follow thou the flowing river 
On whose breast are thither borne 
All deceived, and each deceiver. 
Through the gates of night and morn ; 


Through the year’s successive portals ; 
Through the bounds which munv a star 
Marks, not mindless of frail mortals. 
When his light returns from far. 

* Thus when thou with Time hast travelled 
Toward the mighty gulf of things, * 
And the mazy stKsain unravelled 
With thy best imaginings ; 

Think, if thou on beauty leanest, 
Think hdW pitiful that stay, 

'l>i4»not virtue give the meanest 
Charms superior to decay. 

At * 

i Duty, like a strict preceptor. 

Sometimes frowns, nr seems to frown ; 

' Choose her thistle for thy sceptre, 
While youth’s roses are thy crown. 


Grasp it,—if thou shrink and tremble. 
Fairest damsel of the green. 

Thou wilt lack the only symbol 
That proclaims a genuine queen ; 


And ensuras p^ms of honour 
'f.~ "U^ch selected spirits wear, 

''fEjendiag loNur before the Donor, 

of heavenls unchanging year 1 
{■V,'' 1817. 


XVIII 

* ;rHE NORMAN BOY 
High on a broad unfertile, tract of 
forest-skirted Down, - 

Nor kept by Nature for herself, nor made 
by man his own. 

From hqpie and company remote and 
every playful joy. 

Served, tending a few sheep 
a ragged Norman Boy. 


and goats, 

t 

spof^ but 

# 

friend, a 


Him never saw I, nor the 
from an English Dame, 

Stranger to me and yet my 
simple notice came. 

With suit that 1 would ^eak in verso of' 
that sequestered child 
Whonu phe bleak winter’^ day^ she met 
upon the dreary Wild. 


His flock, along the woodland’s edge wfth 
relics sprinkled^’er , 

Of last night’s sn^, beneath a sky 
threatening the fall ot'more, 

Wherd tufts of herbage ^mpted each, 
wore busy at their^eed, 

And the poor Boy wa^husier stiH, with' 
wo]^k of anxious heed. 


There was he, where of branchgs rent 
and withered and decayed, 

For covert from the keen north wind, his 
hands a hut had made. 

A tiny tenement, forsooth, and frail, a? 
needs must 

A thing of such materials framed, by a 
builder such as he. 


The hut stood finished by his pains, 
nor seemingly lacked aught 
That skill or means of his could add, 
but the architect had wrought 
Some limber twigs into a Cross, well¬ 
shaped with fingers nice. 

To be engrafted on the top of h£s smaH 
edifice.'. V 


That Cro^ne now was fastening fbere,''' 
as the surest power and best 
For supplying all deficieiicies, all \aaiitsof, 
the rude nest 

In which, from burning heat, or tetn« 
pest driving far and wid& 

The innocent Boy, else shetterl^, fak 
• lonely head must hide*^ 

That CrAsIk belike be .Uso xaiaed a&V 
standard for the tme 
And faithful service of hk heart la 


worst thaVnight ensue 
Of hardship and oistressffll fear, 
the houseless waste 
Where he. iA hjB.pOar sell jo whak^l^' 
ProvideBcektaaidaceid. * 
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—Here, lady I might 1 cea«e; but nay. 

let ifs b 9 loK we part ' * 

With this dear holy shepherd-boy 
••breathe a prayer of earnest heart, 

* That unto him. where'er shall lie his 
* life’s appointed way, 

The Cross, fixed in his soul, may prove 
• an all-sufficing stay. • 

XIX 

• .THE POET’S pREAM 

S'iQUEL TO THE NORMAN UOY 

J UST as Ahose final words were penned, 
the sun broke out in power. 

And gladdened all things; but. as 
chanced, within that very hour. 

Air blackened, thunder growled, fire 
flashed frdtn clouds that hh} the sky. 
And, for the Subject of my Vftrse, I 

• heaved a pensive sigh. 

Nor. could my heart by second thouglits 
’ from hcavines^e cleared. 

For bodied forth before my eyes t!ic 
cross-erm^ed hut ai^ieared :• 

And, while arqsAid«.its storm as fierce 
seemed troubling earth and lir, 

I saw, within, the Norman Boy kneeling 
alone in pray*. • 

The Crilld, as if the thunder's voice spake 
with articulate call. 

Bowed meekly in submissive fear, 
before the Lord of All; 

His lips were moving ; and his eyes, 
upraised to sue for grace. 

With soft illumination cheered the 
dimness of that place. 

How beautiful is holiness !—what wonder 
if the sight. 

Almost as vivid as a dream, produced 
a dream at night ? 

It came with sle4^ and showed the Boy, 
no cherub, not transformed. 

But the poor ragged Thing whose ways 
my human heart had >^med. 

^!4e had the dream equipped^ith wings, 
so I took him in my arms. 

And liiled from the grassy floor, stilling 
his faint alarms. 

And bore him high through yielding air 
my debt of love to pay. 

By giving him, for both our sakes, am 
hour of h&liday. ■' 

l*whispered, “ Yet a little While, dear 
Child I thou art my own. 

To show thee some delightful thing, in 
•coimtry or in town. • 

What shall if be ? a mirthful throng ? 

or that holy place and calm 
St. Denis, filled'Wllh royal tombs, or thft 
» Notre Dame ? 


“ St. Ouen’s golden Shrine ? Or choose 
* what else would please thee most 
Of any wonder Normandy, or all proud 
Franc.e, can boast! ” 

“ My Mother,” said the Boy, “ was 
born near to a blessigd Tree, 

The Chapel Oak of Allonville: good 
Angel, show it me ! ” 

On wings, from broad and stedfast poise 
/ let loose by this reply. 

For Allonville, o’er down and dale, 
away then did we fly ; 

O'er towii and tower we flew, and fields 
» in May’s fresh verdure drest •, 

The wings they did not flag ; the Child, 
Ihougir grave, was not deprest. 

But who shall show, to W'aking sense, 
the gleam of light that broke 
Forth from his eyes, when first the Boy 
looked down on that huge oak. 

For length of days so inurh rev'ered, so 
famous wheie it stands 
For twofold hallowing—Nature’s care, 
and work of human hands ? 

Strong as an Eagle with my charge I 
glided round and round 
The wide-spread boughs, for view of 
door, window, and stair that wound 
Gracefully up the gnarled trunk ; nor left 
we unsurveyed 

The pointed steeple peering forth from 
the centre of the shade. 

I lighted—opened with soft touch the 
chapel’s iron door. 

Past softly, leading in the Boy ; and, 
while from roof to flour 
From floor to roof all round his eyes 
the Child with wonder cast. 

Pleasure on pleasure crowded in, each 
livelier than the last. 

For, deftly framed within the trunk, 
the sanctuary showed. 

By light of lamp and precious stones, 
that glimmered here, ther?*glowed, 
Shrine, Altar, Image, Offerings lifing 
ill sign of gratitude ; 

Sight that inspired accordant thoughts ; 

and speech I thus renewed ; 

” Hither the Afflicted come, as thou 
hast heard thy Mother say. 

And. kneeling, supplication make tor 
our Lady de la Paix ; 

What mournful sighs have here been 
heard, and, when the voice was stopt 
By sudden pangs; what bitter tears V 
have cn this pavement dropt! 

” Poor' Shepherd of the naked Down, ' 
a favoured lot is thine. 

Far happier lot, dear Boy, than brings 
foU many to this shrine ; 
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From body*pain5 and pains of soul thou 
needest no release, * 

Thy hours as they flow on are spent, 
if not in joy, in peace. 

“ Then offer up thy heart to God in 
thankfulness and praise, 

Give to Him prayers, and many thoughts 
in thy most busy days ; 

And in His sight the fragile Cross, on 
thy small hut, will be % 

Holy as that which long hath crowned 
the Chapel of this Tree ; 

“ Holy as that far seen which crowns 
the sumptuous Church in Rome • 
Where thousands meet to worship God 
under a mighty Dome ; * 

He sees the bending multitude, he hears 
the choral rites. 

Yet not the less, in children's hymns 
and lonely prayer, delights. 

“ God for his service ncedeth not proud 
work of hmnan skill ; 

They please him best who labour most 
to do in peace his will: 

So let us strive to live, and to our Spirits 
will be given 

Such wings, as when our Saviour calls, 
shall bear us up to heaven.'* 

The Boy no answer made by words. 

but, so earnest was his look. 

Sleep fled, and with it fled the dream— 
recorded in this book. 

Lest all that pased should melt away 
in silence from my mind. 

As visions still more bright have done, 
and left no trace behind. 

But oh I that Country-man of thine, 
whose eye, loved Child, can see 
A pledge of endless bliss in acts of early 
piety, 5 

In verse, which to thy ear might come, 
would treat this simple theme, 

Nor leave untold our happy flight ir. 

that^dventurous dream. 

Al^ the dream, to thee, poor Boy ! 

*to thee from whom it flowed. 

Was nothing, scarcely can be aught, 
yet 'twas bounteously bestowed. 

If I may dare to cherish hope that 
gentle eyes will read 

Not loth, and listening Little-ones, 
heart-touched, their fancies feed.^ 


THE WESTMORELAND GIRL 

TO Uy GRANDCHILDREN 

PART I 

Skrk who will delight in fable 
r $han tell you truth. A Lamb 
. * See note, 


I^apt from this steep bank to follow 
'Gross t^e brook its thoughtless dam- 

Far and wide on hill and v^ey , 
Rain had fallen, unceasing rhin, * 
And the bleating mother's Young-one 
Struggled with the flood in vain 

But, as danced, a Cottage-mai<Mn • 
(Ten years scarcely bad she told) 
Seeing, plunged into the torrent, ^ 
Clasped the Lanb and kept her^old? w 

Whirled adown the rocky channel. 
Sinking, rising, on tjiey go, * 

Peace and rest, as seems, before them 
Only ii^ the lake below. 

Oh ! it was a frightful current 
Whose fiffee wrath the Gifl braved ; 
Clap ^ur hands with joy my Hearers, 
Shout in triumph, both are saved ; ^ 

Saved by courage that with danger 
Grew, by strength flle gift of love, * 
And belike a guardian anp:l 
Came vrith suc«our from ^ove. 

PART IP* 

Now, to a maturer Audience, 

Let me speak of this brave ChiM 
Left among her native mountains 
With wild Nature to run wild. 

So, imwatcbed by love maternal. 
Mother's care no more her guide. 

Fared this little bright-eyed Orphan 
Even while at her father's side. 

Spare your blame, — remembrance 
makes him 

Loth to rule by strict command; 

Still upon his cheek are living 
Touches of her infant hand. 

Dear caresses given in pity. 

Sympathy that soothed his grief. 

As the dying mother witnessed 
To her thankful mind’s relief. 

Time passed on; the Child was happy,- 
Like a Spirit of air she moved. 
Wayward, yet by all who knew ^r 
For her tender heart beloved. 

Scarcely less than sacred passions. 

Bred in house, in grove, in field, 

Lihk her with the infericff.creatures, 
lArge her powers their to isbield. 

Anglers, Bent on recldess pastime, * 
Learn how she can feel ali^ 

Both for tiny harmless minnow 
And the fierce, and sharp-toothed pke. 

Merciful protectress, kindli&g 

S Lto anger or disdain ; 
any a captive bath she 
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List^ :yet awldle ;—with patience 
Hear the homely truths I tell, 1*' 

She in Grasmere's old chxirch-^eeple 
Tcd^d thWddy the passing-bell. 

* Yes, the wild Girl of the mountains 
To their echoes gave the sound. 

Notice punctual as the minute, 
Wtfnidg solemn and profound. 

She, fulfilling her sire's office, 

Raag alone the far-be^d knell. 
Tribute* bv her hand, in sorrow. 

Paid to One who loved her well. 

When his spirit was departed 
On that service she went forth ; 

Nor will fail the like to render ■ 

When his corse is laid in earth. 

* • 

What theti wants the Child to'ttAnper, 
In her breast, unruly fire, 


To control the froward impulse 
A^n«f restrain the vague desire ? 

Easily a pious training 
And a stedfast outward power 
Would supplant the weeds and cherish. 
In their stead, each opening flower. 

Thus the fearless Lamb-deliv’rer, 
W'oman-grown, meekhearted, sage. 

May become a blest example 
For her sex, of every age. 

Watchful as a wheeling eagle. 

Constant as a soaring lark, 

Shduld the country need a henune. 

She might prove our Maid of Are. 

I.4?avn that thought; and here be uttered 
I^aycr that (irace divine may raLse 
Her humane courageous spirit 
Up to heaven, thro’ peaceful ways. 


POEMS f^undf:d on the affections 


THiToXiOTHEKS 

•*' Thbsb Touriste« heaven preser\'c us ! 

needs must Hv^ . , 

A profitable life : some glance along. 
Rapid end gay, as if the earth were air. 
And they were butterflies to wheel about 
Long as the summer lasted : some, us 
* wise. 

Perched on the forehead of a jutting crag, 
Pencil in hand and book upon the knee. 
Will look and scribble, scribble on and 
look. 

Until a man might travel twelve stout 
miles. 

Or reap an acre of his neighbour’s corn. 
But, for that moping Son of Idleness, 
Why can he tarry yonder ?—In our 
church-yard 

Is neither epitaph nor monument, 
'Tombstone nor name—only the turf we 
tread 

AsU a few natural graves.” 

- Jf wife, 

Thais^1^® homely Priest of Enner- 

It was a J uly evening; and he sate 
Upon the long stone-seat beneath the 
eaves » 

Of his old .V cottage,—as it chanced^ 
that day. • 

Employed in winter’s work. Upon the 
stone 

Ris wife sate near him. teasing matted 
♦ool, » 

While, from tbfi twin cards toothed with 
guttering wire,. 

He fed the^ifidle of his yotingest child, 
^bp, ^ tbe open w^tn ^ue accc^d 

' ' " i.' ' I ' 

^ ’ 'ys' I 




Of busv hands and back-and-fonn'ard 
steps. 

Her large round wheel was turning. 
Towards the field 

III which the Parish Chapel stood alone, 
(lift round with a bare ring of imwsy wall, 
While half an hour went by. the Prii'St 
had sent 

Many a long look of u'onder : and at 
last. 

Risen from his seat, beside the snow- 
white ridge 

Of carded wool which the old man had 
piled 

He laid his implements with gentle care. 
Each in the other locked ; and, down the 
path 

That from his cottage to the church¬ 
yard led. 

He took his way, impatient to accost 
The Stranger, whom he saw still linger, 
ing there. » 

’Twas one well known to him in foriiftr 
days, 

A Shepherd-lad ; who ere his sixteenth 
year 

Had left that calling, tempted to entrust 
His expectations to the fickle winds 
And perilous waters ; with the mariners 
A fellow-mariner ;—and so had fared 
Through twentv seasons; but he had 
been reared 

Among the mountains, and he in his 
heart 

Was half a shepherd on the stormy ssas. 
Oft in the pipmg shrouds had Leonard 
heard 

The tones of waterfalls, and inlaiid 
soundS; , 
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Of caves 9 and trees :—andi when the 
regular wind • 

. Between the tropics filled the steady 
sail; 

And blew with the*same breath through 
days and weeks. 

Lengthening invisibly its weary line 
Along the clovidless Main, he, in those 
hours 

Of tiresome indcJence, would often bang 
Over the vessel’s side, and gaze and gaisc ; 
And, while the broad blue wa^■e and 
sparking foam 

Plasbed round him images and hues ^bat 
wrought 

In union with the cinpjnyiiicnt of his 
‘ heart. 

He, thus by feverish jjassinn overcome. 
Even with the organs of his bodily eye, 

. Below him, in the busoni of the deep. 
Saw mountains; saw the forms of 
sheep that grazed 

On verdant bills—with dwellings among 
trees, 

And shepherds clad in the same country 
grey 

Which he himself had worid. 

And now, at last. 
From perils manifold, with some small 
wealth 

Acquired by traffic ’mid the Indian 
Isles, 

To his paternal home he is returned 
With a determined purpose to resume 
'' The life he had lived there ; both for the 
sake 

Of many darling pleasiures, and the love 
Which to an only brother he has borne 
In all his hardships, since that happy 
time 

When, whether it blew foul or fair, they 
two 

Were brother-shepherds on their native 
hills. 

—They w>^re the last of all their race : 
andKKfw, 

MBien Leonard had approached his 
home, his heart 

- Failed in him ; and, not venturing to 
enquire 

Tidings of one so long and dearly loved, 
He to the solitary church-yard turned ; 
That, as he knew in what particular 
spot 

His family were laid, he tbcnce might 
learn 

If still his Brother lived, or to the file 
' Another grave was added.—He had 
■ found 

, 1 Diis description of the Calenture is sketched 

r ’' from an impertect recollection of an admirable 
' .H' one in prose, by Mr. Gilbert, author of die Hur> 
liaasM. 


Another grave,—near which a luU 
T half-hour 

He hafi remained; but, as he gasedi, 
there grew . • 

Such a confusion in his memory, . 

That he began to doubt; and evAi to 
hope 

That he had seen this heap of tarf^ 
before,— 

That it wais not another grave ; but mte 
He had forgottgn. He had lost4)ls piMt, 
As up the vale, that afternoon, hh walked 
Through fields which once ^ad been 
well knotvii tq him : 

And oh what joy this recollection now 
Sent b) his heart! he lifted up his eyes,' 
And, looking round, imagined that he 
saw* » . 

Strati^# alteration wrought on'every side 
Among the w'oods and fields, and tbut 
the rocks • 

And everlasting hiUs themselves .were 
changed. * 

c 

Bysthis theJPriest, whg down the field 
had come,* ^ ^* * 

Unseen by £^onard. , at the ■ church* 
yard gate 

Stopped short,—an<F thence, at leisure, 
limb by limb « 

Perused him w'ith a gay complacency. 

Ay. thought the Vicar, smiling to himself. 
’Tis one of those who needs must leave * 
the path 

Of the world's business to go wild alone : 
His arms have a perpetual holiday ; 

The happy man will creep about the fields. 
Following his fancies by the hour, to 
bring 

Tears down his cheek, or solitary smiles 
Into his face, until the setting sun 
Write fool upon his forehead.—Planted 
thus 

Beneath a shed that over-arched the gate ' 
Of this rude .cburch-yard, till the stark 
appeared. 

The good Man might have communed 
with himself. 

But that the Stranger, who had left the 
grave, ' 

Approached ; he recognised the Priest 
at once, 

^d, after greetings interchanged, and 
- given • 

By Leonard to the Vicar to one 
Unknoum to him, this dialogue ensued^ 
Leonard. You- live. Sir, in these dal^.. 
a quiet life : 

Your years make up one peaceful f^usdly $ 
And who would grieve afid fret. if. 
come come 

And welcome gone, they are m like ejkcb 
other, . 
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''.They cannot be remembeted ? Scarce 
a funeral . . ^ 

Comes to this church’yard ence in 
eigfa^Qn months: 

sAncfVet, some changes must take place 
'•among you: 

And you, who dwell here, even among 
• tb^se rocks, » 

trace the finger of mortality. 

And see, that with our threescore years 
^and^ten 

We are not all thatperisff.—Iremenib<?r, 
(For many years ago I passed this road) 
There wa#a foot-way all along the fields 
By the brook-side—-’Ks gone—and that 
dark cleft I j 

To me it does not seem to wear the face ! 
Which then it had ! - 

Priest, m Nay, Sir, for augh't*! ]|mow. 
That chasm is much the same— 

heonard. But, surely, yonder— 

Priest. Ay, there, indeed, your memory 
j is a friend <t» 

That does not j^lay you false.—On that 
tall pike f 

(It is the lonelifetfylqce ^f*a)] these hills) 
There were t^^o spriltgs «vhich bubbled 
side by side,* * 

As if they had been made th»t they 
mi^t be 

Compamons fur each other: the huge 
crag 

• Was rent with lightning—one hath 
disappeared: 

The other, left behind, is flowing still. - 
For accidents and changes such as these 
We want not store of them ;—a water¬ 
spout 

Will bring down half a mountain ; 
what a feast 

For folks thfit wander up and down like 
you 

To see an acre's breadth of that wide cliff 
One roaring cataract I a sharp May- 
storm 

Will come with loads of J aniiary snow, 
.Ai^d in one night send twenty score of 
'■ j sheep 

To feed the ravens ; or a shepherd dies 
By sonm untoward death among the 
rocto ; 

The ice breaks up and sweeps away a 
. bridge; 

A Wood is feUed and then for oifl* 
own homi%! • 

Aeohitd is bom or cbristene(3| a field 
ploughed, 

A daughter sent to service, a Web spun, 

- The .old house-clock is decked with a 
new face b * 

And hence, so far from wanting facts 
hr data 

'-Tof^bonmule the time, we all have here 


A pair of diaries,—^ne serving, Sir, 
For^the whole dale, and one for each 
fire-side— 

Yours was a stranger’s judgment: for 
historians. 

Commend me to these valleys ! 

Leonard. Yet your Church-yard 
Seems, if such freedom may be used 
with you, 

To|ay that you are heedless of the past: 
Ai> orphan could not find his mother's 
grave : 

Here^s neither head nor foot-stone, 
plate of brass, 

Crtfes-bones nor skull,—type of our 
earthly state 

Nor eniblen! of our hopes : the dead 
man’s home 

Is but a fellow to that pasture-field. 

Priest. Why, there. Sir, is a thought 
that’s new to me ! 

The stone-cutters, ’tis true, might beg 
their bread 

If every Fnglish church-yard were lijce 
ours; 

Yet your conclusion wanders from the 
truth : 

Wc have no need of names and epitaphs ; 
Wc talk about the dead by our fire-sides. 
And then, for our immortal part! 
want 

No symbols. Sir, to tell us that plain 
tale ; 

The thought of death sits easy on the 
man 

Who has been born and dies among the 
mountains. 

Leotiard. Your Dalesmen, then, do in 
each other’s thoughts 
Possess a kind of second life ; no doubt 
You, Sir, could help me to the history 
Ofi half these graves ? 

Priest. For eight-score winters past, ■ 
With what I’ve witnessed, and with 
what I've heard. 

Perhaps 1 might; and, on winter 
evening. 

If 3 'ou were seated at my chimney’s nook. 
By turning o'er these hillocks one by one. 
We two could travel. Sir, -through a 
strai^e round ; ^ 

Yet all in the broad highway of the 
world. 

Now there’s a grave—your foot is half 
upon it,— [man 

It looks just like the rest: and yet thftt 
Died broken-.hearted. 

Leonard. 'Tis a common case. 

We’ll take another : who is he that lies 
Beneath yon ridge, the last of those 
three’graves ?'* 

It toucbe$ On that piece oi native rods. 

. Left in the chxircb-yard walL 


8o 


POEMS FOUJ 5 JDED ON THE • AFFECTIONS 


Priest. That’s Walter Ewbank. 

He had as white a head and freth a 
cheek 

As ever were Reduced by youth and age 
Bagendering in thd blood of hale four¬ 
score. 

Through five long generations had the 
heart 

‘“Of Walter’s forefathers o’erflowed the 
bounds 

'Qt their inheritance, that single cottage— 
You see it yonder I and those few green 
. . fields. 

They toiled and wrought, and still, 
from sire to son, 

Each struggled, and each yielded as 
before 

■A little—yet a little,—and old Walter, 
They left to him the family heart, and 
land 

With other burthens than the crop it bore. 
'Year after year the old man still kept up 
A cheerful mind,—aud bulleted with 
bond. 

Interest, and mortgages ; at last he sank. 
And went into his grave before his time. 
-Poor Walter ! whether it was care that 
spurred him 

Kjod only knows, but to the very last 
iHe had the lightest foot in Ennerdale : 
IHis pace was never that of an old man : 

*' 1 almost see him tripping down the path 
With his two grandsons after him :— 
but you. 

Unless our Landlord be your host to¬ 
night. 

Have far to trav'el,—and on these rough 
pa<hs 

Even in the longest day of midsummer— 
Leonard. But those two Orphans ! 
Priest. Orphans !—Such they were— 
Yet not while Walter lived :—for, though 
their parents 

Lay buried side by side as now they lie, 

' The old man was a father to the boys, 
Two faf-hers in one father : and if tears, 
^ed when he talked of them where 
they were not, 

'{^ And hauntings from the infirmity of 
love,. 

Are anght of what makes up a mother’s 
' TCart, 

>'yThis old Man. in the day of his old age, 
/ Was half a mother to them.—If you 
. weep. Sir, 

To hear a stranger talking about 
;; strangers, 

‘/'Heaven, bless you when you are among 
, your kindred 1 

«f.Ay—you may turn, that way—it is a 
’’ grave ‘ ^ 

'Which will bear looking at. 

These boyi— Z hope 

r- .v/' .' ' \ , ‘-• 


They loved this, good old Man ? — ' r 
Priest. They did"'—and truly'i 

But tha^ was what we almost overlooks. , 
They were such darlings of each qthei;. 

Yes, ' •' 

Though from the cradle they had lived 
with Walter, 

The only kinsman near them, and ;thougj3 
he 

Inclined to both by reason of his age. 

With a more fond, familiar, teqdermps ; 
They, notwithiftanding, had much love 
to spare. 

And it all went into each othfc'r's hearts.^^ 
Leonard, the elaer by just eighteen 
months, 

Was two years taller : ’twas a joy lo see, 
To hear, to meet them !—From their 
house the school 

Is distant three short miles, and in the 
time 

Of storm and thaw, when every water¬ 
course • * 

And uubridged stream, such as you may 
have noticed 

Crossing our roads at every hundred ' 
steps, ■! 

Was swoln into a noisy rivulet. 

Would Leonard then, when elder boys 
remained 

At home, go staggering through the 
slippery fords. 

Bearing his brother on his back. I have 
seen him, , * 

On windy days, in one of those stray 
brooks. 

Ay, more than once 1 have seen him, ^ 
mid-leg deep. 

Their two books lying both on a dry 
stone. 

Upon the hither side : and once I said. 
As I remember, looking round these rocks . 
And hills on which we aU of us were born* 
That God who made the great book of. 
the world 

Would bless such piety— .< 

Leonard. It may be then-^ 

Priest. Never did worthier lads break '' 
English bread; . | ^ 

The very brightest Sunday Aulumn saw 
With all its mealy clusters of ripe nuts. 
Could never ko^ those boys away;, 
from church. 

Or tempt them to an ^our of sabbath ' 
breach. ' 

Leonarc/ and James! I warrant, every 
corner •* ' r 

Among these rocks, and every hoUdW 
place ^ 

That venturous foot could reach,, td.- 
one or both 

Was known as gs to' the dowers. 

. that grow there. si ^ 

■ ' ■ s' \ .jl'- - 
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tiUt jToe^bucks tihey went bounding 
o’er the hills; 

They played like two young ravehs 
on the crags t * 

Thqi they' could write, ay and speak 
*' too, as well 

As ’’many of their betters—and for 
Leonard ! 

very night before he went away, 
In my own house 1 put into his hand 
A bible, and I’d wager house and held 
That, ifr he be alive, h^has it yet. 
Leonard. It seems, these Brothers 

have not lived to be 
A comfon to each o|hcr— 

Priest. That they might 

Live to such end is what both vl(f 
young 

In tnis our valley all of us ha^u^ wshed. 
And what, for iny part, I haVii often 
prayed: 

But Leonard— 

Leonard. Then James still is left 

among vou! ** 

Priest. 'Tis-mf the elder brother 1 
- am speaking: . • 

They had au^upele'^-he was at that 
^me ^ • 

A thriving man, 5ind trafficked on the 
seas: • “ 

And, bpt for that same uncle, to this 
hour 

Leonard had never handled rope or 
• shroud : 

For the boy loved the life which we 
lead here : 

And though of unripe years, a stripling 
only, 

His soul was knit to this his native soil. 
But, as 1 said, old Walter was too weak 
To strive with such a torrent; when he 
died. 

The, estate and house were sold ; and 
all their sheep, 

A pretty flock, and which, for aught I 
know, 

Haddothed the Ewbanks for a thousand 
years:— 

\V(4l.—all was gone, and they were 
destitute. 

And Leonard, chiefly for his Brother's 
sake. 

Resolved to try his fortune on the 
seas. 

Twelve years ,^re past since we 
tidings from him. 

If ^here were one among us ^ho had 
heard 

That Leonard Ewbank was come home 
« ^gain. 

From the Great Gavel,^ doW by Leeza’s 
banks,' 




And down the Enna, far as Egremont, 

The day would be a joyous festival; 

Anfl those two bells df ours, which 
.there you see— 

Hanging in the open air—but, O good 
Sir ! 

This is sad talk—they’ll never sound 
for hiin— 

Living or dead.—When last we heard 
of him, 

was in slavery among the Moors 
upon the Barbary coast.—’Twas not a 
little 

That would bring down Ills spirit; 
and no doubt, 

Bmore it ended in his death, the Youth 
Was sadly, crossed.—Poor Leonard I 
when wc parted, * 

He took me by the hand, and said to me. , 
If e'er he should grow rich, he would 
return. 

To live in peace upon his father’s land. 
And lay his bones among us. 

Leonard. If that day 

Should come, ’t would needs be a glad 
day for him ; 

He would himself, no doubt, be happy 
then 

As any that should meet him— 

Prtesl. Happy ! Sir— 

Leonard. You said his kindred all . 
were in their graves. 

And that he had one Brother— 

Priest. That is but 

A fellow-talc of sorrow. From his youth 
J aincs, though nut sickly, yet was 
delicate; 

And Leonard being always by his side 
Had dune so many offices about him. 

That, though he' was not of a timid 
nature. 

Yet still the spirit of a mountain-boy 
In* him was somewhat checked; and, 
when his Brother 

Was gone to sea. and he was left alone. 
The little colour that he had was soon 
Stolen from liis cheek; he pooped, 
and pined, and pined— • ^ 

Leonard. But these are all the graves 
of full grown men! 

Priest. Ay, Sir, that passed away : we 
took him to \is ; — , 

He was the child of all the dale—he lived 
Three months with one, and six months 
with another; 

its resemblance to the gable end of a house, is 
one of the highest of the Cumberland mountains. 

It stands at the head of the several vales of 
Ennerdale, Wastdale, and Borrowdale. 

Ibe Leeza is a river which flows into the Lake 
of Ennerdale: on issuing from tlie Lake, it 
changes its name, and^is called the End, Eyne, 
or Enna. It falls into the sea a listie below 
Egremont. 
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And, wanted neither food, nor clothes, 

, norlove : * 

And manV, many happy days were nis. 
But, whether blithe or sad, ’tis' my 
lielief 

His absent Brother still was at his 
heart. 

And, when he dwelt beneath our roof 
we found 

(Apractice till this time unknown tobim) 
»That often, rising from his bed .at nigt^t, 
He in his sleep would walk about, and 
o sleeping 

He sought his brother Leonard.—You 
. arc moved ! « 

Forgive me, Sir ; before 1 spoke to you, 

1 judged you most unkindly: 

Leonard. But this Youth, 

How did he die at last ? 

Priest. One sweet May-morning, 

(It will be twelve years sinec when 
Spring returns) 

He had gone forth among the new- 
dropped lambs. 

With two or three companions, whom 
their course 

Of occupation led from height to height 
' Under a cloudless sun—till he, at length, 
Through weariness, or, haplv, indulge 
The humour of the moment, lagged 
behind. 


You see yon prerijiicc ;—it wears the 
s^ape 

Of a vast building made o[ many crags ; 

And in the midst is one particular rock 

That rises like a coliiriiii from the vale, 

W'hence by our shepherds it is called, 
Thk Pillar. 

Ui)on its aery suhimit crowned with 
heath. 

The loiterer, not unnoticed by his com¬ 
rades. 

Lay stretched at ease ; but, passingjOy 
the place 

On their return, they found that he was 


gone. 

No iU wSs feared ; till one of them by 
«' clmnc.e 

Entering, when evcnhig was far spent, 
.the house 

. Which at that time was ] ames's home, 
there learned 

That nobody had seen him all that day -. 

The morning came, and still he w'as 
Unheard of: 

The neighbours were alarmed, and to 
the brook 

Some'hastened ; some ran to the lake : 

, , ere noon ^ , 

They found him at the foot of that same 
rock 

Poad. «md with mangled limbs. The 
ihird day after 


I burled ilitn. poc^ ah^ there he 

» lies 1 . 

Letmai^. AndtfaiittKehfshfslirave'!— 
Before his death . * 

You say that he saw manv bjajJpy yefirrs ? ^ 
Priest. Ay, that he did— , 

Leonard. ' And all we'f^t well ' 

with^him ?— 

Priest. If he had one, the youth hiid 
twenty honiCs. 

Leonard'. And you believe, then, that 
bis mind was eaSy ?— 'jP 

Priest. Yes, long before he dieoThe 
found that time c 

Is a true friend te sorrow ; and unliKS,. 
His thoughts were turned on Leonard’s 
luckless fortune, [love.. 

He talked about him with a cheerful 
LeonaiS. He could no^ come to 'an 
ufihallowed end ! ‘ 

Priest. Nay, God forbid !—Yoti recol¬ 
lect I mentione-d 

A. habit which d^quictude and gi^ief 
Had brought upon him ; and we all 
conjectured *' 

That,'* as the 'day w^s evarm, he had 
lain down ^ ^ < 

On the soft iieath,—riind. waitingi^ for, 
hi^ comrades, , 

He there had f^leii asleep; that in 
his sleep 

He to the margin of the precipice 
Had walked, and from the summit had 
fallen headlong : ' 

And so no doubt he perished. When 
the Youth 

Fell, in his,hand he must have grasp’d, 
we think. 

His shepherd’s staff; fur bn that 
Pillar of rock 

It had been caught mid way; and 
there for years 

It hung ;—and mouldered theire. 

The Priest here'Cnd^— 
The Stranger would have thanked him, 
but he felt 

A gushing from his heart, that 'took 
away ■ ’ 

The pow'er of speech. Both left |the'spot 
in silence; 

And Leonard, when they reached the 
cliuTch-yard gate, 

As the Priest lifted up the latch, turned 
L round— ' 

And, looking at -the grave, he 'ssud, 

“ My Brother 1 ” 

The Vic^ did not hear the wotds: and 
now. 

He pointed towards his dwelling^ace*, 
entreating ' ; ■. . 

That Leonard wouldjiartake his homely 
fare: - 
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, Tbe oth^r tbanl^ him with an earnest 
voice j 

But adc|0d> that, the eveningl^eingcalm. 

He would pursue his journey. So they 

•• p^f^d. 

was not long ere Leonard reached a 
grove 

iiThat. overhung the road: die there 
stopped short. 

And, sitting down beneath the trees, 

m raviewOT 

All that the Priest haa said : his early 
years 

Were Ifrith him:—his long absence, 
cherished hope'fe. 

And thoughts which had been his an 
hour before. 

All pressed qn him with suct^ a welglit, 
that now, • « 

This vale, where he had been so happy, 

• seemed 

A place in which he could not bear to 
live; ' *• • 

So he relinqi^^hed all his purposes. 

He travelled back to ^gremoi^ : and 
thence, , 

That .night, he wimte* a letter to the 
Priest, * • 


The marvellous current of forgotten 
things: 

How Brutus came, by oracles impeUed. 

And Albion’s giants quelled, 

A brood whom no civility could melt. 
Who never tasted grace, and goodness 
ne’er had felt.” 

By brave Corineus aided, he subdued, 
And rooted out the intolerable kind; 

And this too-long-polluted land imbued 
With goodly arts and usages refined ; 
Whence gulden harvests, cities, warlike 
towers. 

H And ]>leasurc's sumptuous bowers ; 
Whence all the fixed delights of house 
and l-Kune. 

Friendships that will not break, and love 
that cannot roam. 

O. liap[>y Britain ! region all too fair 
For self-delighting fanev to endure 
That silence only should inhabit there. 
Wild beasts, nr uncouth savages impure ! 
But, intermingled with the generous 
seed. 

Grew many a poisonous weed ; 
Thus farce it still with all that takes 
its birth 


Reminding him* of what had passed 
bl^tween them : 

And adding, with a hope to be forgiven. 

That it was from the weakness of his 
heart 

He had not dared to tell him who he was. 

This dc“ic. h® went on shipboard, and is 
now 

A Seaman, a grey-headed Mariner. 


A^TEGAL AND ELIDURE 
(see the chronicle of GEOFFREY OF 
MONMOUTH and MILTOn’S HISTORY 
OP ENGLAND) 


From human care, or grows upon the 
breast of earth-' 

lienee, ami how soon ! that war of 
vengeance waged 

By Guendolen against her faithless 
lord ; 

Till she, ill jealous fury unassuaged 

Had slain his p.araiiiour with ruthless 
sword : 

Then, into Se^'ern hideously defiled, 

She flung her blameless child, 

Sabrina,—vowing that the stream should 

, bear 

That name through every age, her 
hatred to declare. 


Where be the temples which, in Britain’s 
Isle, 

i For his paternal Gods, the Trojan 
"y raised? 

Gone Uke a morning dream, or like a 

pnfe 

Of clouds that in cerulean ether blazed ! 

Ere Julius landed on her white-clifled 
shore, , 

They Sank, delivered o'er , 

To fatal dissolution : and, I ween, 

No vestige then was left tharsuch had i 
ever been. 


Nathless, a British record (long con- 
• oeale4, • • 

In old Armorica, whose Slcrat springs 
No Gothic ccintueror ever drank) 
revealed 



<■ 'J 



'i. 


I So speaks the Chronicle, and tells of 
Lear • 

By his ungrateful daughters tu]ped 
adrift. 

Ye lightnings, hear his voice !—they , 
cannot hear, 

Nor can the winds restore his simple 
gift. 

But One there is, a Child of nature meek. 
Who comes her Sire to seek ; 

And he. recovering sense, upon her 
breast 

Leans S'liilingly, and sinks into a perfeef 
rest. 

There too wc read of Spenser's fairy 
themes. 

And those that Mjjton loved iq youthful 
years j • 
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The sage enchanter Merlin's subtle 
seh^es: 

The feats *bf Arthur and his knighuy 
peers; 

Of Arthur,—who, to upper light restored. 

With that terrific sword 
Which yet he brandishes for future 
war, 

Shall lift his country’s fame above 
the polar star ! 

What wonder, then, if in such ainpl^ 
field 

Of bid tradition, one particular flower 
Doth seemingly in vain its fragrance yield. 
And bloom unnoticed even to this late 
hour ? . 

Now, gentle Muses, your assistance 
grant. 

While I this flower transplant 
Into a garden stored with Poesy ; 
Where flowers and herbs unite, and 
haply some weeds be. 

That, wanting not wild grace, are from 
all mischief free ! 

A King more worthy of respect 
and love 

Than wise Gorbonian ruled not in his 
day; 

And grateful Britain prospered far 
above 

All neighbouring countries through his 
righteous sway ; 

He poured rewards and honours on 
the good ; 

The oppressor he withstood ; 

And while he served the Gods with 
reverence due 

Fields smiled, and temples rose, and 
towns and cities grew. 

He died, whom Artegal succeeds—his 
son; ^ 

But how unworthy df that sire was he ! 
A hopeful reign, auspiciously begun. 
Was darl^ned soon by foul iniquity. 
Fr(|na crime to crime he mounted, till 
at length 

) ' The nobles leagued their strength 

With a vexed people, and the t 3 iTant 
chased ; 

And, on the vacant throne, his worthier 
Brother placed. 

From realm to realm the humbled 
Exile went, 

' Suppliant for aid his kingdom to regain ; 
In many a court, and many a warrior’s 
tent, 

..He urged histpersevering suit in vain. 

' Him. in whose wretched heart ambition 
failed, ,, 

V Pijre poverty assailed s 


And. tired with aU^s hiis pride no. 

, more could brook, . 

He towards his native country oast' a ' 
longmg look. . • 

Fair blew the wished-for ’ wind-—Vhe' 
voyage sped; • 

He landed; and, by many dangers 
scared, , ^ 

“ Poorly provided, poorly follow^," 

To Calaterium’s forest he repaired. 

How changed from him who, born 4 ^ 
highest place, w 

Had swayed the royal nmee. 
Flattered and feared, despised yet 
deified. 

In Troynovant, his seat by silver' 
Thames’s side ! 

*• • 

From wild region where the crown¬ 
less King 

Lay ill concealment with his scanty train. 
Supporting life by water from the 
• spring, 

And such chance food outlaws can 
obtain, , 

Unto the few yghgm ^e^^esteems his 
friends 

A messenger he Sbdds ; 

And frotii their secret* loyalty requires 
Shelter and daily bread,—the spm of 
his desires. 

Wliile he the issue waits, at early morn 
Wandering by stealth abroad, he 
chanced to hear 

A startUug outcry made by hound and 
horn. 

From which the tusky wild boar flies 
in fear; 

And, scouring toward him o'er the 
grassy plain, 

Behold the hunter train ! 

He bids his little company advance 
With seeming unconcern and steady 
countenance. 


The royal Elidure, who leads the chase,- 
Hath checked his foaming course 
can it be ! 

Methinks that 1 should recognise that 
face, ^ 

Though much disguised by long adver¬ 
sity I 

H( gazed rejoicing, and again he gazed, , 
, Confounded and amazed— 

“It is the king, my .brother [ “ aiid* by 
sound 

Of his own voice conflrmed, he leaps 
upon the ground. a 


Long.'strlct. ujA tender waf the embAee 
he gave,^' 

Feebly returned by dauhted Artegal 1 ' 

Whose 1 : 
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And ^lark and criminal, 

'.loth to restriJh the moving interview, 
' - The attendant lords withdrew« * 

And, wl^le they stood upon the plain 
-^parU’ 

• Thus Eliduih, by words, relieved his 
•struggling heart. 

“ By heavenly Powers condi^pted, we 
• lutve meC; 

—O Brother! to my knowledge lost 
so long, 

Buf neither lost to loves nor to regret, 

Nor to my w'ishes lost;—forgive the 
wrong, 

(Such it may seem) if I thv crown have 
borne. 

Thy royal mantle worn: • 

1 was their natural guardian ; and ’tis 
just , •, 

That now I should restore what* hath 
^ been held in trust." 

A while the astonished Artegal stood 
mute. 

Then thus eifclaimed: "To me, of 
titles shoes, • * 

And stripped* * pewetj me, feeble, 
destitute. • • 

To me a kingdom! spare the,bitter 
scorn : 

If justiae ruled the breast of foreign 
kings. 

^ Then^ on the wide-spread wings 

Of war, had 1 returned to claim my 
tight; 

This will 1 here avow, not dreading thy 
despite." 


Within this realm a place of safe retreat s 

Beware of rousing an ambitious thought; 

Beware of kindling hopes, for me un¬ 
meet 1 

Thou art reputed wise, but in my mind 
Art pitiably blind: 

Full soon this generous purpose - thou 
may’st rue, 

When that which has been done no 
wishes can undo. 


Who, when a crown is fixed upon his 
he'd. 

Would l)alance claim with claim, and 
. right with right ? 

Hiu thou —1 know not how inspired, 
how led*— 

Wouldst change the course of things in 
all men’s sight! 

And this for one who cannot imitate 
Thy virtue, who may hate : 

For, if, by such strange sacrifice re¬ 
stored. 

He reign, thou still must be his king, 
and sovereign lord ; 


Lifted in magnanunity above 
Aught that my feeble nature could 
perform. 

Or even conceive ; surpassing me in love 
Far as in power the eagle doth the 
worm : 

I, Brother ! only should be king in name, 
And govern to iny shame; 

A shadow in a hated land, while all 
Of glad or willing service to thy share 
would fall." 


*' I do not blame thee,” Elidure replied ; 
** But, if my looks did with my words 
agree, 

I should at once be trusted, not defied. 
And thou from all disquietude be free. 
May the unsullied Goddess of the chase. 
Who to this blessed place 
At this blest moment led me, if 1 speak 
With' insincere intent, on me her ven- 

^ geance wreak ? 

'n 

Were this same spear, wliich in my hand 

1 gIl|Sp, 

The British sceptre, here would I to thee 
The svmbol yield ; and would undo this 
f^sp. 

If It contoed the robe of sovereignty? 
Odious to me the pomp of regal court, *| 
• And Joyless sylvan sport, • 

While thou art roving, wretched and 
forlorn, 

Tby couidi the dewy earth, thy roof the 
fhrest^^l” 

Then Artegal tjths, spake; *‘I only 


" Believe it not, " said Elidure ; “ respect 

Awaits on virtuous life, and ever most 

Attends on goodness with dominion 
decked. 

Which stands the universal empire’s 
boast; 

This can thy own experience testify: 

Nor shall thy foes deny 

That, in the gracious opening of thy 
reign. 

Our father’s spirit seemed in thee to 
breathe again. 

And what if o’er that bright unbosoming 

Clouds of disgrace and envious fortune 
past! 

Have we not seen the glories of the 
spring 

By veil of noontide darkness overcast ? 

The frith that glittered like a warrior’s 
shield. 

The sky, the gay green field. 

Are vanished; gladness ceases in the 
groves. 

And trepidation strikes the blackened 
mountain-coves, 
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Put 4 » that gjoom dwpJved? And, from thto tritwnpli e^alitetrcm pu^ 

Seenis the wide world, fer brighter ' Elidurel”'' • ' - 

than beitore! • ,gi*. 

Even SQ thy latent yirca-th will re-appear. Hi ■ V i ' 

Glad^ning the people’s heart from niT-mRi?! v * 

shore to shore: lO A 

For youthful faults ripe virtues shall I’vk watch’d you now a fidl haH-houTi ' 
j atone; SeIf-pois«d upon that yellow flojver; 

Re-seated on thy throne. And, little Butterfly ! ind^d " *" 

. Proof shalt thou furnish that misfortune, I know not if you deep or feed- 

pain, *■ How motionless I—-not frozen agas ^ 

And sorrow, have confirmed thy native More motionlesl! and then W 

right to reign. What joy awaits you, when the breeze 

.. ,, found you out among *the'tre«|. 

But, not to overlook what thou ma^ st And calls you forfti again!' ' 
know, V 

Thy enemies are neither weak nor few ; orchard-ground is ours : ' '’‘■ 

And circumspect must he our course, “JV trees they are, ray Sister’s flowers; 

and slow, Here your wings when, they are 

Or from my purpose ruin may ensue. Mre^y ; 

Dismiss thy toI]owers;—^let them calmly lodge as in a sanctuary ! _ 

wait Come often to us, fear no wrong; 

Such change in thy estate the^ough ! 

As I already have in thought devised; “ f^lk of sunshine and of song. 

And which, with caution due, may soon And summer days, when flre were young ; 
be realised." Sweef childish days, that were as long 

Tu c+ 1 ♦ twenty da^ art, nW.» • ^ 

The Story tells what courses were pur- , •. .-Qq- 

sued, _ * ' ‘ 

Until king Elidure, with full consent ^ * 

Of 'all his peers, before the multitude, A FAREWRLL , 

Rose,—and, to consummate this just Farewell, thou little Nook of raountain- 
intent, * ground. 

Did place upon his brother’s head the Thou rocky comer in the lowest stair * 

magnificent temple which doth 
Relinqmshed by Ins own ; bound 

Then to his people cried. “ Receive your One side of our whole vale with grandeur 
lord, rare; 

Gorbonian’s first-born son, your right- Sw'eet garden-orchard, eminently fair, 
ful If mg restored ! The loveliest spot that man hat^ever 

The people answered with a loud acclaim : Farewell 

Yet more ;-heart-sniitten by thehcj&ic jSceful carS ^ ' Heaven? 

Th. Stated Artegal bacama ' 

Eatth's noblest penitent; from bondage 

free* Our boat is safely anchored by the sbfvet 

vic.e—thenceforth unable to subvert And there will safely ride when' we are 
Or shake his high desert. gone : 

Long ^id he reign ; and, when he died. The flowering shrubs that deck our 
the tear humble door 0 

Of uoiveraal grief bedewed his honoured Will prosper, though untended and 
bier. alone: • 

ThaawasaBrotharbyaBrothersavad! '****?* ** ' 

^“'iia'th^t * “°'™ (temptation that •fbasa n£row biim* con% 015 jnivato 
heart, of man till tjtay have q, ^ 

Hara’mfthS^ii onr aight-yre fte^o'no.,. 
'Gainst duty weighed, and faithful Jove, niore. c / 

did seem ' ' ' Sunshine and shower “be with you, blid . 


A'thing of no esteem; 


and bell! 
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For two now ixt vadn we shall be 

sought: * 

We teatr^ yon here in solitude to dwell 

Wit]} the^ our latest gifts of tender 
•thought^ 

ThcS), like the morning, in thy safTron 
coat, 

qjright, gowan, and marsh<marigold, 
farewell! 

Whom from the borders of the Lake we 
.brought. 

And placed together near our rocky 
Well.^ 

We go for One to whem ye will be dear ; 

And she will prize this Bower, this 
Indian shed, • 

Our own contrivance. Building without 
peer i 

—A gentle Maid, Avhose heart is*lowly 
. bred. 

Whose pleasures are in wild fields 
gathered, m 

With joyousness, and with a thoughtful 
cheer, * 

Will hersoif will 

And lo^e the blevcd life that wt: lead 
here. , • 

Dear Si>ot! which we have vratched 
with tender heed. 

Bringing thee chosen plants and blossoms 
blown 

Among the distant mountains, flovrer 
and weed. 

Which thou hast taken to thee as thy 
own. 

Making all kindness registered and 
known: 

Thou for our sakes, though Nature's 
child indeed. 

Fair in thyself and beautiful alone. 

Hast taken gifts which thou dost little 
need. 


J oy wiH be flown in its mortality ; 

Something must stay to tell us of the 
rest. 

Here, throng^ w^th primroses, the 
steep rock’s breast 

Glittered at e«^ening like a starry sky; 

And in this bush our sparrow built her 
nest. 

Of which I sang one song that will not 
t die 

O^appy Garden ! whose seclusion deep 

Hath been so friendly to industrious 
hours; 

Acsi to soft slumbers, that did gently 
steep 

Our spirits.* carrying with them dreams 
of flowers. 

And wild notes warbled among leafy 
bowers ; 

Two burning months let summer wer- 
leap. 

And, coming back with Her who will be 
ours. 

Into thy bosom we again shall creep. 

1802. 


STANZAS 

WRITTEN IN MY POCKET-COPY OF THOM¬ 
SON’S CASTLE OF INDOLENCE 

Within our happy Castle there dwelt 
One 

Whom without blame I may not over- 
lot»k : 

For never sun on living creature shone 

Who more de\’out enjoyment with Us 
took : 

Here on his hours he hung as on a hook, 

On his own time here would he float 
away, 

A$ doth a fly upon a summer brook; 

But go to-morrow, or belike to-day. 

Seek for him,—he is fled; and whither 
none can say. 


And O most constant, yet most fickle 
., Place, 

^at hast thy wayward moods, as thou 
" dost show * 

To iben%who look not daily on thy face; 
Who, being loved, in love no bounds 
•dost know. 

And say’st, when we forsake thee, " Let 
them go 1 ” . • 

Thou easy-hetf ted Thing, with thy wilfl 
• race • 

Of weeds and flowers, till we return be 
slow, 

Andjtravel with the yeat at a soft pace. 
Help us to 4 ett Her tal*es of years gone 

*y» 

And .this sweet spring, the best beloved 
andblfctf. 


Thus often would he leave ouie peaceful 
home, • 

And find elsewhere his business or 
delight: 

Out of our Valley’s limits did be roam : 

Full many a time, upon a stormy night. 

His voice came to us from the neigh¬ 
bouring height: 

Oft could we see him driving full iit 
view 

At mid-day when the sun was shining 
bright ; 

What ill was on him, what he bad to do, 

A mighty wonder bred among 6ur quiet 
crew. 

Ah ! piteous sight it was to see this hfan 

When hd came back to us, a withered 

flowdFi— 
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Or like a sinful creature, pale and wan. 
Down would he sit; and without 
strength or power 

Look at the common grass from hour to 
hour; ' 

And oftentimes, how long 1 fear to say, 
Where apple-trees in blossom made a 
bower, 

Retired in that sunshiny shade he lay ; 
And, like a naked Indian, slept himself 
away. 

Great wonder to our gentle tribe it was 
Whenever from our Valley he withdrew ; 
Foe happier soul no living creature Iftis 
Than he had, being here the lung day 
through. ' 

Some thought he was a lover, and did 
woo: 

Some thought far worse of him, and 
judged him wrong; 

But verse was what he had been wedded 
to; 

And his own mind did like a tempest 
strong 

Come to him thus, and drove the weary 
Wight along. 

With him there often walked in friendly 
guise, 

Or lay upon the moss by brook or tree, 
A noticeable Man with l;urge grey eyes. 
And a pale face that seemed undoubtedly 
As if a blooming face it ought to be; 
Heavy his low-hung lip did oft appear, 
Deprest by weight of musing Phantasy ; 
Profound his forehead was, though not 
severe; 

Yet some did think that he had little 
business here. 

Sweet heaven forefend! his was a law¬ 
ful right; 

Noisy he was, and gamesome as a boy ; 
His limbs would toss about him with 
delight 

' 4 ' Like bracches when strong winds the 
« tirees annoy. 

Nor lacked his calmer hours device or 
toy 

To banish listlessness and irltsome care ; 
He would have taught you how you 
might employ 

Yourself: and many did to him repair,— 
And certes not in vain ; he had inven¬ 
tions rare. 

; ' Expedients, too, of simplest sort he 
tried: 

Long blades of grass, plucked round him 
as^helayr 

.'Made, to his ear attentively applied, 
A pipe on which the wind would deftly 

'‘V . play i 


Glasses he had, that little tiungs dis*. 

• play, . - 

Jhe beetle panoplwd in gems a^d gedd, 
A mailed angel on a battfe-daji^ ;* 

The mysteries that cups' of floors 
enfold, • 

And all the gorgeous sights which fairies 
do btthold. , ^ 

He would entice that other Man to hear 
Plis music, and to view his image^ i 
And, sooth, thes(% two were eaclf to 
other dear: 

No livelier love in such a place %>uld be 
There did they dwell—from earthly 
labour free. 

As happy spirits as were ever seen; 
If but a bird, to keep them company. 

Or butterfly sate down, they were, I 
wgfcn, ■ • 

As pleased as if the same had been a 
Maiden-queen. * 

i8oa. 

VI 

, .LOUISA ^ 

AFTICR ACCOMFANiV];^G fir.R« ON^d|||aOUN- 
TAIS EXCOIJ^OK 

I MGT Lj;)uisa in the shade, 

Arul, having seen thit lovely Maid, 
Why should I fear to say • 

That, nymph-like, she is fleet and strong. 
And down the rocks can leap along 
Like rivulets in May ? 

She loves her fire, her cottage-home ; 

Yet ii’er the moorland will she roam 
In weather rouj^h and bleak ; 

And, when against the wind she str^ns. 
Oh! might 1 kiss the mountain fains 
That sparkle on her c'Keek. 

Take all that's mine beneath the moon,** 
If 1 with her but half a noon 
May sit beneath the walls 
Of some old cave, or mossy nook. 

When up she winds along the brook 
To hunt the waterfalls. 

1805: 

VII ^ 

Strange fits of passion have I li.iowa : 
And I will dare to tell. 

But in the Lover’s ear alone. 

What once to me befel. 

^fV!^en she I loved looked* every day 
Fresh as a rose in June^ 

I to her cottage bent my way, ' 

Beneath an evening-moon.. / 

Upon the moon I fixed my eye,' ' . 

All over the wide lea: . ,, * 

With quickening pace my horse drew 
nigh • 

Those paths so dear,tQ me. i «... 
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ApA now we reached the orchard-plot ; 
APdi as we climbed the hill; • 

The sinking moon to Lucy’s cott 
Came near,, and neater still. 

*ln one of those sweet dreams 1 slept. 
Kind Nature's gentlest boon ! 

And all the while my eyes 1 kept 
Qp the descending moon. * 

My horse moved on ; hoof after hoof 
He ^raised, and never stopped: 

Wfien oown behind th® cottage roof, 
At once, the bright moon dropped. 

What and way^yard thoughts will 
slide 

Into a Lover’s head ! • 

“ O meroy ! ” to m 5 'self I cried, 

“If Lucy should be dead ! ’’ « 

, VITI 

She dwelt among the untrodden ways 
Beside the springiASof Dove, 

A Maid whom there were none to praise 
And very few to love: ^ ^ 

A violet^ a sne^y %tofie 
Half hidden the ^e ! 

—Fair as a star, when only one 
Is shining in th( sky. 

She liv^d unknown, and few could 
know 

• When Lucy ceased to be ; 

But she is in her grave, and, oh. 

The difference to me ! 

1799. 

IX 

I TRAVELLED among unknown men. 
In lands beyond 4 he sea ; 

Nor, England! did I know till then 
What love I bore to thee. 

’Tis past, that melancholy dream! 

Nor will I quit thy shore 
A second time ; for still I seem 
To love thee more and more. 

Itoong thy mountains did I feel 
^>The joy of my desire ; 

And sh^I cherished turned her wheel 
B^id^an English fire. 

Thy mornings showed, thy nights con¬ 
cealed 

TImj bowers* where Lucy played; • 

And thine too Is the last green field 
That Lucy’s eyes surveyed. • 

1799- 


Immoveable by generous sighSi 
S^e glories in a train 
Who drag, beneath our native skies. 
An orieutal chain. 

Pine not like them* with arms across. 
Forgetting in thy care 
How the fast-rooted trees can toss 
Their branches in mid air. 

The humblest rivulet win take 
]its own wild liberties; 

And, every day, the imprisoned lakei 
Is flowing in the breeze. 

Then, crouch no more on suppliant knee,. 

But scorn with scorn outbrave ; 

A Briton, even in love, should be 
A subject,'not a slave ! 

1826.. 

XI 

TO- 

Look at the fate of summer flowersw 
Which blow at daybreak, droop er» 
even-song; 

And, grieved for their brief date, confess 
that ours. 

Measured by what we are and ought tt> 
be. 

Measured by all that, trembling, wc 
foresee. 

Is not so long ! 

If human Life do pass away, 

Perishing yet more swiftly than the 
flower. 

If we arc ci'catures of a w:ntcr*s day; 
What space hath Virgin's beauty to dis¬ 
close 

Her sweets, and triumph o’er the breath¬ 
ing rose ? 

Not even an hour ! 

The deepest grove whose foliage hid' 
rite happiest lovers Arcadv might boast. 
Could not the entrance of ibis thought 
forbid: 

O be thou wise as they, soul-gifted Maid !' 
Nor rate too high wh.at must st^quickly* 
fade, ^ 

So soon be lost- 

Then shall love teach some virtuous- 
Youth 

“ To draw, out of the object of his eyes,’*' 
The while on thee they gaze in simple- 
truth. 

Hues more exalted, ** a refined Fonn,'*' 
That dreads not age, nor sufi^ers fromi 
the worm. 

And never dies. 


■ ' X 

Ere* with col4 beads of fnidnight dew 
Had mingled tears of thine, 

1 grieved, fo^ Youth! that thou shouldst 
' -Xu havghtif Geraddioe. ^ [sue 


1834.. 

XII 

THE FORSAKEN 

The peace’which others seek they find 
The heaviest storms not longest last 


4 * 
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Heaven grants even to the guiltiest mind 
An amnesty for what is past; . 

When will my sentence be reversed ? 
I (xily pray to know the worst; 

And wish if my*heart would burst. 

O weary struggle ! silent years 
Tell se^ningly no doubtful tale : 

And yet they leave it short, and fears 
And hopes are strong and will prevail. 
My calmest faith escapes not pain ; • 
And, feeling that the hope is vain, * 

1 think that he will come again. 

XIII , 

’Tis said, that some have died for love : 
And here and there a church«yard grave 
is found 

In the cold north’s unhallowed ground. 
Because the wretched man himself had 
slain. 

His love was such a grievous pain. 

And' there is one whom I nve years 
have known ; 

He dwells alone 
Upon Helvellyn’s sk’e : 

He loved—the pretty Barbara died; 
And thus he makes his moan ; 

Tliree years had Barbsira in her grave 
been laid 

When thus his moan he made : 

*' Oh, move, thon Cottage, from behind 
that oak ! 

Or let the aged tree uprooted lie. 

That in some other way yon smoke 
May mount into the sky ! 

The clouds pass on; they from tlie 
heavens depart: 

1 look—the sky is empty spacf:; 

T know not what I trace ; 

But when I cease to look, my hand is on 
my heart. ,» 

O 1 what a weight is in these shades! 
Ye leaves. 

That murmur once so dear, when will 
it ceace ? 

Yo«r sound my heart of rest bereaves, 
It robs my heart of peace. 

Thou Thrush, that singest loud—and 
loud and free, 

Into yon row of willows flit. 

Upon that alder sit; 

Or sing another song, or choose another 
tree. 

Roll back, sweet Rill! back to thy 
mountain-bounds. 

And there for ever be thy waters chained f 
For thou dost haunt the air with sounds 
'«^at cannot be sustained ; 

' If still beneath that pine-tree’s ragged 
bough 

.Headlong yon waterfall most come, 


Oh let it then be dumb t 
Ba anything, sWeiet Rill, btft that tvhicfa' 
thou art now. 

s 

Thou Eglantine, so bright wkh sufyny 
showers. 

Proud as a rainbow spanning half the 
vale. 

Thou onl! fair shrub, oh! shed thjl 
flowers. 

And stir not in the gale. 

For thus to seegChee nodding in the 
To see thy arch thus stretch and beno,’ 
Thus rise and thus descend,—-^ 

Disturbs me till the« sight is more than 
I can bear.” 

The Mah who makes this feverish com- . 
plainjj^ 

Is one ^f*gianit statute, who coujd, dance 
Equipi^d from head to foot in iron 
mail. • 

Ah gentle Love ! if ever thought was 
tliine ^ 

To store up kindred houij for me, thy 
fa^ 

Turn mom me,'gentle Loa^ ! nor let me 
walk , • • • 

Within the sound of Ewftna’s voice, nor 
knoRV • 

Such happiness as I have known to-day. 

ftoo. 

XIV 

A COMPLAINT 

TtiFRif is a change—and 1 am poor ; 
Your Jove hath been, nor long ago, 
A fountain at my fond heart’s door. 
Whose only business' was to flow; 

And flow it did ; not taking heed 
Of its own bounty, # my need. 

What happy moments did I count I 
Blest was 1 then all bliss above 1 
Now, for that consecrated fount 
Of murmuring, sparkling, living love. 
What have I ? shall I dare to tell ? 

A comfortless and bidden well. 

A well of love—^it may be deep— 

1 trust it is,—and never dry : 

What matter ? if the waters sle^ 

In silence and obscurity. 

—Such change, and' at the very door 
Of my fond heart, hath made nuf poex. 
t zBo6. - 

•* . XV • 

» TO-, • 

ILet other bards of angels sing. 

Bright suns without a spot t 
But thou £u-t «Jio such perfect thi^: 
Rejoice that thou art nof 1 

Heed not tlio’ none shbuld call tbee'fldr;. 
So, Mary, let it be ® 
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' > F t ^ * *.'1 ‘ ' 

li in loveUnou oounpare 

^ ' Wl^ wbitt i&ou krt to im, 

True beauty 4 wb11s in deep retreats. 
Whose veil is unremuved 
• TUt*beart* with heart in' concord beats. 
And the lovv'is beloved- 

1824. 

. . XVI , 

Yss t thou art fair, yet be not moved 
To scam the declaration, 

Thpt s(|tnetipies 1 in thee have loved 
• My fancy’s own creafton. 

Imagination needs, must stir ; 

Dear Maid, this truth believe. 

Minds that have nothing to confer 
Find little to perceive. « 

Be pleased that nature ina^s thee ftt 
To feed my heart’s devotion,,^ 

By laws to which all Forms submit 
i(n sky, air, earth, and ocean. 


X»II 

How rich thai forehead’s cairn expanse' 
How bright that heaven-directed glance ! 
—^Waft her |o,Klorjij jivingM Powers, 
Ere sorrow be rpnewed, * 

And intercuurse frith mortal hours 
Bring back a himsbler mood I <• 

So looked Cecilia when she drew 
An Angel from his station ; 

So looked ; not ceasing to pursue 
Mer tuneful adoration I 

But hand and voice alike are still; 

No sound here sweeps away the will' 
That gave it birth; in service meek 
One upright arm sustains the cheek, 
And one across' the bosom lies— 

That rose, and now forgets to rise. 
Subdued by breathless harmonies 
Of meditative feeling; 

Mute strains from worlds beyond the 
skies. 

Through the pure light of female eyes. 
Their sanctity revealing! 

* 1824. 

% XVIII 

What heavenly smiles i O Lady mine 
Throu|h my very heart they shine; 
And, if my brow gives back their light. 
Do thou look gladly on the sight; 

' As the dear Moon with modest pride 
Behold^ own bright beams * 
Reflected from the mountain's side * 
■And from tbe headlong stAams. 

XIX 

• TO—. 

O PEAREfi fgr than lignt and life are 
dear, , , 

Full oft ^nr^Umau foresight 1 deplore ; 


Trembling, through my unworthiue^k 
with fear 

That friends, by death disjoined, may 
meet no more! 

Misgivings, hard to vanquish or control. 

Mix with the day. and cross the hour of 
rest; 

While all the future, for thy puree 
soul. 

With “ sober certainties ” of love is blest. 

Ibat sigh of thine, not meant for human 
' , ear. 

Tells that these words thy humbleness 
offend : 

Yet bear me up —else faltering in the 
rear , 

Of a steep march : support me to the 
end. 

Peace settles where the intellect is meek. 

And Love is dutiful in tlioifgbt and 
deed ; 

Tlirough Thee communion with that 
Love 1 seek: 

The faith Heaven strengthens where he 
moulds the Creed ■ 

1824. 

XX 

LAMENT OF MARY QUEEN OF 
SCOTS 

ON THE I-.VE OF A. NEW YEAR 
I ► 

Smilf. of the Moon ! - for so I name 

That silent greeting from above ; 

A gentle flash of light that came 

From her whom drooping captives love ; 

Or art thou of still higher birth ? 

Thou that didst part the clouds of earth, 

My torpor to reprove! 


Bright boon of pitying Heaven!—alas, 
1 may not trust thy placid cheer ! 
Pnndei’ing that Time to-night will pass 
The thre-t^hold of another year; 

For years to me are sad and ^11; 

My very moments are too full ® 

Of hopelessness and fear. 


And yet, the soul-awakening glegm. 
That struck perchance the farthest edne 
Of Scotland's rocky wilds, did seem 
To visit me, and me alone; 

Me, unapproached by any friend, 

Save those who to my sorrows lend 
Tears due unto their own. 


To-nighf the church-tourer hells will ring 
Through these wild realms a festive peal; 
To the new year a welcoming s 
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A timefnl offering for the weal 
. Of happy millions lulled in sle^ ; 

Wh^e 1 anr* forced to watch and weep« 
By Vounds that may not heaU 

w 

Born all too high, by wedlock raised 
Still hi^er—to be cast thus low ! 

Would that mine -eyes had never gazed 
On aught of more ambitious show 
Than the sweet flowerets of the fieldg ! 
—It is my royal state that yields ■ 
This bitterness of woe. 

VI 

Yefc how ?—^for I, if there be truth • 
In the world’s voice, was passing fair; 
And beauty, for confiding }'T>uth, 

Those shocks of passion can prepare 
That kill the bloom before its time ; 
And blanch, without the owner’s crime. 
The most resplendent hair. 

VII 

XTnblest distinction I showered on me 
'i o bind a lingering life in chains : 

All that could quit my grasp, or flee. 
Is' gone;—but not the subtle stains 
Fixed in the spirit; for even here 
Can 1 be proud that jealous fear 
Of what 1 was remains. 

VIII 

A Womaivrules my prison's key; 

A sister Queen, against the bent 
Of law and holiest sympathy, 

' JDetains me, doubtful of the event; 
Great God, who feel'st for my distress, 
My thoughts are all that I possess, 

O keep them innocent I 

IX 

Farewell desire of human aid. 

Which abject mortals vainly court! *. 
•'By friends deceived, by foes betrayed, 
fears the prey, of hopes the sport; 
'bought but the world-redeeming Cross 
Tb able t%supply my loss, 

My^urthen to support. 

X 

Hark ! the death-note of the year 
Sounded by the castle-clock ! 

From her sunk eyes a stagnant tear 
Stole forth, unsettled by the shock; 
But oft the woods renewed their green, 
'£re the tired head of Scotland’s Queen 
, Reposed upon the block I 

xSzy. 

XXI 

4" THE,* COMPLAINT 

or A FORSAKXN INDIAN WOMAN 
;{Whea A Northern Indian, from sickness, is un« 
J to coutiime his journey wjth fom- 


ranioos, he is left behind covered over with '' 
deerakiiu,.aiid is supplied wifh. water, food, ' 
end fod, if the 'situation of the place will' ^ 
afford lt« He k Informed of the track which 
his esmpanions intend to purtua Bod if he- 
\uiable to follow, or overtdce.tnw, ha^w- 
ishes alone in the desert: unless he sh^d 
havethegoodfortunetofaUin with some otner 
tribes of Indians. The feitaales Me equally, 
or still n|pre, exposed to the same 
that very interesting work Hxaiinb's J ournbit . 
from Hudson's Bay to the Northbrn Ocean. 
In the high northern latitudes, as the same ' 
writer informs u% when the northefb hgftflb 
vary their position in the air, they make a 
rustling and a crackling noise, as alluded to in 
the following poem,] • 


Before*! see another day. 

Oh let m]^ body die away ! 

In sleep I^heard the northern gleams; 
The st£rs, they were among my dreams; 
In rustling conflict through the skies, 
I heard. I saw the flashes drive. 

And yet they arc ujpin my eyes. 

And yet I am alive ; 

Before I see another day,* 

Oh let iiiy bod/c^e away f 

• ff * * 

My fire is dead ; it kndW no pain; 

Yet is itPdead, and 1 rstnain : 

All stiff with ice the ashes lie; • 

And they are dead, and I will die. 

When I was well, I wished to live, 

For clothes, for warmth, for food, and 
fire : 

But they to me no joy can give. 

No pleasure now, and no desire. 

Then here contented will I lie! 

Alone, I cannot fear to die. 

III 

Alas! ye might have dragged me on 
Another day, a single one! 

Too soon I yielded to despair; 

Why did ye listen to my prayer ? 

When ye were gone my limbs were 
stronger; 

And oh, how grievously I rue. 

That, afterwards, a little longer. 

My friends, I did not follow you! 

For strong and without pain I lay. 
Dear friends, when ye were gon *away. 

IV 

My child ! they gave thee to another, 

A gvoman who was not thy mother. 
Wben from my arms my Babe they took. 
On me hc^ strangely' did he look t ' • 
Through his whole body acanefehing ran, 
A most strange working did I'see; 

—As if be strove to be a man. 

That he mightcpull the sledge for iilfcl: 
And then he stretched h& enns, bow 
wih31 • 

Oh inercy i like a helplesf 
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' ■ My little joy! my little pride! ' . 

.. In two days more I must hai^e died. 

^en do Tiot weep and grieve ior me ; 

»1 feel I mlkst have died with thee. 

O v{jmd, that o'er my head art flving 
The way my friends Uieir course did bend, 

' I should not feel the pain of dving, 
(^uld T with thee a message send : 

Too soon, my friends, ye went away ; 

For I had many things to say. 

VI ' 

I’ll follovn you across the snow ; 

Ye travel heavily ar\d slow : 

In spite of all my weary pain 
I’ll look upon your tents again. ^ 

—My fire is dead, and snowy white 
The water which beside it stom}: 

The wolf'has come to me to-ni^hv, 

• And he has stolen away my food. 

Fof ever left alone am I; 

Then wherefore shou|,j 1 fear to die ? 

* VII 

Young as I am^my coiurse, is run, ^ 

1 shall not see^ripther^sun ; 

I cannot lift my^limbs tif know 
If they have any^ife or no. 

My poor forsaken Child, if I '' 

For on^ could have thee close to me. 
With happy heart I then would die. 
And my last thought would happy be; 

• But thou, dear Babe, art far away. 
Nor shall I see another day. 

1791 - 

XXII 

THE LAST OF THE FLOCK 

I 

Ik distant countries have I been. 

And yet I have not often seen 
A heathy man, a man full grown, 
,Weep in the public roads, alone. 

But such a one, on English ^ound. 

And in the broad highway. I met; 

‘ Along the broad highway he came, 
cheeks with tears were wet: 

■ Bt^dy he seemed, though he was sad, 
-And in ^s arms a Lamb he had. 

II 

He saw me, and he turned aside. 

As if he wished himself to hide : ^ 

And with his qpat did then essay ^ 
To wipe those oriny tears away. 

1 f^lowed him, and said, ** MjT friend. 
What alls you ? wherefore weep you 
, so ? ” 

—** Shame on me. Sir 1 th^s lusty Lamb, 
,He mailEes my«teacs to flow. 

To>day 1 fetched him from the rock; 
|if M the lasj 9 f ^ my fleck. 


III 

Wt^ I was young, a single man. 

Ana after youthful follies ran, 

Though little given to care and thought. 
Yet, so it was. an ewe 1 bought : 

And other sheep from her I raised. 

As healthy sheep as you might sec ; 

And then I married, and was rich 
As I could wish to be : 

Of sheep I numbered a full score, 

A<]d every year increased my store. 

IV 

Year after year iiiy stock it grew; 

And from this one, this single ewe. 

Full fifty comely sheep I raised. 

As fine a fl^ck as ever grazed ! 

Upon the Quantock hills they fed ; 
They throve, and wc at home did thrive 
—^"rhis lusty l.amb of all ray store 
Is all that is alive ; 

And now I care not if we die. 

And perish all of poverty. 

V 

Six Children, Sir ! had 1 to feed ; 
HardTabour in a time of need ! < 

My pride was tamed, and in our grief 
I of the Parish asked relief. 

They said, I was a wealthy man ; 

My sheep upon the uplands fed. 

And it was fit that thence I took 
Whereof to buy us bread. 

“ Do this : how can wc give to you," 
They cried, “ what to the poor is due ? *’ 

VI 

I sold a sheep as they had said. 

And bought iny little children bread. 
And they were healthy with their food ; 
For me—^it never did me good. 

A woeful time it was for me. 

To see the end of all my gains. 

The pretty flock which I had reared 
With all my care and pains. 

To see it melt like snow away— 

For me it was a woeful day. ^ 

vir V 

Another still t and still another ! 

A little lamb, and then its mother ! 

It was a vein that never stopped— 

Like blood-drops from my heart they 
dropped. 

Till thirty were not left alive 
They dwindled, dwindled, one by 'one; 
And I may say, that many a time 
I wished they all were gone— 

Reckless of what might come at last 
Were but the bitter struggle past. 

VIII 

To wicked 4eeds 1 was inclined. 

And wicked fancies crossed my mind; 
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And every inan I chanced to see, 

1 thou^t^he fcqew some ill of me: 

No peace, no pomfort coi44 I find, * 

No within do(»3 or without: 

And, crazily apd wearily 
I wept my work about; 

And oft was moved to flee from home. 
And hide my head where wild beasts 
’ roam. 

IX 

Sir! ’twas a precious flock to inc, * 

As dear as my own children be ; 

For daily with my growing store 
I loved my children more and mor^. 
Alas I it was an evil time ; 

God cursed me in my sore distress ; 

I prayed, yet every day I thought 

1 loved my children less 

And every week, and every day. 

My flock, it seemed to melt away. 

X 

They dwindled. Sir, sad sight to see ! 
From ten to five, from five to three, 

A lamb, a wether, and a ewe ;— 

And then at last from three to two; 
And, of my fifty, yesterday 
I had but only one : 

And here it lies upon my arm, 

Alas ! and I have none ;— 

To-day 1 fetched it from the rock ; 

It is the last of all my flock.” 

1798- 

XXIII 

■ REPENTANCE 

▲ FASTQRAl. EIALLAD 

The fields which with covetous spirit we 
sold, 

Those beautiful fields, the delight of the 
day. 

Would have broughl" us more good than 
a burthen of gold. 

Could we blit have been as contented 
as tihey. 

V^en the troublesome Tempter beset 
us, said I, 

** Let him come, with his purse proudly 
graced in his hand ; 

But, Allan, be true to me, Allan,— 
we’ll die 

Before he shall go with an inch of the 
land S ” 

There dwelt we, as happy as birds in 
their howers; 

Unfettered as hos* ^kat in gardens abide; 
We could dio what we liked with the 
land, it was ours ; 

And f<x m the brook murrauted that 
ran by its side. 


But now we arcr strangers, go' early Or 
late; ' ,; 

An4 o^n, like ope ovepburthened 
' sin. 

With my hand on the latcfi nf tbe«J|alf> 
opened gate, 

I look at the fields, but I cannot go ip I 

When Rwalk by the hedge -on fb brigt^ 
summer’s day. 

Or sit in the shade of my grandfather's 
tree, ^ 

A stern face it puts on, as if ready to say, 
” What ails you, that you must come 
creeping to rag ! ” ^ '• 

With our pastures about us, we could 
ufit be sad; 

Our comfort was near if we ever vf&ut 
; • 

But the comfort, the blessings, and^ 
wealth that we had, •' 

We slighted them all,—^d oip: birth* 
right was lostP 

Oh, ill-judging sire of A innocent sop 
Who^iust no^ lie a wanderer I bu^ peace 
to that sti^n^ * • 

Think of evening’s wepose when our 
lat>our was dong. 

The sabbath’s return; and its leisure’s 
soft chain l • 

And in sickness, if night had been sparing 
of sleep, 

How cheerful, at sunrise, the hill where 
I stood, 

Looking down on the kine, and our 
treasure of sheep 

That besprinkled the field i ’twas like 
youth ill -my blood ! 

Now I cleave to the house, and am dpll 
as a snail ; 

And, oftentimes, hear the cburcb*heU 
with a sigh. 

That follows the thought—WeVe iu» 
land in the vale, 

Save six feet of earth where our loreT 
fathers lie ! 

ipi8p4. 

XXIV 

THE AFFLICnOI^ OF 

• MARGARpX - 

* 0 * ' • 

Where art thop, my beloved Son, 

Where art thou, worse to roe than dead 1 
Oh find me, prosperous or undone 1 
Or, if the gras'e be now thy bedji • 

Why am 1 ignorant of tl^e safne 
That I may resti .and neither blame ^ 
Nor sorrow may attend tlj^ 7 ^-' 
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II 

&veQ years, alas I to have received 
tidm|5 of an only child ; » 

To have deapaired, have hoped, believed, 
* And been for evermore beguiled ; 
3ofifel:iiires with thoughts of Very bliss I 
I catch af theTn, and then 1 miss ; 
ever darkness like to thir,? 

ni 

He-was«mong the prime in worth, 

An object beauteous to behold ; 

AVell borm well bred; I sent him forth 
Ingenuous, innocent and bold: 

If things ensued that wanted grarc. 

As hath been said, they were not base ; 
And never blush was on my face.' 

Ah I little doth the young-one dream, 
W8en full of play and childish cares, 
.What power is in his wildest scream, 
IliBard by his mothei:’'%naware5 ! 

He knows it nc^, he cannot guess : 

Years to a motter bring /listress •, 

But do not her.^^ove the less. 

A 

V 

jNeglect me ! no. I SufTcred long ** 

From that iil thought; and, being l>liiid. 
Said, Pride shall help me in my wrong 
Kind mother have I been, as kind 
' As ever breathed; ” and that is true; 

I’ve wet my path with tears like dew, 
Weeping for him when no one knew. ' 

VI 

My Son, if thou be humbled, poor. 
Hopeless'of honour and of gain. 

Oh ! do not dread thy mother’s door ; 
.Thrnk not of me with grief and pain : 
1 now can see with better eyes; 

And worldly grandeur I despise. 

And fortune with her gifts and lies. 

VII 

A&al the fovfls of heaven have win^, 
blasts of heaven will aid their flight 
They nmunt—how short a voyage brings ; 
The wmderers back to their delight!' 
Chains tie us down by land and sea ; 
And wishes, vain as mine may be. 

All that is left to comfort thee. • 

VIII ^ * 

Perhaps soine dungeon bears thee groan, 
Maim^ mangled by'inhuman men; 

Or thou upon a desert thrown 
‘|ahdci]test the lion’s den ; • 

Or hast been luibmoned to the deep, 
and all mates, to keep 
dA in<^n^mt|icahle sleep. 


IX 


I lopk for ghosts; but none vnll force 
Their way to me : *tis falsely said 
That there was ever intercourse 
Between the living and the dead; 

For, surely, then X should have sight 
Of him X wait 'foi day and night. 

With love and longings infinite. 


apprehensions come in crowds ; 

I dread the rustling of the grass; 
i The very shadows of the clouds 
Have power to shake me as they pass: 
I cjbestioa things and do not find 
One that will answer to my mind; 

And all the Vorld appears unkind. 

XI 

Beyond participation lie 
My troubles, and beyond relief : 

I*If any chance to heave a sigh, 

’ They pity me, and not my grief. 

I Then conic to me, my son, or send 
' Some tidings that my woes may end ; 

I have no other earthly friend ! 

1S04. 

XXV 

THE COTTAGER TO HER 
INFANT 

DY' ViV SISTER 

The days arc cold, the nights are long, 
The north-wind sings a doleful song; 
Tlien liusli again upon my breast; 

All merry thitigs are now at rest. 

Save thee, iny pretty Love ! 

The kitten sleeps upon the hearth. 

The crickets long have ceased their 
mirth ; 

Tlicre’s nothing stirring in the house 
Save one leec, hungry, nibbling mouse. 
Then why so busy thou ? 

Nay ! start not at that sparkling Ught; 
'Tis but the moon that shines bright 
On the window pane bedrop^d 'wi^h 
rain : 

Then, little Darling! sleep again. 

And wake when it is day. 

tSos. 

XXVI 

MATERNAL GRIEF 

Departed Child ! I could forget thee once. 
Though at my bosom nursed ; this woeful 
gain 

Thy dissolution 'brings,-that in my soul 
Is present -and perpetusdly .abides 
A shadow, never, never to be displaced 
By the returning substance, seen dr 
touched. 



g 6 POEMS FOUNDED ON THE AFFECTIONS 


Seen by nune eyes, or clasped in my em* 
' br^. * 

Absence and death how differ they! cmd 
how 

Shall 1 admit that-nothing can restore 
What one short sigh so easily removed ?— 
-Death, lif^ and sleBp,reality and thought, 
-Assist me, God. their boundaries to know, 
'O tea(di me calm submission to thy Will l 

The Child she mourned had over¬ 
stepped the pale 

<Of Intaiicy, but still did breathe the air 
That sanctifies its confines, and partook 
KCdccted beams of that celestial ligh^ 
To all the Little-ones on sinful earth 
Not unvouchsafed—a light that warmed 
and cheered 

Those several qualities of heart and mind 
Which, in her own blest nature, rooted 
deep. 

Daily before the Mother’s watchful eye,, 
And not hers only, their peculiar charms 
Unfolded,—beauty, for its present self. 
And for its promises to future years. 
With not uufrequent rapture fondly 
hailed. 

Have you espied upon a dewy lawn 
A pair of Leverets each [irovoking each 
To a coutinuaucc of their fearless sport. 
Two separate Creatui;es in their several 
gifts 

Abounding, but so fashioned that, in all 
That Nature prompts them to display, 
their looks. 

Their starts of motion and their fits of 
rest. 

An undistinguishable style appears 
' And character of gladness, as if Spring 
Lodged in their innocent bosoms, and the 
spirit 

Of the rejoicing morning were their ow? 3 . 

* 

Such union, in the lovely Girl main¬ 
tained 

. And her twin Brother, had the parent 
seeii, 

^ Efb, pouncing like a ravenous bird of prey, 

. Death in a moment parted them, and leu 
- The Mother, in her turns of anguish, 
worse 

Than desolate; for oft-times from the 
sound 

' Of the survivor’s sweetest voice (dear 
child, 

, He knew it not) and from his happiest 
. looks, 

DM she extract the food of self-reproach, 

' As one that lived ungrateful for the stay 
;;By heaven afforded to uphold her maimed 
^;;iAnd tottering spirit. Arid full oft the Boy, 
V .'Kow first acquainted with distress and 
, grief. 


Shnmk from his Mother’s preseonqii'' 
-Shunned with fear , , 

Her sad^pproach, and stole away to 
In his known haunts of joy where’er ho 
might, . • # 

A mote congenial object. But, as Jtime 
Softened her pangs aiM reconciledtbe 
child 

To whaf he saw, be gradually RffumeQ, 
Like a scared Bird encoxiraged to renew 
A broken intercourse ; and, while his eyes 
Were yet with pensive fear and gCntle'hw 
Turned upon her who bore him, she 
would stoop a 

To imprint a kiss >hat lacked not power 
to spread 

Faint colour over both their pallid cheeks. 
And stilled his tremulous lip. Thus they 
wei^ calmed , 

And Cheered ; and now together breathe 
fresh air ^ 

In open fields ; and when the glare of day 
Is gone, and twiligjst to the Mother’s wish 
Belncnds the observance, readily they 
join • 

In walks whose bouudiiry is the lost 
One’s gravjA »• ' * 

Which he with iiowevs hath planted, 
finding there 

Amusement, where the Mother does not 
miss * 

Dear consolation, kneeling on the turf 
In prayer, yet blending with that solemn , 
rite 

Of pious faith the vanities of grief ; 

For such, by pitying Angels and by 
Spirits 

Transferred to regions upon which the 
clouds 

Of our weak nature rest not, must be 
deemed 

Those willing tears, and unforbiddea 
sighs. 

And all those tokens of a cherished 
sorrow. 

Which, soothed and sweetened by the 
grace of Heaven ' . 

As now it is. seems to her own fond heart. 
Immortal as the love that gave it bdng. 

. • # 

XXVII 

, THE SAILOR’S MOTHER 

' One morning (raw it and wet—, 
A fog(,y day in wiiit^ time) ’i 
A Woman on the toad I met. 

Not old, though something past her. 

prime: ■ 

Majestic ih her pei^on, tall and 
straight; - 

-And like a Roman nfatron’s waft her 
1 ,, mien,andgaiV,^ " 
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The ttotient s{»int is not dead ; 

. Old timest thought 1, axe breathing 
there j • 

I^ud was 1 that my country bred 
Such strength, a dignity so fair : 

She begged an alms, like one in poor 
' estate; 

Islodkcd at her again, nor did «ay pride 
, abate. 


When from these lofty thoughts I 
* wolte, « 

“ What is it,” said I, " that you bear, 
Beneath the covert of your Cloak, 
Protected from this cold damp air ? " 
She answered, soon as she the question 
heard, « 

** A simple burthen. Sir, a little Singing- 
bird.” • 

And, tVus continuing, she said,* 

V 1 had a Son, who many a day 
Sailed on the seas, but he is dead ; 

In Denmark he was cast away: 

And I have travelled weary miles 
to See • 

If aught whitii he had* owned hnight 
still remliif'for me.*. 

The bird and £d|ge they both were his : 
*Twas my Son’si, bird ; and neat and 
tri^ 

He Kept it: many voyages 
The singing-bird had gone with him ; 
When last he sailed, he left the bird 
behind : 

From bodings, as might be, that hung 
upon his mind. 

He to a fellow-lodger’s care 
Had left it, to be watched and fed, 
And pipe its song in safety;—there 
1 found it when my Son was dead ; 
And now, God help me for my little 
wit I 

I bear it with me. Sir ;—he took so much 
delight in it.” 

x8oo. 


XXVIll 

4 -THl^ CHILDLESS FATHER 
“ Dp, Timothy, up with your staff and 
av%y! 

Not a soul in the village this moming 
will stay: 

The hare hu just started from Hamil- 
^ ton’s grounds, * 

And Skiddawls glad with the cry of ttih 
• hoimds.” • 


Fresh sprigs of green box-wood, not 
« six months before. 

Filled the funeral basin^ at Timothy’s 
door; 

A coffin through Timothy’s threshold 
had past; 

One Child did it bear, and that Child 
was his last. 

N^w fast up the dell came the noise and 
^ the fray, 

The horse and the horn, and the hark ! 
hark away ! 

Old Timothy took up his staff, and he 
* shut 

With a leisurely motion the door of his 
hut. • 

Perhaps to himself at that moment he 
said; 

” The key I must take, for my Ellen is 
dead.” 

But of this in my ears not a word did he 
speak ; 

And he went to the chase with a tear on - 
his cheek. 

z8oo. 

H 

XXIX 

THE EMIGRANT MOTHER 

Once in a lonely hamlet 1 sojourned 

In which a I..ady driven from France 
did dwell; 

The big and lesser griefs with which she 
mourned. 

In friendship she to me would often tell. 

This Lady, dwelling upon British ground. 

Where she was childless, daily would 
repair 

To a poor neighbouring cottage ; as I ' 
* found. 

For sake of a young Child whose 
home was there- 

Once having seen her clasp with fond , 
embrace '• 

This Child, I chanted to myself a lay, 

Endeavoiuing, in our English tongue, 
to trace 

Such things as she uirto the Babe might 
say: 

And thus, from what I heard and knew, 
or guessed. 

My song the workings of her heart 
expressed. 




~01 coats aiid of jackets grey^ 

_ and green, 

On^e slopes of ^e pastures all colours 
were seeia; * . 

^ With their .comely blue aprons, and caps 
‘ While ai s^ow,* [show. 

iT made a holiday 


1 In several parts of the North of England, ' 
when a funeral takes nlace, a basin full of sprig t 
of box-wood is placed at the door of the house 
from which the coffin is taken up, .and each per¬ 
son who attends the funeral ordinarily takes a. 
sprig of this' box-wood, and throws it into the , 
gtaive of the deceaaecL 

" ’ sH. .: 
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I 

** Dear Blfjie, tbou daughter of anotiier. 
One moment', let me be thy mother ! 
An infant’s face and looks arc thine 
And sure a mother’s heart is mine : 

“niy own dear mother's far away. 

At labour in the harvest field : 

Thy little sister is at plav;— 

What warmth, what comfort would it 
yield 

To my poor heart, if thou wouldst be 
One little hour a child to me ! 

II 

Across the waters I am come, 

And 1 have left a babe at hame : 

A long, long way of land and sea ! 

Come to me—I’m no eneiiiv : 

I am the same who at thy side j 

Sate Yesterday, and made a nest 
For thee, sweet Baby !—thou hast tried, 
Thou know’st the pillow of my breast; 
Good, good art thou:—alas ! to me 
Far more than I can be to thcc. 

III 

Here, little Darling, dost thou lie ; 

An infant thou, a motlier 11 
Mine wilt thou be, thou hast no fears ; 
Mine art thou—spite of these my tears. 
Alas ! before I left the spot. 

My baby and its dwelling-place: 

The nurse said to me, ‘ Tears should not 
Be shed upon an infant’s fare. 

It was unlucky ’—no, no, no ; 

No truth is in them who say so ! 

IV 

My own dear Little-oue will sigh, 

Sweet Babe ! and they will let him die. 

‘ He pines,’ they’ll say. ‘ it is his doom. 
And you may see his hour is come.’ 

Oh ! had he but t|)y cheerful smiled. 
Limbs stout as thine, and lips as gay. 
Thy looks, thy cunning, and thy wiles. 
And codtitenance like a summer’s day. 
They would have hopes of him;—and 
then 

I'should behold his face again I 
V 

*Tis gone—like dreams that we forget; 
■There was a smile or two—yet—yet 
1 Can remember them, I see 
The smiles, worth all the world to me- 
Dear Baby I 1 must lay thee down : 
Thou troublest me with strwge alarms ; 

f rniles hast thou, bright ones of thy own ; 

cannot keep thee in my arms ; . 

' For they confound me {—where—where 
,< ; ‘is 

''That last, that sweetest smile of his ? 


VI 

Oh ! how I love thee!—^ will stay .. 
Togethe^t here this one half day. 

My sister’s child, who bears mme ,. 
From France to sheltering £ngli|md 
came ; 

She with h^ mother crossed the sea; 

The babe and mother near me ^well': 
Yet does my yearning heart to thee 
Turn rather, though I love her well: 
Best, little stronger, rest thee here 1 
Never was any child more dear! ^ 

yir ‘ 

—I cannot help it*; ill intent 
I’ve nqne, my pretty Innocent I 
I weep—I know they do thw wrong, '■ 
These tears—and my poor idle tongue- ' 
Oh, w:hat a luss was that! my cheek 
How cold it is ! but thou art good ; 

Thine eyes are on me—Ihejj would speak, 

I think, to help me if they* could- 
Blessings upon tlffit soft, warm face, 

My heart again is in its place 1 

’ - VIII T 

While thou art miiie, my little Loye, 

This cannot be a sorAiwful grove ; 
Conten,*meiit, hope, and mother’s glee, 

I seem to find them all in thee : 

Here’s grass to play with, here arc 
flowers ; 

T’ll call thee by my darling’s name ; 

Thou hast, I think, a look of ours, 

Thy features seem to me the same ; 

His little sister thou shalt be ; 

And, when once more my home I see. 

I’ll tell him many tales of Thee.” 

XS02. 

XXX 

VAUDRACOUR AND JULIA 
The following tale was written as an Episode, 
in a work from which its length may perhaps 
exclude it. The facts are tnie ; no invention, 
as to these has been exercised, as none was 
needed. 

O HAPPY time of youthful lovers (thus 
My story may begin) O balmy time. 

In which a love-knot on a lad^.'s brow,'; 
Is fairer than the fairest-star in heaven 1 
To such inheritance of blessed fancy 
(Fancy that sports more desperately 
I with minds 

'i'han ever fortune hath been knowh to 
do) 

The high-born VaudracouT’was brought, 
by years 

Whose progress had a little overstepj^jsd. 
His stripling 'prime. A of sftudl 

repute. 

Among the vine-dad' moimtains of An-" 
vergiir. ' 
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‘.Wu the Youth’s 1>iitb*place. There 
'' he- wooed a Maid * 

Who beard the heart^felt music of his suit 
• With anewerinn vows. Plebeian was 
. ^the sto(^,. 

Plebeian, though ingenuous, the stock, 
'. Ftom wMch her graces and her honours 
* • sprung: • 

And hence the father of the enamoured 
Youth, 

With hiSughty indignatipur spurned the 
thought 

Of such agiance.—From their cradles up. 
With but a step between their several 
homes. 

Twins had they been in pleasure: after 
strife 

And petty quarrels, had grown fond 
agaiil; * • 

E^h other’s advocate, each other’s stay ; 
Alfa, in their happiest moments, not 
content, ^ 

If more divided tkaii a sportive pair 
Of sea-fowl, conscious both that they are 
hovering • • • 

Within the eddy of oommon blast. 

Or hidden onl/«hy the "concave depth 
Of neighbouring bfllows from each other’s 
sight. • * 

• 


Thus, not without concurrence of 
, an age 

Unknown to memory, was an earnest 
given 

By ready nature for a life of love, 

For endless constancy, and placid truth ; 
But whatsoe’er of such rare treasure lay 
Reserved, had fate permitted, for sup¬ 
port 

Of their maturer years, his present mind 
- Was under fascination ;—he beheld 
A vision, and adored the thing he saw. 
Arabian fiction never filled the world 
With half the wonders that were wrought 
for him. 

Earth breathed in one great presence 
of the spring; 

Tife turned the meanest of her implc- 
. meats, 

Before nis eyes, to price above all gold ; 
The house she dwelt in was a sainted 
Shrine; 

Her chamber-window did surpass %i 
glory • • 

The portals of the dawn; all^paradise 
.Could, by the simple opening of a door. 
Lot itself in upon himpathways, 
walks, 

Swftmed with enchantment, till bis 
spirit saifk. 

Surcharged, withiu him, overblest to 
. move^ * 

BeneaA a sun l^at wakes a weary world 


To its dull round of ordinary cares; 

A man too happy for mortality I 

So passed the time, dll whether tbrou^ 
effect 

Of some unguarded moment that dis¬ 
solved 

Virtuous restraint—ah. speak it, think 
it, not! 

D^ini rather that the fervent Youth, 
who saw 

So many bars between lus present state 
And the dear haven where he wished to 
• be * 

In honourable wedlock with his Love, 
Was in his )udg(nent tempted to decline 
To perilous weakness, and entrust his 
cause 

To nature for a happy end of all; 

Deem that by such fond hope the Youth 
was swayed. 

And bear with their transgression, when 
1 add 

That Julia, wanting yet the name of 
wife. 

Carried about her for a secret grief 
The promise of a mother. 

To conceal 

The threatened shame, the parents of 
the Maid 

Found means to hurry her away by 
night. 

And unforewanied, that in some distant 
spot 

She might remain shrouded in privacy. 
Until the babe was born. When morn¬ 
ing came. 

The Lover, thus bereft, stung with his 
loss, [turn, 

And all uncertain whither he should 
Chafed like a wdd beast in the toils ; but 
soon ! 

Discovering traces of the fugitives. 

Their steps he followed to the Maid's 
retreat. 

Easily may the sequel be divin«d—> 

Walks to and fro—watchings at every 
hour : 

And the fair Captive, who, whene’er she 
may. 

Is busy at her casement as the swallow 
Fluttering its pinions, almost within 
reach. 

About the pendent nest, did thus espy 
Her Lover !—thence a stolen interview. 
Accomplished under friendly shade of 
night. 

1 pass the raptures of the pair such 
theme 

Is, by innumerable poets, touched 
In more delightful verse than skill of 
mine 

; • 
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Could fashion : chiefly by that darling 
,, bafd 

Who t(^ of tfiiliet and her Romeo, 

' Ahd of the lark's note heard before its 
time. 

And of the streaks that laced the severing 
clouds 

In the unrelenting east.—Through all her 
courts 

- The vacant city slept: the busy winds. 

That keep no certam intervals of rest,*' 

Moved not: meanwhile the galaxy dis* 
played 

Her hres, that like mysterious pulses brat 
■ Aloft;—momentous but uneasy bliss ! 

To their full hearts the universe seemed 
hung 

On that brief meeting's slender filament! 


They parted; and the generous 
Vaudracuur 

Reached speedily the native threshold, 
bent 

On making (so the Lovers had agreed) 
A sacrifice of birthright to attain 
A final portion from his father s hand; 
Which granted. Bride and Bridegroom 
then would flee 

To some remote and solitary place. 

Shady as night, and beautiful as heaven, 
Where they may live, with no one to be¬ 
hold 

Their happiness, or to disturb their love. 
But now of this nc» whisper ; not the less, 
If ever an obtrusive word were dropped 
Touching the matter of his passion, still, 
In his stern father’s hearing, Vaudra- 
cour 

Persisted openly that death alone 
Should abrogate his human privilege 
Divine, of swearing everlasting truth, 
^Upon the altar, to the Maid he loved. > 

" You shall be baffled in your mr’d 
intent 

^ If there be justice in the court of France,” 
Muttered the Father.—From these 
® words the Youth 
Conceived a terror ; and, by night or 
day, 

Stirred nowhere without weapons, that 
full soon 

t Found dreadful provocation: for at night 
. When to his chamber he retired, attempt 
•Was made to seize him by three armed 
men. 

Acting, in furtherance of the father’s will. 
Udder a private signet of the State. 
One ' the rash Youth's ungovernable 


<-'.SlewJand as ^quickly to a second gave 
. ^ A perilous wound—he shuddered to be- 
4, hold. [resigned 

4 ' breathless corse ; then peneefqlly 


His person to the law, was lodg^ 

‘ prispn, ‘ VfV 

And wore the fetters of a criminal.' ^ . 

Have you observed a tuft*bf wi&|dd 
seed e • 

That, from the dandelion's naked Stalk, 
Mounted^, aloft, is suffered not to, use 
Its natural gifts for purposes of rest*^ 
Driven by the autumnal whirlwind to . 

and fro ^ 

Through the widh element ? or have you 
marked 

The heavier substance of a'^ leaf<clad 
bough, • , 

Within the vortex of a foaming flood, 
Tormerfted ? by such aid you may con¬ 
ceive , 

The peizurbation that ensued;—ah, 
no ! 

Desperate the Maid—the Yonth is stained 
with blood ; 

Unmatchable on eurth is their disquiet*. 
Yet as the troubled seed ^nd tortured 
bough 

Is Man, subjected to delpotic sway. 

For him, by privateaafluence With the 

C'owrt. 

Was pardon gained, and liberty pro. 

cured; ‘ 

But not without exaction of a pledge, v 
Which liberty and love dispersed in air. ( 
He flew to her from whom they would 
divide him—■ 

He clove to her who could not give him 
peace— 

Yea, his first word of greeting was,— 

“ All right 

Is gone from memy lately-towering 
hopes. 

To the least fibre of their lowest root. 

Are withered; thou no longer canst be 
mine. 

I thine—the conscience-stricken must not 
woo 

The unruffled Innocent,—I see thy face. 
Behold thee, and my misery is complete I ”' 

“ One, are we not ? ” exclaimed tho 
Maiden—“ One, ^ 

For innocence and youth, for weal and 
woe ? ” 

Then with the father’s name she coupled 
, words « 

Of vehement indignation ; but the Yqptb 
Checked ner with filial meekness ; for nq 
thought 

Uncharitable crossed bis mind, no sense v 
Of hasty anger rising in the eclipsee 
Of true domestic loyalty,* did e'er 
Find pUce within, bis bosom. —Once 
again . ‘ - .o • ' ^ 

The ptrsevetih^, 9t. 
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vepaxatioa.*. and once 
' ,inore' . 

Werfe. they united,—to be yet again 
Dii^artea^pitiable lot! But here 
A jnttion of'the tale may well be left 
In silence, tliough my memory could add 
ISuch how the Youth, in scanty space of 
= tipe, , 

was traversed from without: much, too, 
of thoughts 

That occupied his da;^ in solitude 
Under privation and *restraint; and 
what. 

Through dark and shapeless fear of things 
to come, • 

And what, through strong compunction 
for the past, * 

He suifered—breaking down in heart 
and ^ind ! *• ^ 

Doomed to a third and last captivity, 
His freedom he recovered on the eve 
Of Julia’s travail. When the babe was 
born. 

Its presence tempted hjni to perish 
schemes * . 

Of future hap^iness. ** Yw:>u shall return. 
Julia," said he,*^ and to your father’s 
house • • 

Go wito the child.—You have been 
wretched : yet 

** The silver shower, whose reckless burthen 
weighs 

Too heavily upon the lily’s head. 

Oft leaves a saving moisture at its root. 
Malice, beholding you, will melt away. 

Go !—’lis a town where both of us were 
bom ; 

None will reproach you, for our truth is 
known ; 

And if, amid those once*bright bowers, 
. our fate 

Remain unpitied, pity is not in man. 
With ornaments—the prettiest, nature 
yields 

Or art can fashion, shall you deck our 
boy, 

' 'And feed his countenance with your own 
A sweet looks 

TiBl noipne can resist him.—Now, even 
now, 

I see him sporting on the sunny lawn ; 
My father from the window sees him 
too: • 

3taTtled, as if Some new-created thing * 
Enriched the earth, or Faery of *he woods 
Bounded before him;—^but the unweet- 
ing Child 

Shall by his beauty win his grandsire’s 
•heart , ■ 

So that it sbaU be softened, and our 
loves 4 

happ|jly,wa they began t '* 


These gleams 

Api>eared but seldom; oftener was he 
seen 

Propping a pale and melancholy face 
Upon the Mother's Bosom : resting thus 
His head upon one breast, while from 
~'the other 

The Babe was drawing in its quiet food. 
—That pillow is no longer to be thine. 
Fond Youth I that mournful solace now 

• must pass 

Into the list of things that cannot be I 
Uawedded J ulia, terror-smitten, hears 
The sentence, by her mother’s Up pro- 

• nounced, ' 

That dooms her to a convent.—^Who 
shall t^l. 

Who dares report, the tidings to the lord 
Of her affections ? so they blindly asked 
Who knew not to what quiet depths a 
weight 

Of agony had pressed the Sufferer down : 
The word, by others dreaded, he can 
hear 

Composed and silent, without visible sign 
Of even the least emotion. Noting this. 
When the impatient object of his love 
Upbraided hiiir with slackness, he re¬ 
turned 

No answer, only took the mother’s hand 
And kissed it; seemingly devoid of pain. 
Or care, that what so tcnderlv he pressed. 
Was a dependant on the obdurate heart 
Of one who came to disunite their lives 
For ever—sad alternative ! preferred. 

By the unbending Parents of the Maid, 
To secret 'spoiisals meanly disavowed. 
—So be it! 

In the city he remained 
A season after Julia had withdrawn 
To those religious walls. He, too, de- 

• parts— 

Who with him ? —even the senseless 
Little-one. 

With that sole charge he passed the 
city gates. 

For the last time, attendant hf the side 
Of a close chair, a litter, or sedan. * 

In which the Babe was carried. To a 
hill, rtown, 

That rose a brief league distant from the 
The dwellers in that house where he had 
lodged 

Accompanied his steps, by anxious love 
Impelled ;—they parted from him there, 
and stood 

Watching below till he had disappeared 
On the hUl top. His eyes he scarcely 
took, 

Throughout that journey, from the 
vehicle 

(Slow-moving ark of all his hopes!) 
\ that .veiled 
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The tender infant: and at every inn. 
And under every hospitable tirec 
At which the hearers halted or repo^d. 
Laid hlm^ wi^h timid care upon hfe 
knees, , 

And looked, as mothers ne'er were known 
' to look, 

Upon the nursling which his arms em< 
braced. 

This was the manner in which Vai^d- 
racour 

Departed with bis infant ; and thus 
reached 

His father’s house, where to the innocent 
child 

Admittance was denied. The young 
man spake 

No word of indignation nr reproof. 

But of his father begged, a last re¬ 
quest. 

That a retreat might be assigned to him 
Where in forgotten quiet he might dwell, 
With such allowance as his wants re¬ 
quired ; 

For wishes he had none. To a lodge 
that stood 

Deep in a forest, with leave given, at the 
age 

Of four-and-twenty summers he with¬ 
drew ; 

And thither took with him his mother¬ 
less Babe, 

And one domestic for their common needs. 
An aged woman. It consoled him hero 
To attend upon the orphan, and perform 
Obsequious service to the precious 
child. 

Which, after a short time, by some mistake 
Or indiscretion of the Father, died.— 

The Tale 1 follow to its last recess 
Of suffering or of peace, 1 know not 
which: • 

Theirs be the blame who caused the woe, 
not mine! ^ 

Prom this time forth he never shared 
a snc'.le 

Wkh mortal creature. An Inhabitant 
Of that same town, in which the pair 
had left 

So lively a remembrance of their griefs. 
By chance of business, coming within 
reach 

Of his retirement, to the forest lodge 
Repaired, but only found the matron 
there. 

Who told him that his paims were thrown 
awav, 

For that her Master never uttered word 
To living thing—not even to her.— 
Beholdi! 

- While they were speaking, Vaudracour 
Approached; 


But, seeing' some one near, as bn thi^''' 
latch • 

Ot the garden-gate his hand tufas laid, , 
he shrunk— - ' 

And, like a shadow, glided <nlt of efew. (' 
Shocked at bis savage aspect, from, the 
place ' } 

The visitor retired. ‘ 


Thus lived the Voufti 
Cut off from all intelligence with roan. 
And shunning even the-light of common 
day; *. 

Nor could the voice of Freedom, wfliph 
through Franca 

Full spefedily resounded, public hope, , 

Or personal memory of his own deep 
wrongs. 

Rouse him: but in those solitary 
shac^fts - , * '■ 

His dfrvs he wasted, an imbecile mind ! 

1805* 


XXXI 


THE rtJlOT BOY 


’Tis eight o'clock,—a cleas March night, ' 
The mion is up,—the skiK is blue. 

The owlet, in tlfieiinoonlight air. 

Shouts from nbbody ^ows where'; 

He lengthens out is lonely shout. 

Halloo T halloo I a lorfg halloo ! 

—Why bustle thus about your door. 

What means this bustle, Betty Foy ? * 

Why are you in this mighty fret ? « 

And why on horseback have you set 
Him whom you Jove, your Idiot Boy ? 

Scarcely a soul is out of bed; 

Good Betty, put him down again ; 

His lips with joy they burr at you; 

But. Betty ^ what has he to do 
With stirrup, saddle, or with rein ? 

But Betty’s bent on her intent; 

For her good neighbour, Susan Gale, 

Old Susan, she who dwells alone. 

Is sick, .and makes a piteous moan, 

I As if her very life would fail. 


There’s not a house within a mile. 

No hand to help them in distress ; 
Old Susan lies a-bed in pain. ^ 
And sorely puzzled are the twam, 
For what she ails they cannot guess. 


And Betty’s husband's at the wood. 
Where by the week he do{h abide. 

A woodman in the distant vale: 
There’s i$one to help poor Susan Gate ; 
What must be done ? what will betide ? 


And Betty from the lane has fetched 
Her Pony, tha| is mild and good: • 
Whether he be in joy orV^i”* 
Feeding at will along the lane, 

Or bringing faggota from tkf 
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i And he is all In travelling trim,—- 
And, h£ the moonlight, Betty ijoy 
, Has on^he well-girt saddle set 

# (The likeVas never heard of yet) 

. Hiqi whom she loves, her idiot Boy. 

And he must post without delay 
.Across the bridge and througbs'the dale, 
And by the church, and o’er the down. 
To briag a Doctor from the town, 

Or she will die, old Su^n Gale. 

There is no need of boot or spur. 

There is 8o need of whip or wand ; 

For Johnny has his?’holly-bough. 

And with a hurly-burly now 
He shakes the green bough intfis hand. 

And Be|ty o’er and o’er has told 
The Boy, who is her best dclignlf 
Both what to follow, what to shun, 

Wnat do, and what to leave undone. 
How turn to left, anyhow to right. 

And Betty’s ^nost especial charge, 

Was, “Johni^! Johnny I miigi that 
^ you , , , • 

Come home agsyn, nor stop at all.— 
Come home agaifi, whateVr bcfil, 

My Johnny, do, hpray you do^’ 

To thiS did Johnny answer make. 

^ Both with his head and with his hand. 

• And proudly shook the bridle too ; 
And then 1 .liLs words were not a few. 
Which Betty well could understand. 

And now that Johnny is just going. 
Though Betty's in a mighty flurry. 

She gently pats the Pony’s side. 

On which her Idiot Boy must ride, 

And seems no longer in a hurry. 

■ But when the Pony moved his legs. 
Oh 1 then for the poor Idiot Boy ! 
For*joy he cannot hold the briilie, 

. For Joy his head and heels are idle. 

He’s l^e all for very joy. 

. - V. Arid while the Pony moves his legs, 

' ^In Johnny’s left hand you may see 
irhe gmen bough motionless and dead : 
The Moon that shines above his head 
Is not more still and mute than he. 

.His heart it was sp^full of glee, « 
That till full fifty yards were gone, • 
Ilie quite forgot his holly whi]^ 

And all his skill in horsemanship : 

Oh I happy, happy, happy John. 

' Aq^ while the Mothtsr, at the door, 
Stands fixed, Jier face wifti joy o’erflows. 
^oud of herself, and proud of him, 
'SlUKsees him in.hi^ traveUirig trim, 

. . .f ' .How 5 juifia]Phec.Jj[^riy goes. 


The silence of her Idiot Boy, 

W8iat hope.' it sends to Betty's heart! 
He’s at the guide-post—he turns right • 
She watches till he'« out of sight. 

And Betty will not then depart. 

Burr, burr—now Johnny’s lips they burr. 
As loud as any mill, or near it; 

Meek as a lamb the Pony moves. 

Ajid Johnny makes the noise he loves, 
And Betty listens, glad to hear it. 

Away she hies to Susan G.ile ; 

ITer Messenger’s in merry tune ; 

'l^e owlets hoot, the owlets curr. 

And Johnny’s lips they burr, burr, burr. 
As on he goes beneath the moon. 

His steed and he right well agree ; 

For of this 1‘onv there’s a rumour. 
That, should be lose his eyes and ears. 
And should he live a thousand years. 

He never will be out of humour. 

Hut then he is a horse that thinks ! 

And when he thinks, his pace is slack; 
Now, though ho knows poor Johnny well. 
Yet, for his life, he cannot tell 
What he has got upon his back. 

So through the iiujoulight lanes they go, 
And far into the moonlight dale. 

And by the church, and o’ei the down. 
To bring a Doctor from the town. 

To comfort poor old Susan Gale. 

And Betty, now at Susan’s side, 

Is ill the middle of her story. 

What speedy help her Bov will bring, 
With many a most diverting tiling, 

Of Johnny’s wit, and Johnny’s ^ory^ 

And Betty, still at Susan’s side. 

By this time, is not quite so flurried : 
Oeiiiure with porringer and plate 
She sits, as if in Susan’s fate 
Her life and soul were buried. ^ 

But Betty, poor good woman I she. 

You plainly in her face may J%ad it. 
Could lend out of that moment’s SfbCe 
Five years of happiness or more 
To any that might need it 

But yet I guess that now and then 
With Betty all was not so well ; 

And to the road she turns her ears, 

.And thence full many a sound she hears,' 
Which she to Susan will not tell. 

Poor Susan moans, poor Susan^groans; 
“ As sure as there’s a moon in heaven,” 
Cries Betty. " he’ll be back again; 
They’ll both be here—'tis almost ten— 
Both will here before eleven.” 

Poor Susan nioans, poor Susan groans ; 
The clpck gives warning for . eleven.; 
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'Tis on the stroke—“ He must be near.” 
Qubth Bettv. ” and will soon be here^ 

As sure as there’s a moon in heaven.” 

. The clock is on the stroke of twelve. 
And Johnny is not yet in sight: 

—The Moon's in heaven,- as Betty Sees, 
But Betty is not quite at ease ; 

And Susan has a dreadful night. 

And Betty, half an hour ago, i. 

On J ohnny vile reflections cast: * 

“ A little idle sauntering Thing ! ” 

With other names, an endless string; 
But now that time is gone and past. 

And Betty’s drooping at the heart, 

That happy time all past dnd gone, 

“ How can it be he is so late ? 

' The Doctor, he has made him wait; 
Susan I they’ll both be here anon.” 

And Susan's growing worse and worse, 
And Betty’s in a sad quandary ; 

And then there’s nobody to say 
Tf she must go, nr she must stay ! 

—She’s in a sad quandary. 

The clock is on the stroke of one : 

But neither Doctor nor his Guide 
Appears along the moonlight road ; 
There's neither horse nor man abroad, 
And Betty’s still at Sus.-in’s side. 

And Susan now begins to fear 
Of sad mischances not a few. 

That Jf ohnny may perhaps be drowned ; 
Or lost, perhaps, and never found; 
Which they must both for ever rue. 

She prefaced half a hint of this 
With, ” God forbid it shcmld be true ! ” 
At the first word that Susan said 
Cried Betty, rising from the bed, 

“ Susan, I’d gladly stay with you. • 

oI must be gone, I must away : 
‘^Xonsider, Johnny’s but half-wise ; 
Susan, we must take care of him, 

Zf he is Irirt in life or limb ”— 

*‘Qh Gra forbid ! ” poor Susan cries. 

“ What can I do ? ” says Betty, going. 
" What can I do to ease your pain ? 
Good Susan tell me, and I’ll stay ; 

1 fear you’re in a dreadful»way, 
r'^ut I shall soon be back again.” 

Nay, Betty, go I good Betty, go ! 
There’s nothing that can ease my pain.” 
' Hien off she hies; but with a prayer 
‘ That God poor Susan’s life would spare, 

V Till ^he comes back again. 

' So, through the moonlight lane she goes, 
t '^d far into the moonlight d^Ie ; 

' .And how shfe ran, and how she walked, 
it And all that td lierself she talked, 
W**nld surdy be a tedious tale. 


In high and low, nboye, 'below, 

Ilf great and small, in round and square. 
In tree and tower was J ohnnyilteen. 

In bush and brake, in black sod eg-ecn» 
’Twas Johnny, Johnny, evwywhere. 


And while she crossed the bridge, there 
camf . ^ 

A thought with which her heart is sore— 
Johnny perhaps his horse forsook. 

To hunt the moon within the Jbrook, 
And never will‘be heard of more. 

Now is she high upon the dawn. 

Alone amid a proapcct wide ; 

There’s neither Johnny nor his Horse 
Among* the fern or in tlie gorse ; ' 
There’s neither Doctor nor his Guide. 

“ Oh fSakits ! what is become «cf him ? 
Perhaps he’s climbed into an oak. 
Where he will stay till he is dead ; « 
Or, sadly he has been misled, 

And joined the wlUndering gipsy-folk. 


Or him that wicked Pony*s carried 
To the dark enve, the ^blin's hall; 

Or in the castleMie’s pa-sKing 
Among the ghosts hi3ts<wn undcflng; 

Or play^'ng witli the waterfall.” > 

At ptmr old Susan theu she railed. 

While to the town she posts away; 

” If Susan had not been so ill, 

Alas ! I should have had him still. » 

My Johnny, till my dying day.” 

Poor Betty, in this sad distemper. 

The Doctor's self could hardly spare: 
Unworthy things she talked, and wild; 
P-ven he, of cattle the most mild. 

The Pony had his share. 

But now she's fairly in the towm. 

And to the Doctor's door she hies; 

’Tis silence all on every side ; 

The town so long, the town so widg. 

Is silent ns the skies. 

And now she’s at the Doctor's door, 

She lifts the knocker, rap, rap, rap;- 
The Doctor at the casement shows ' ; 
His glimmering eyes that peep and doze !; ' 
And one hand rubs his old m|ht-cap. 

" Oh Doctor 1 Doctor I where’w my 
Johnny?” . ■ 

“d!’in here, what is’t you Want with me ? 

‘i Oh Sir ! you know I’m *Betty Foy, 

And I hai'e lost my poor dear Boy, • , 
You know him—him you often see; 

He's not so wise as some folks be 
“ The devil take his wisdom I " said 
The Doctor, Idoking somewhat grim, . 
“What, Woman I should I know, of, 
him?” ' \3i'-..'f; 

And, gruml^ng. he went Back tq pedjjQ 
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v “ Q is in« 1 O woe is me! 

Here will 1 die; here will I dif; 

1 thoughh to Hhd my lost one here, 
ji&utdie is neither far nor near. 

Oh I,what a wretched Mother 1! ** 

She stops, she stands, she looks about; 
\^ich.way to turn she cannot tell. 
Poor Bettv I it would ease her pain 
If she had heart to knock again ; 

—The clock strikes three—a dismal 
knell! ■ , * 

Then up along the town she hies. 

No wonder if her senses fail; 

This piteous news so much it shocked 
her, « 

She quite forgot to send the Doctor, 
To comfojrt poor old Susan Gale. 

And novr she’s high upon the down. 
And she can see a mile of road : 

“ O cruel t I’m almost threescore ; 
Such night as this wdl ne’er before, 
There’s not a ^gle soul abroad.” 

She listens, bukshe cannert hear *< 

The foot ot horse, the^v dice of man ; 

The streams witti softest sound are 
flowing, ^ 

The grass you aliflost hear it growing, 
YoUjheflr it now, if e’er you can. 

The owlets through the long blue- night 
* Are shooting to each other still: 
Fond lovers! yet not quite hob nob, 
They lengthen out the tremulous sob. 
That echoes far from hill to hill. ■ 

Poor Betty now has lost all hope. 

Her thoughts are bent on deadly sin, 
A green«grown pond she just has past. 
And from the brink she hurries fast. 
Lest she should drown herself therein. 

And now she sits her down and weeps ; 
Such tears she never shed before ; 

** Oh dear, dear Pony! my sweet joy ! 
Oh carry back my Idiot Boy! 

'■ ;And we will«|>e’er o’erload thee more.” 

' thought is come into her head: 

■ Po^y he is mild and good, 

, And we have always used him well; 
' Perhaps he’s gone along the dell. 

And carried Johnny to the wood. 

Then up she springs as if on wings; ^ 
S^ thinks no*more of deadly sin; • ** 
If ^etty fifty ponds should see,(> 

Die last of all her thoughts would be 
To drown herself therein, 

O .Ijleader I now that I might tell 
Whgt J ohnnywind his Horse are doing I 
What tiiey've been doing all this time, 
Ohtiodld 1 put It hito rhyme, 

- A mpst dUig&tfUt tal^',lulling I 


Perhaps, and no unlikely thought I 
He With bis Pony now doth roam 
The cliSs and peaks so high that are. 
To lay his hands upon a star, 

And in his pocket bring it home. 

Perhaps he's turned himself about. 

His face unto his horse’s tail. 

And, still and mute, in wonder lost. 
All^silent as a horseman'ghost, 
He^travels slowly down the vale. 

And now, perhaps, is hunting sheep, 

A fierce and dreadful hunter he ; 

Yo» valley, now so trim and green, 

In five months’ time, should he be seen, 
A desert wilderness will be ! 

Perhaps, with head and heels on fire, 
.And like the very soul of evil. 

He’s galloping away, away, 

And so will gallop on for aye. 

The bane of all that dread the devil 1 

I to the Muses have been bound 
These fourteen years, by strong inden¬ 
tures : 

O gentle Muses ! let me tell 
But half of what to him belol; 

He surely met with strange adventures. 

O gentle Muses ! is this kind ? 

Why will ye thus my suit repel ? 

Why of your further aid bereave me ? 
And can ye thus unfriended leave me ; 
Ye Muses ! whom I love so well ? 

Who’s yon, that, near the waterfall. 
Which thunders down with headlong 
force. 

Beneath the moon, yet shining fair. 

As careless as if nothing were. 

Sits upright on a feeding horse ? 

Unto his horse—there feeding free, 

He seems, I think, the rein to give; 

^Of moon or stars he takes no heed; 

Of such we in romances read: 

—’Tis Johnny ! Johnny ! as I live. 

.And that’s the very Pony, too ! *' 

Where is she, where is Betty Foy ? 

She hardly can sustain her fears; 

The roaring waterfall she hears. 

And cannot find her Idiot Boy. 

Your Pony’s v^orth his weight in gold: 
Then calm your terrors. Betty Foy ! 
She’s coming from among the trees. 

And now all full in view she sees 
Him whom she loves, her Idiot Boy. 

And Betty sees the Pony too: 

Why stand you thus, good Betty Foy ? 
It is no goblin, 'tis no ghost, 

'Tts ho whom you so long have lost. 

He whom you love, your Idiot Boy, 
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Sh« looks agaia—her arms are np — 

She soreanas->-she cannot move lor j8y; 
She darts, as with a torrent’s force, 

She ahaost has o’erturned the Horse, 
And fast she holds her Idiot Boy. 

And Tohnny burrs, and laughs aloud ; 
Whether in cunning or in joy 
I cannot tell; but while he laughs, 
Betty a drunken pleasure quaffs . 

To hear again her Idiot Boy. * 

And now she’s at the Pony’s tail, 

And now is at the Pony’s head,-— 

On that side now, and now on this f' 
And, almost stifled with her bliss, 

A few sad tears does Betfy shed. 

She kisses o’er and o’er again 
Him whom she loves, her Idiot Boy; 
She’s happy here, is happy there. 

She is uneasy everywhere ; 

Her limbs are all alive with joy. 

She pats the Pony, where or when 
She knows not, happy Betty Foy 1 
The little Pony glad may be. 

But he is milder far than she, 

You hardly can perceive his joy. 

Oh ! J ohnny, never mind the Doctor; 
You’ve done your best, and that is all: ” 
She took the reins, when this was said. 
And gently turned the Pony's head 
From the loud waterfall. 


SJie spies her Frifends, she ehouts a . 
greeting; 

Oh me ! it is a merry meeting ’ 

As ever was in Christendom. •• 0 

The owls have hardly sung their Ifist, 
While our four travellers homeward 
we*d; * » ' 

The owls have hooted all night long. 
And with the owls began my song. 

And with the qjvls must end. • 

For while thpy all were travelling ho3k. 
Cried Betty, “ Tell us, Jobnn^, do. 

Where all this long night you ha^'O bqen. 
What you have heard, what you have 
sdhn : 

And, Jolmny, mind you tell ns true.” 

Nowejbhnny all night long had beard 
The owls in tuneful concert strive: 

No doubt too he the moon had see#; 

For io the moon^ht he had been 
From eight o’clock till five. . 

And thus, to Betty's question, he 
Mad£ answer,* like a tr;a.^eller bold, 

(His very wor^ F give»t(#'vou,) 

” The cocks did crow# to»whoo, to-whoo, 
And tjie sun did sh^ne so cold ! ” 

—Thus answered Johnny in his glcary. 
And that was all his travel’s stSry. 
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Bv this the stars were almost gone, 

^ The moon was setting on the hill. 

* So pale you scarcelv looked at her : 
The little birds began to stir. 

Though yet their tongues were still. 

The Pony, Betty, and her Boy, 

Wind slowly through the woodv dgle; 
And who is she, betimes abroad, 

That hobbles up the steep rough road ? 
’ Who is it, but old Susan Gale ? , 

-Long tjfiie lay Susan lost in thought; 
And many dreadful fears beset her, 

. Both for her Messenger and Nurse : 
And, is her mind grew worse and worse. 
Her body—it grew better. 

She turned, she tossed herself in bed, 
' On all sides doubts and terrors met her : 
Point after point did she discuss ; 

And, while her mind was fighting thus, 
Het body still grew better. 

' '* Alas 1 what is become of them ? 

,These fears can never be endured; 

' I’ll to the wood.”—^The word scarce said, 
\ Did Susan up from her bed, 

''‘A* if by magic cured. 

she goes up hill and down, 

JfAnd Ito the wpod at Imgtb is come ; 


A PASTORAL POEM 

If from the public way you turn your 
steps 

Up the tumultuous brook of Green-head 
Ghyll, 

You will suppose that with an upright 
path 

Your feet must struggle; in such hold- 
ascent 

The pastoral mountains front you, face 
to face. 

But, courage ! for around that bdisteroUB 
brook 

The mountains have all opened out them- 
selves, , 

And made a hidden valley of meir ovm*. 

No habitation can be seen; but they.. 

Who journey thither find themselves/ 

o alone 

With a few sheep, with recks and stones, 

* and kites • 

That overhead are sailing in-the Sky. 

It is in truth an utter swtude; 

Nor should I have made mention of this,-.. 
Dell , e 

But for one object which^you might pass/ 
by, , 

Might see and notice ^Beside tiw' 

t^OOk . t , 
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Appeals a'‘stra^igUng^ heap of unhewn 
stones I .• 
And to t^hat idniple object ap^rtains 
A story—unenriched with strange events, 
^et hot unfit; I deem, for the fireside. 

Or f«r the summer shade. It was the 
first 

01 tho^ domestic tales that spa^e to me 
Of Shepherds, dwellers in the valleys, 
men 

Whom I j4^ady loved ;—not verily 
For their own'sakes. bift for the fields 
and hills 

Where wa^ their occupation and abode. 
And hence this Tale, while 1 was yet a 

'J?" Boy 

Careless of book|> yet having felt the 
power 

Of Nature, by the gentle agency „ 

Of natural objects, led me on to feel 
FoTepassions that were not my own, and 
think 

(At random and impA'fcctly indeed) 
On man, the heart of man, and human 

life- 

Therefore, although it be,a history 
Homely,and nfde, I will relate the same 
For the 'delight of a' few natural hearts ; 
And, with yet fonder feeling, for the 
sak^ 

Of youtniul Poets, who among these hills 
Will be my second self when 1 am gone. 


Upon the forest-sUle in Grasmere 
Vale 

There dwelt a Shepherd, Michael was his 
name; 

An old man. stout of heart, and strong of 
limb 

His bodily frame had been from youth 
to age 

Of an unusual strength: his mind was 
keen. 

Intense, and frugal, apt for all afiairs, 

.And in his shepherd's calling be was 
prompt 

And watchful more than ordinary men. 

Hence had he leai'ned the meaning of 
all winds. 


Up to the mountains : be had been alone 

Amv^ the heart of many thousand mists. 

That came to him, and left him, on the 
heights. 

So lived ne till his eightieth year was past. 

And grossly that man errs, who should 
suppose 

That the green valleys, and the streams 
and rocks, 

Wer,e things indiiferent to the Shepherd’s 
‘’thoughts. 

Fields, where with cheerful spirits he had 
breathed 

Tbe^. coinmon air; hills, which with 
vigorous step 

He had so o.iten climbed; which had 
impressed 

So many incidents upon his mind 

Of hardship, skill or courage, joy or fear; 

Which, like a book, preserved the 
memory 

Of the dumb animals, whom be had saved. 

Had fed or sheltered, linking to such acts 

The certainty of honourable gain ; 

Those fields, those hills—what could they 
less ? had laid 

Strong hold on his aCTcctions, were to 
him 

A ple.asurable feeling of blind love. 

The pleasure which there is in life itself. 

His daj-s had not been passed in single- 

I ness. 

His Helpmate was a comely matron, 
old— 

Though younger than himself full twenty 
years. 

She was a woman of a stirring life. 

Whose heart was in her house.: two 
wheels she bad 

Of antique form ; this large, for spinning 
wool : 

That small, for flax ; and if one wheel 
had rest 

It was because the other was at work. 

The Pair had but one inmate Jp their 
house, 

An only Child, who had been born to 
them 


Olblasts^f every tone ; and, oftentimes, 
When otners heeded not. He heard the 
South 

Make subterraneous music, like the noise 
Of bagpipers on distant Highland hills^.' 
The Shepherd, 'fit such warning, of his‘ 
•flock • 

Bethought him. and he to himself would 
say, 

* The winds are now devising work for 
fte!' ^ 

And, truly, at ml times, the storm, that 
drives 

The travellqy t«>a sbelter, summoned him j 


When Michael, telling o’er his years, 
began 

To deem that be was old. —in shepherd's 
phrase. 

With one foot in the grave. This only 
Son, 

With two brave sheep-dogs tried in 
many a storm, 

The one of an inestimable worth. 

Made all theii household- 1 may truly 
say. 

That they were as a proverb in the vale 

Fer endless industrv. When day was 
gone. 
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' And {rom their occupations out of doors 
The Son and Father were come hotne. 
even theOf’- 

' Their labour did .not cease; unless 
.when all 

Turned to the cleanly supper-board, 
and there. 

Each with a mess of pottage and 
skimmed milk, 

Sat round the ba^et piled with oaten 
cakes, * 

And their plain home-made cheese. 

Yet when the meal 
Was ended, Luke (for so the Son ipa-s 
‘ named) 

, And his old Father both betook them¬ 
selves 

To such convenient work as might 
employ 

Their hands by the fire-side; perhaps 
to card 

Wool for the Housewife's spindle, or 
repair 

Some injury done to sickle, flail, or 
scythe, 

Or other implement of house or field. 

Down from the ceiling, by the chim¬ 
ney’s edge. 

That in our ancient micouth country 
style 

With huge and black projection over- 
browed 

Large space beneath, as duly as the light 
Of day grew dim the Housewife hung 
' a lamp ; 

An aged utensil, which had puformed 
' Service beyond all others of its kind. 

Early at evening did it burn—and late, 

’ Surviving comrade of uncounted hours. 
Which, going by from year to year, 
had found, ' 

And left the couple neither gay perhr^s 
V Nor cheerful, yet with objects and with 
^ hopes, 

N Living e life of eager industry. 

And now, when Luke had reached his 
eighteenth year. 

There by the li^t of this old lamp they 
sate, 

, Father and Son, while far into the night 
The Housewife plied her own peculiar 
work, 

Making the cottage through the silent 
hours 

Murmur as with the sound of summer 
■ flies. 

This light was famous in its neighbour- 
'V r- hoK^, 

^ And was a public symbol of the life 
Tliat thrifty Pair had lived. For, as 
, it chanced, * 

cottage on a plot of rising ground 


Stood single, with large prospect, north 

“ and south, 

High into Easedale, up to Punmail* 
Raise. , , 

And westward to the village hear the lake; * 
And from this constant Ught, so regular 
And so far seen, the House itself, by aU ■ 
Who dwelt within the Emits of the valg, : 
Both old and young, was nanred Tnn 'i 
Evening Star. '' 

Thus living on through such*a len^ 
of years, ^ 

The Shepherd, if he loved himself, must 
needs « 

Have loved his Helpmate; > but' to , 
Michael’s heart * 

This sou of his old age was yet more ' 
de^— 

Less*from instinctive tendeAiess, the 
same 

Fond spirit that blindly works in *the 
blood of all^ 

Than that a chUd, more than all other 
gifts •• 

That*earth cau offer to declining man. 
Brings hope ^^ith iti; «and forward* 
looking thoughts^ « 

And syrriugs of inquietude, when they 
By tendency of natffre needs must fail. 
Exceeding was the love he bara- to him, .. 
His heart and his heart’s joy! For 
oftentimes 

Old Michael, while he was a babe in arms, * 
Had done him female service, not alone 
For pastime and delight, as is the use 
Of fathers, but with patient mind 
enforced 

To acts of tenderness ; and he had rocked 
His cradle, as with a woman’s gentle 
hand. 

And, in a later time, ere yet the Boy 
Had put on boy’s attire, did Michael love, 
Albeit of a stem unbending mind. 

To have the Young-one m his sigfit, . 
when he 

Wrought in the field, or on his shepherd’s 
1 stool 

Sate with a fettered sheep before him . 

stretched f 

Under the large old oak, that neu his 
door 

^tood single, and, from matchless depth 
of shade, ^ 

Chosen for the Shearer*s covert from 
thrf sun, ‘ 

Thence in our rustic dhdect was called 
The CuppfNG Treb,^ a name which yet . 
it bears. 

There, whil£ they twoswere sittmg Jn 
the shade, 

t CliwiDg is the wo'rd uasd In die North oi; ^ 
England for.sbewjng.' * « 
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. With others round them, earnest all and 
blithe, * 

Would Michael exercise his heart with 
e feoks * < 

Of fqpd correction and reproof bestowed 
Upon the Child, if he disturbed the sheep 
By catching at their legs, or with his 
, * shfiuts *' j 

Scared them, while they lay still beneath 
the shears. 

« ^ 

And when by Heaven's good grace 
the grew up 

A heal thy Lad, and carried in his check 
Two steady roses that were five years old; 
Then Michael from a winter copv’jVe cut 
With his own hand a sapling, which he 
hooped , 

With iron, making it throughout jn all 
Due requisites a perfect shepherd’s staff, 
And gave it to the Boy ; wherewith 
equipt 

He as a watchman oft^itimes was placed 
At gate or gap, do stem or turn the flock ; 
And, to his o^ce prema,turely i;qlled. 
There stood thft ufchin|,a»you will divine. 
Something between a hindrance and a 
h^p; * 

And for this cause kiot always, I believe. 
Receiving from his Father hire of praise ; 
Though nought was left imdonc which 
staff, or voice, 

* Or looks, or threatening gestures." could 
perform. 

But Soon as Luke, full ten years old, 
could stand 

Against the mountain blasts; and to 
the heights, 

Not fearing toiT,nor length of weary ways, 
He with his Father daily went, and they 
Were as companions, why should I relate 
That objects which the Shepherd loved 
before 

Were dearer now ? that from the Boy 
there came 

Fedings and emanations—things which 
. ^ were 

Ll^ht to the sun and music to the wind ; 
And that the old Man’s heart seemed 
jll^ born again ? 

Thus in his Father’s sight the Boy 
grew up: • 

And now, when he had reached hki 
. eighteenth year, , 

. He was his comfort and his daily hope. 

While in this sort the simple household 
' dived 

From day to day, to Michael’s ear there 

came 

Distressfii]^ fjtHngs, Long before the 

tltW 


Of which I speak, the Shepherd had been 
*bound 

In surety for his brother’s son. a man 
Of an ihdustriotislife,(and ample means; 
But unforeseen misfortunes suddenly 
Had prest upon him ; and old Michael 
now 

Was summoned to discharge the for* 
feiture, 

A (a'ievous penalty, but little less 
Than half his substance. This unlooked- 
for claim, 

At the first hearing, for a moment took 
Moa; hope out of his life than he supposed 
That any old man ever could have lost. 
As soon as kc had armed himself with 
strength 

To Idok his trouble, in the face, it seemed 
The Shepherd’s sole resource to sell at 
once 

A portion of his patrimonial fields. 

Such was Ms first resolve ; he thought 
again. 

And his heart failed him. “ Isabel,” 
said he, 

Two evenings after he had heard the 
news, 

” I have been toiling more than seventy 
years, 

And in the open sunshine of God’s love 
Have we all lived : yet if these fields of 
ours 

Should pass into a stranger’s hand. I 
think 

That I could not lie quiet in my grave. 
Our lot is a hard lot ; the sun himself 
Has scarcely been more diligent than I; 
And T have lived to be a fool at last 
To my own family. An evil man 
That was, and made an evil choice, if he 
Were false to us; and if he were not false, ‘ 
There are ten thousand to whom loss 
like this [but 

Had been no sorrow. 1 forgive him ?— 
’Twere better to be dumb than to talk 
thus. » 

When I began, my purpose was td 
speak 

Of remedies and of a cheerful hope. 

Our Luke shall leave us, Isabel; the land 
Shall not go from us, and it shall be free ; 
He shall possess it, free as is the wind 
That passes over it. We have, thou 
know’st,- 

Another kinsman—he will be our friend 
In this distress. He is a prosperous man. 
Thriving in trade—and Luke to him shall 

g(3. 

And with his kinsman’s help and his 
own thrift 

He quickly wfill repair this loss, and then, 
He may return to u$. If here stay. 
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What can Ijo done ? Where every one 
is poor, 4 ** 

What can be gained ? ’’ 

At this the old Man paused. 
And Isabel sat silent, for her mind 
Was busy, looking back into past times. 
There's kichard Bateman, thought she 
to herself. 

He was a parish-boy—at the church- 
’* door * 

They made a gathering for him, shillings, 
-pence 

And halfpennies, wherewith the neigh- 
'• hours bought ' 

A basket, which they filled with pedlar's 
wares ; 

And, with this basket on his arm, the lad 
Went up to London, found a master there. 
Who, out of many, chose the trusty boj* 
To go and overlook his merchandise 
Beyond the seas ; where he grew 
wondrous rich. 

And left estates and monies to tlie poor. 
And, at his birth-place, built a chapel 
floored 

With marble, which he sent from foreign 
lands. 

These thoughts, and many others of like 
sort. 

Passed quickly through the mind of 
Isabel, ! 

.\nd her face brighlenod. The old 
j Man was glad. 

And thus resumed :—“ Well, Isabel ! 
this scheme 

These two days, has been meat and drink 
to me. 

Far more than we have lost is left us yet. 
—We have enough—I wish indeed 
that I 

Were younger ;—but this hope is a good 
hope. V 

—■Make ready Luke’s best garments, 
of the best f forth 

Buy for him more, and let us send him 
To-morr.'w, or the next day, or to-night : 
df he could go, the Boy should go 
to-night.” 

• sr 

Here Michael ceased, and to the fields 
went forth 

With a light heart. The Housewife for 
five days 

Was restless morn and night, and all day 
long 

. Wrought on with her best fingers to 
prepare 

Things needful for the journey of her son. 

. But isabel^was glad when Sunday came 
o To stop her in her work : for, when she 

V' lay 

- By Michael's side, she through the last 
//, two nights 


Heard him, how Hoi^wns .ttofiBle'd'in. 

hisfsleep': '• >' ■ - 

■And when theyroae at momineshe could 
see • ^ 

That all his hopes were gone. That 
day at noon 

She said to Luke, while they two by 
themselves " ** 

Were sitting at the door, “ Thou must 
not go"! 

We ha^'e no otlrer Child but th^ to lott. 
None to remember—do not go awny.w 
For if thou leave thy Father hfc will die.” 
The Youth made answer with a jocund 
voice ; 

And Isubel, when she had told her fears, 
Recovered heart. That evening her 
besr fare 

Did <fie‘bring forth, and all together sat 
I ike happy people round a Christmas ^rc. 

With daylight Isabel resumed her 
work; * 

.And all the ensuing week the house 
jg'jpeared, „ 

As cheerful as»a, grove in Spring: at 
length 

The expected letter from their kjnsman 
came, 

With kind assurances that he would do 
Hi 3 utmost for the welfare of the Boy ; 
To which, requests were added, that 
fotthvvith 

He might be sent to him. Ten times 
or more 

Tlie letter was read over; Isabel 
Went forth to show it to the neighbours 
round : 

Nor was there at that time on English 
land 

A prouder heart than Luke’s. When 
Isabel 

Had to her house returned, the old Man 
said, 

“ He shall depart to-morrow.” To 
this word 

The Housewife answered, talking much 
of things 

Which, if at such short notice he should 
go. 

Would surely be forgotten. But at 
length 

She gave consent, and Michael was at 
^ ease. 

Near *^e tumultuous brook of Green- 
liead Ghyll, 

In that deep valley. Michael had designed 
To build a sheep-fold; and, before be. 

heard - „ '■ 

The tidings of his melancholy loss, ^ 
For this same purpose he had gathered up 
A heap of stones, which by whe,5treamlet*B 
odgfi ' ,, 
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Lay thrown tOgi$ther, ready for the work. 
With . Luke that evening thi^ierw^ 
he walked : . 

^ And^oon es.they had rrached the place 
, be stopped. 

Antf thus the old Man spake to him :— 
“ My Son, 

Tk> •morrow thou wilt leave nte: with 
full heart 

I look upon thee, for thou art the same 
' That we»t a promise to iije ere thy birth. 
And a|l tliy life hast been my daily joy. 
I will relate to thee some little part 
Of our two histories ’twill do thee good 
When thou firt from me, even if I should 
touch , 

On things thou canst not know of.— 
After thou *» 

First caiii*st into the world—as olt })pfa]s 


To new-born infants—thou didst sleep 
• away 

Two days, and blessings from thy Father’s 
tongue 

Then fell up®n thee. Day by day 
passed on,, ■ 

And still 1 Ic^vud thgp •with increasing 
love. „ ^ • 

Never to living ear catne sweeter sounds 
Than when I beatd thee by dtir own 
fireaside 

First uttering, without words, a natural 


tune ; 

* While thou, a feeding babe, didst in 
thy joy 

Siiig at thy Mother’s breast. Month 
followed month. 

And in the open fields my life was passed 

And on the mountains; else I think 
that thou 

Hadst been brought up upon thy Fattier’s 
knees. 

But we were playmates, Luke : among 
these hills. 

As well thou knowest, in us the old and 
young 

Have.played together, nor with me didst 
thou 

Lailtic any pleasure which a boy can 
*know.” „ 

Luke hsA a manly heart; but at these 
words 

He sobbed aloud. The old Man 
gasped his hand, « 

‘ And said, “ Nay, do not take it so—« 
I see » 

That these are things of whicn I need 
not speak,' 

—Even to the utmost 1 have been to 


A kind and. a good Father : and he 
I but r^ay a gift vyhich I myscU 
Received at othtts’ liands ; for, th 
'tiOVirolI . . 


Beyond the common life of man. I still 
Rekiember them who loved me in my 
youth. 

Doth of them sleep together: here 
they lived. 

As all their Forefathers had done i and 
when 

At length their time was come, they 
were not loth 

Toigive their bodies to the family mould. 

I wished that thou shouldst live the 
■ life they lived : 

Hut, ’tis a long time to look back, my 
«) Son, 

And see so little gain from threescore 
years. • 

These fields were burthened when they 
came to me ; 

Till I was forty j'oars of age, not more 
Then half of my inheritance was mine. 

I toiled and toiled; God blessed me 
in my work. 

And till these three weeks past the land 
was free. 

-Tt looks as if it never could endure 
Another Master. Heaven forgive me, 
Luke, 

If 1 judge ili for thee, but it seems good 
That thou should’st go.” 

.\t this the old Man paused ; 
Then, pointing to the stones near which 
thev stood. 

Thus, aitcr a short silence, he resumed : 

‘‘ This was a work for us; and now, 
my .Son, 

It is a work for me. But, lay one stone— 
Here, lay it for me, Luke, with thine 
own hands. 

Nay, Boy, be of good hope;—wc both 
may live 

To see a better day. At eighty-four - 
I Itill am strong and hale ;—do thou 
thy part; 

I will do mine.—1 will begin again 
With many tasks that were resigned to 
thee: .» 

Up to the heights, and in among the 
storms. 

Will I without thee go agdhi, and do 
All works which I was wont to do alone. 
Before I knew thy face.—Heaven bless 
thee. Boy 

Thy heart these two weeks has been 
beating fast 

With many hopes ; it should be so—yes 
—yes— 

I knew that thou could'st never have 
a wish 

To leave pie, Luke: thou hast been 
bound to me 

Only by links of love: when thou art 
gone, . 

What will left to ns I—But, I lorget- 
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My purpiis^. Lay now the corner-stone, 

' As 1 reonested; and hereafter, Lvke, 
When thou art gone away, should 
evil men 

vetby companions, think of me, my Son, 
And oi this moment; ‘ hither turn thy 
thoughts. 

And God will strengthen thee : amid all 
fear 

And all temptation, Luke, I pray that 
thou 

May'st bear in mind the life thy 
Fathers lived. 

Who. being innocent, did for that cause 
Hestir them in good deeds. Now, larc 
thee well— 

When thou return’s!, thou in this place 
wilt see 

A work which is not here : a covenant 
’Twill be between us ; but, whatever fate 
Befal thee, T shall love thee tn the last. 
And bear thy memory with me to the 
grave." 

The Shepherd ended here ; and Luke 
stooped down. 

And, as his Father had requested, laid 
The first stone of the Sheep-fold. At 
the sight 

The old Man's *grief broke from him : 

, to his heart 

He pres.sed his Son, he kissed him and 
wept; 

And to the house together they returned. 
—Hushed was that house in peace, or 
seeming peace. 

Ere the night fell:—with morrow’s 
dawn the Boy 

Began his journey, and when he had 
reached 

The public way, he put on a bold face ; 
.And all the neighbours, as he p^:.ed 
their doors. - 

Came forth with wishes and with farewell j 
i prayers, 

' That folwwed him till he was out of sight. 

« I 

< A good report did from their Kinsman 
come^a- 

Of Luke and his well-doing : and the Boy 
,, Wrote loving letters, full of wondroijs 
news. 

Which, as the Housewife phrased it, 
were throughout 

*The prettiest letters that were ever 
seen.’ 

Both parents read them with rejoicing 
. hearts. 

. Sb» many months passed on: and once 
again 

' The Shepherd went about his daily work 
conhdent and cheerful thoughts: 
,Mnd now 


Sometimes whan he eoiild £nd a leisure 
hour 

He to %hat vM le y toede his way, and 
there ' ' 

Wrought at the Sheep-fold. Meahlitnf ? 

Luke began ^ » 

To slacken in his duty ; and, at length,* 
He in the dissolute city gave ' 

To evil courses: ignominy and shame 
Fell on him, so that he was driven at last 
To seek a hiding-place beyond the seas- 

There is a comfort in the strength^/ 
love; 

'Twill make a thingiendurable, which else 
Would overset the brain, or break the 
heart: ■*' 

I have conversed with more than one '* 
W'hof well 

Bemienuer the old Man, and what he 
was 

Years after he had heard this heavy news. 
His bodily frame had been from youth to 
age 

Of an unusual strength'. Among the 
rbeks 

He went, and stilt lookod^up to sun and 
cloud, . 

And listened to the wind: and, as 
before. 

Performed all kinds of labour' for his 
sheep. 

And for the land, bis small inheritance. 
And to that hollow dell from time to 
time 

Did he repair, to build the Fold of which 
His flock had need. ’Tis not forgotten 
yet 

The pity which was then in ev^ heart 
For the old Man—and ’tis believed by 
all 

That many and many a day he thither 
went. 

And never lifted up a single stone, 

There, by the Sbeep-fold, sometimes - 
was he seen 

Sitting alone, or with bis faithful Dog, 
Then old, beside him, lying at his feet. 
The length oi full seven years, fr^v- 
t^e to time, »« . V 

He at the building of this Sheep-fold 
wrought, . 

And left the work unfinished when he ' 
died. , V 

Three years, or little niewe. did Isabd^ > 
Survive''ber Husband ; at her death the 
estate • fe-- ’ ''V'. 

Was sold, and went into a stranger’.J 
hand. ' 

The Cottage which WA* named tiif ' 
Evening Star v 

Is gone—the ploughshare ha4 ! 

through the grottndv^ « • 
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which it' stood'; great, changes 
have heen wrought 

' la all the neighbOTirhood yet the oak 
'is left’ 

'^a^^ew beside their door; and the 
■r ' remains 

Of the unfinished Sheep>fold may be seen 
3e9ide ^he boisterous brook of,, Green- 
head Ghyll. 

iSoo< 

o XXXIII 

THE WIDOW ON WINDERMERE 
» SIDE 

I- 


How beautiful when up a lofty b^isht 

Honour ascends among the humblest 
poor. 

And feeling sinks as deep ! See ther^ the 
door 

Of aOne, a Widow, left beneath a 
weight 

Of blameless debt. (3h evil Fortune’s 
spite « 

She wasted 'vo qpmplaint, hut strove to 
make j » a 

A just repayment both fbr conscience- 
sake . » * 

And that herself ai;d hers shoul^stand 
upright * 

In the world’s eye. Her work when 
daylight failed 

•Paused not, and through the depth of 
night she kept * 

Such earnest vigils, that belief prevailed 

With some, the noble Creature never 
slept i 

But, one by one, the hand of death 
assailed 

Her children from her inmost heart 
bewept. 

II 


The Mother mourned, nor ceased her 
tears to flow. 

Till a winter’s noon-day placed her 
^buried Son 

Befi^e her eyes, last -child of many 
ione— 

His rainomt of-'angelic wlfite, and lo ! 

'His very feet bright as the dazzling 
snow 


Which they are touching; yea far 
brighter, e^en • 

As that which comes, or seems to come,' 
from heaven, * 

Suip^mises aught these elements can show. 

Much she rejoiced, trusting that from 
^athour > 

Whaft’^ befel^he could Hot grieve or 

But the TrahsAgured, in and out of 
aeaspme . * , - 


Appeared, and spiritual presence gained 
a power 

Over material forms that mastered 
reason. 

Oh. gracious Heaven,'in pity make her 
thine ! 

Ill 

But why that prayer ? as if to her could 
come 

No good but by the way that leads to 
••bliss 

Through Death,—so judging we should 
judge amiss. 

Sinq^ reason failed want is her threatened 
doom. 

Yet frequent transports mitigate the 
gloom ! 

Nor of those maniacs is she one that kiss 
The air or laugh upon a precipice ; 

No, passing through strange sufferings 
toward the tomb 

She smiles as if a martyr’s crown were 
won 1 

Oft, when, light breaks through clouds or 
waving trees. 

With outspread arms and fallen upon 
her knees 

The Mother hails in her descending Son 
An. Angel, and in earthly ccstacies 
Her own angelic glory seems begun. 

i XXXIV 

! THE ARMENIAN LADY’S LOVF, 

' [The subject of the following poem is from the 
Orlandus of the author’s friend, Kcoelm 
Henry Digby; and the liberty is taken of 
inscriDiug it to him as an acknowki^ment, 
howe\%r unworthy, of pleasure and instruc¬ 
tion derived from his numerous and valuable 
I writings, illustrative of the piety and chivalry 
of the olden time.] 

I 

You have heard “ a Spanish Lady 
How she wooed an English man;"i 
Hear now of n fair Armenian, 

Daughter of the proud Sold4n ; 

How she loved a Christian Slake, and 
told her pain 

By word, look, deed, with hime that he 
might love again. * 

II 

“ Pluck that rose, it moves my liking,” 
.Said she. lifting up her veil; 

” Pluck it for me, gentle gardener. 

Ere it wither and grow pale.” 

“ Princess fair, I till the ground, but 
may not take 

From twig or bed an humbler flower, 
even for your sake ! ”■ 

i See. in Percy's ReUquea, that fine ■ old ' 
ballad, “ The Spanish Lady's Love; ” from 
which Poem Oie form of stanza, as suitable td 
dialogue. Is adopted. 

• - I'" , , .Tal ■, r 
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Grieved am I. submissive Christian ! 
To behold thy captive state : 
Womea, in yout land, may pity 

(May they not ?) the unfortunate.” 
” Yes, kind Lady I otherwise man could 
not bear 

I-ife, which to every one that breathes is 
full of care." 

IV 

" Worse than idle is compassion 
If it end in tears and sif^hs ; 

Thee from bondai^e would I resets 
And from vile indignities ; 
Nurtured, as thy mien bespeaks, in 
high degree, 

Look up- and help a hand that longs to 
set thee free.” 

V 

" l.ady ! dread the wish, nor venture 
In such peril to engage ; 

Think how it would stir against you 
Your most loving father’s rage : 

Sad deliverance would it be, aud yoked 
with shame. 

Should troubles overflow on her from 
whom it came.” 

VI 

Generous Frank ! the just in effort 
Arc of inward peace secure : 
Hardships for the brave encountered, 
Even the feeblest may endure: 

If almighty grace through me thy chains 
unbind 

My father for slave's work may seek a 
slave in mind.” 

VII 

" X*rincess,,at this burst of goodness, 
My long-frozen heart grows warm ! ” 
“ Yet you make all courage fr'^tiess. 
Me to save'from chance of harm ■ 
Leading such companion I that gilded 
dome. 

Yon iftlnarets, would gladly leave for 
his worst home.” 

VIII 

“ Feeling tunes your voice, fair 
Princess' 

And your brow is free from scorn, 
Else these* words would come like 
mockery, 

^harper than the pointed thorn.” 

*' Whence the undeserved mistrust ? 
Too wide apart 

0ur fidth hath oeen,—O would that 
. eyes could see the heart! ” 

IX 

'* Tempt me not, I pray; my doom is 
These base implements to wield; 


Kusty; lance. I ne’er shell thM,’ 
N^e’er assoil my cobwebb'd shield 1 
Never see my native laud, >ior castle, 
towers, ... . I, 

Nor Her who thinking of me thete,;*’ 
counts widowed hours.” ® j'"' 

*' Prisoner I pardon youthful fatted ; 

Wedded ? If you can, say not ' 
Blessed is and be your contort; 

Hopes I‘"cherished—let the% got 
Handmaid’s privilege woul^ lea^ my 
purpose free. 

Without another'link to my fe’icityj?” 


“ Wedded love vrith loyal Christians. 

^Ludy, is a mystery rare f 
Body, heart, and soul in union. 

Make one being of a pair.” 

“ Humble love m me would look for no 
return, ^ 

Soft as a guiding star ^hat cheers, but 
4 cannojt burn.” ^ 

c* XII' • 

*■ Gracious Allah !®Sly such title 
Ro 1 dare to thank the God. 
HiifPwho thus exalts thy spirit. 
Flower of an unchristian sod ! 

Or hast thou put off wings which thou 
in heaven dost wear ? 

What haeve I seen, and heard, or dreamt ? 
where am I ? where ? ” 


Here broke off the dangerous con* 
verse : 

Less impassioned words might tell 
How the pair escaped together. 

Tears not wanting, nor a knell 
Of sorrow in her heart while through her 
father's door. 

And from her narrow world, she passed 
for evermore. 


But affections higher, holier, 

Urged her steps ; she shflnnk froid 
trust 

In a sensual creed that trampled 
Woman’s birthright into dust. 
Xittle be the wonder th^, the blame be' 
' none, 

If she,’‘’a timid .Maid, bath put sudi. 
boldness on. 


Judge both Fugitives grithknawftdj^t. 

In those old romantic days . 

Mighty were the soul’sccRzuAanddientir- 
To support, resp’ida.^^cawsise. 
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Foes might ^ng upon their path, snakes 
rusiie near, ^ “ 

But noting from their inward selves 
# •• had they to fear. 

XVI 

Thought infirm ne’er came between 
• them, ' 

Whether printing desert sands 
With accordant steps, or gathering 
Fort%t-fruit with social hands ; 

Or whispering like two reeds that in the 
cold»moonbeain 

Bend W'ith the brocze their heads, 
beside a crystal stream. 

XVII 

On a friendly deck reposing • 

They^at length for Venice stec;; 
There, when they had closed their 
• voyage. 

One, who daily o^lhe pier 
Watched for tidings from the Tia*-t, 
beheld xs Lord, 

Fell down and gasped liis.kneps fc* jc)y, 
not uttoffii.g wojde 

' j. * 

fcviii 

Mutual was the sudden transport: 

Breathless questions followed fast, 
Years contracting to a moment, 

F.ach word greedier than the last: 

' “ Hie thee to the Countess, friend ! re¬ 
turn with speed, 

And of this Stranger speak by whom her 
lord was freed. 

XIX 

Say that T, who might have languished. 
Drooped and pined till life was 
spent. 

Now before the gates of Stolberg 
My Deliverer would present 
For a crowning recompense, the precious 
grace 

Of her who in my heart still holds her 
ancient place. 

XX 

MakeUt known that my Companion 
Is of royal easto-n blood. 

Thirsting after all perfection. 
Innocent, and meek, and good. 
Though with.misbelievers bred; bSt 
that dark night * 

Will holy Church disperse by •beams of 
gospel'light.” 

XXI 

wiftly went that grey-Haired Servant, 
Soon returned a trustv Page 
Changed vi^ greetings, benedictions, 
.Than%9 fhd praises, each a gage 


For a sunny thoughLto cheer the Stran- 
i get’s way, ^ tiears allay. 

Her virtuous scruples to remove, her 
xxu 

And how blest the Reunited, 

While beneath their castle-walls. 
Runs a deafening noise of welcome !— 
Blest, though every tear that falls 
Doth ill its silence of past sorrow tell, 
.\n4 makes n meeting seem most like a 
de.ir farewell. 

XXIII 

'jyirnugh a haze of human nature. 
Glorified by heavenly light, 

Looked tlvp iieautiful Deliverer 
Oil that overpowering sight. 

While across her virgin cheek pure 
blushes strayed 

For every tender sacrifice her heart had 
made. 

.\xiv 

On the ground the weeping Countess 
Knelt, and kissed the .Stranger's 
hand: 

Act of soul-devoted homage. 

Pledge of an eternal band : 

Nor did aught of future days that kiss 
belie. 

Which, witli a generous shout, the crowd 
did ratify. 

x.xv 

Constant to the fair Armenian. 

Gentle pleasures round her JAOyedt 
Likp a tutelary spirit 

Reverenced, like a sister, loved. 
Ciiristian meelcness smoothed for all the 
path of life. 

Who, loving most, should wiseliest love, 
their only strife. 

XXVI 

Mute memento of that union 
In a Saxon church survives. 

Where a cross-legged Knmht lies 
sculptured ^ 

As between two wedded Wives— 
Figures with armorial signs of race and 
birth. 

And the vain rank the pilgrims bore 
while yet on earth. 

1830 . ■ 

XXXV. 

LOVING AND LIKING: 

IRREGULAR VERSES, 

ADDRESSFjO TO A CHItP 
(by my sister) 

There's more in words than 1 can 
teach : 

Yet listen. Child I—I would not preach; 
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Hut coily give somiltplain directions 
To guide ^rout speech and your affec- 
- tions. 

Say not you love a roasted fowl, 

;But you may love a screaming owl, 

' And, if you can, the unwieldy toad 
That crawls from his secure abode 
Within the mossy garden wall 
.When evening dews begin to fall. 

Oh mack the beauty of his eye : 

What wonders in that circle lie ! 

So clear, so bright, our fathers said 
He vrears a jewel in his head ■' 

' And when, upon some showery day, *' 
Into a path or public way 
. A frog leaps out from bordering grass. 
Startling the timid .as they pass. 

Do you observe him, and endeavour 
To take the intruder into favour ; 
Learning from him to find a reason 
For a light heart in a dull season. 

And you may love him in the pool. 

That is for him a happy school. 

In which he swims as taught by nature, 
Fit pattern for a human creature. 
Glancing amid the water bright, 

. And sending upward sparkling light. 

Nor blush if o’er your heart be stealing 
' A love for things that have no feeling: 
' The spring’s fiist rose by you espied. 
May fill your breast with joyful pride; 
And you may love the strawberry- 
flower. 

And love the strawberry in its bower ; 

' Blit when the fruit, so often praised 
For beauty, to your lip is raised, 

Say not you love the delicate treat, 

But hke it, enjoy it, and thankfully eat. 

.Long may you love your pensioner 
mouse, ' 

Though one of a tribe that torment 
house: 

' Nor dislike for her cruel sport the cat. 
Deadly both of mouse and rat; 
Remember she follows the law of her 
kind. 

And Instinct is neither wayward nor 
blind. 

.Then think of her beautiful gliding 
' form, 

tread that would scarcely crush a 
worm, 

; ^'nnd her soothing song by the winter fire. 
Soft as the dying throb of the lyre. 

■ ' I WQUold not circumscribe your love : 

soar with the eagle and brood 
with th^ dove, 

pierce the earth with the patient 
tnole, 

dr irack the hedgehog to his hole, 
^i|*ovihg an^jliking are the solace of life, 


Rock the cradle of joy. smooth the 
de&tb-bed of strife. 

You love your father and youf mother. 
Your grown-up and your bal>y broflCoer 
You love your sister, and your friem^ . 
And countless blessings which God sends: 
And while these right affections play. 
You fmr each moment of your day i, 

They lead you on to full content, 

And likings fresh and innocent. 

That store the-mind, the memory fi^. 
And prompt to many a gentle dera: 
But likings come, and pass afi/ay ; 

'Tis love that remains till our latest day t 
Our heavenward gmde is holy love. 

And will be our bliss with saints above. . 

a 

' XXXVI 

FAREWELL LINES 
“High bliss is only for a higher state,’’ 
But, surely, if se>k 3 re afflictions borne 
With patience merit the reward of peace. 
Peace ye deserve; and *'may the solid 
good, ' ^ * 

Sought by a w,<se 'though Vate ea^ange. 
and here «* 

With bpunteous han4 beneath a cottage* 
roof 

T^o you accorded, never be withfirawn. 
Nor for the world’s best promises re¬ 
nounced. 

Most soothing was it for a welcome 
Friend, 

Fresh from the crowded city, to behold 
That lonely union, privacy so deep. 

Such calm employments, such entire 
content. 

So when the rain is over, the storm laid, 
A pair of herons oft-times have I seen. 
Upon a rocky islet, side by side. 

Drying their feathers in the sun, at 
ease; 

And so, when night with grateful gloom 
had fallen. 

Two glow-worms in such nearness that 
they shared. 

As, seemed, their soft self-satisfying 
light, • 

Each with the other, on the dewy 
ground. 

Where He that made them blesses their 
“ repose.— 

When wandering among lakes and killa' 
Inoie, ^ 

Once more, those creature^, thna by 
nature paired. i . 

And guarded in their tranquil stats of' 
life, ‘ * • . > 

Even, as your happy presence to 14 ^' 
mind • ■ 

Tbw union brought, irUl repair 



K)EMS FOUNDED ON THE AFFECTIONS 


117 


And send a thankful splrU h&dk. to you, 
' With hope that we, dear Friends! shall 
meet, again. * 

• •• • XXXVII 

• THE REDBREAST 

. (aUGCaSTED IN A WESTMORELAND COT- 
• • TAGE) • 

Driven in by Autumn’s sharpening air 
From h^f>stripped woods and pastures 
bar^ • 

Brisk Robin seeks a kindlier home : 

Not like a%eggar is he come. 

But enters as a lookftd-for guest. 
Confiding in his ruddv breast. 

As if it were a natural shield • 
Charged with a blazon on the field. 

Due to that ^ood and pious d0|d 
Of which we in the Ballad read. • 

Bt)/. pensive fancies putting by. 

And wild-wood sorrows, speedily 
He plays the ^pert wntriloquist; 

And, caught by glimpses now—now 
missed, 

Puzzles the lis^ner with* a doubt 
If the soft vofbe he thrdigs about 
Comes Irom witlfia doors or without 1 
Was ever such a ^eet confusio^. 
Sustained by delicate illusion ? 

He's at your elbow—to your feeling 
The notes are from the floor or ceiling ; 
And there’s a riddle to be guessed, 

'Till you have marked his heaving chest, 
And busy throat whose sink and swell. 
Betray the Elf that love; to dwell 
In Robin’s bosom, as a chosen cell. 

Heart-pleased we smile upon the Bird 
Tf seen, and with like pleasure stirred 
Commend him, when he’s only heard. 
But small and fugitive our gain 
Compared with hers who long bath lain, 
Witii languid limbs and patient bead 
Reposing on a lone sick-bed ; 

Where now. she daily hears a strain 
That cheats her of too busy cares, 

Eases her pain, and helps her prayers, 
md who but this dear Bird beguiled 
File fever of that pale-faced Child; 

Now coiling, with his passing wing, 
Her forehead, like a breeze of Spring : 
Recalling now, with descant soft 
Shed round her pillow from aloft, . 
Sweet thoughts of angels hovering uiglu 
And the Invisible sympathy * 

Of '* Matthew, Mark, and Luke, sihd J ohn, 
Btessing the bed she lies upon t ? " 


And sometimes, just as listening ends 
In slumber, with the cadence blends 
A dream of that low-warbled hymn 
Which old folk, fondly pleased to trim 
l^amps of faith, now*burning dim. 

Say that the Cherubs carved in stone. 
When clouds gave way at dead of night 
And the ancient church was filled with 
light. 

Used to sing in heavenly tone. 

Altsvc and round the sacred places 
They guard, with winged baby-faces. 

Thrice happy Creature ! in all lauds 
Nurtured by hospitable hands : 

Free entrance to this cot has he. 
Entrance and exit both yet free; 

And, when the keen unruffled weather 
That thus brings man and bird together. 
Shall with its pleasantness be past. 

And casement closed and door made 
fast. 

To keep at bay the howling blast. 

He needs not fear the season’s rage. 
For the whole house is Robin's cage. 
Whether the bird flit here or there. 

O’er table hit, or perch on chair. 

Though some may frown and make a 
stir. 

To scare him as a trespasser, 

And he belike will flinch or start, 
Good friends he has to take his part; 
One chiefly, who with voice and look 
Pleads for him from the chimney-nook. 
Where sits the Dame, and wears away 
Her long and vacant holiday ; 

With images about her heart, 

Reflected from the years gone by. 

On human nature’s second infancy. 

1834. 

XXXVIII 

HER EYES ARE WILD. 


1 Ihe words-^ 

' ]Catthew,-Mark, and liuke, and John, 
Bless me bed that I lie on," 
part of a bhild’s pigyer, still in gaoeral use 


Her eyes are wild, her head is bare. 

The sim has burnt her coal-blsffk hair; 
Her eyebrows have a rusty stain, 

And she came far from over the main. 
She has a baby on he: arm. 

Or else she were alone ; 

And underneath the bay-stack wamw 
And on the greenwood stone, 

She talked and sung the woods among. 
And it was in the English tongue. 

11 

*' Sweet babe! they say that I am mad. 
But nay, my heart is far too glad ;• 

And I am happy when I sing ,' 

Full many a sad and doleful thing t 
Tht>q. lo^y bRby. do not fev I 
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I pray thee have no fear of me ; 

But safe a& in a cradle, here 
My Jovety^baby ! thou shalt be : • 

To thee 1 know too much I owe; 

I caxmot work thee any woe. 

III 

A fire was once within my brain ; 

And in my head a dull, dull pain ; 

And fiendish faces, one, two, three. 
Hung at my breast, and pulled at me ; 
But then there came, a sight of joy ; ^ 

It came at once to do me good ; 

I waked, and saw my little boy. 

My little boy of flesh and blood ; ^ 

Qh joy for me that sight to see I 
For he was here, and only Ije- 

IV 

Suck, little babe, oh suck again ! 

It cools my blood ; it cools'my brain ; 
Thv lips I feel them, baby ! they 
Draw from niy heart the pain away. 
Oh ! press me 'with thy little hand ; 

It loosens something at mv chest; 
About that tight and deadly band 
I feel thy little fingers prest. 

The breeze I see is in the tree : 

It comes to cool my babe and me. 

V 

Oh ! love me, love me, little boy ! 

Thou art thy mother’s only joy ; 

And do not dread the waves below. 
When o’er the sea-rock’s edge we go ; 
The high crag cannot work me harm. 
Nor leaping torrents when they howl; 
The babe I carry on my arm. 

He saves for me my precious soul; 
Then happy lie ; for blest am I : 
Without me my sweet babe would die. 
vi 

Then do not fear, my boy ! for thee 
Bold as a lion will I be ; 

And 1 will always be thy gu'de. 

Through hollow snows and rivers wide. 
I'll build an Indian bower ; I know 
The leaves that make the softest bed : 
And, if r..om me thou wilt not go. 

But still be true till I am dead. 

My pretty thing ! then thou shalt sing 
A> merry as the birds in spring. 


vix 

’£hy father cares not for my breast, 
’Tis thiKie, sweet baby, there to rest | 
*Tis all thine own !—«nd, if i^s* hue 
Be changed, that was so fair to vi^S'Ar, 
’Tis fair enough for thee, my dove V 
My beauty, little child, is flown. 

But thojj w'ilt live with me in lovp ; ^ 

And what if my poor cheek be brown ? 
'Tis well for me, thou canst not see 
How pale and wan it else would be. 

IN 

VIII, 

Dread not their taunts, my little Life; 
I am thy fattier’s '«\’edded wife ; 

And underneath the spreading tree 
We tvifti will live in honesty. 

If his sweet boy he could forsake. 

With mS he never would hav£ stayed: 
From? him no harm my babe can take ; 
But he, poor man I is wretched ms^e 
And everv day we two will pray 
For him that's gene and far away. 

IX 

I’ll tt'ach my' Ipoy the ^Weetest things : 
I’ll tc.'ich hiinjiow' the oi^let sings. 

My little babe ! thy lif>S are still. 

And thou hast almc^st sucked thy fill. 
—Where art thou gone, my owii dear 
child ? ^ 

What wicked looks are those I see ? 

Alas ! alas ! that look so wild. 

It never, never came from me : 

If thou art mad, my pretty lad. 

Then I must be for ever sad. 

X 

Oh ! smile on me, my little lamb t 
For I thy own dear’ mother am : 

My love for thee has well been tried: 
I’ve sought thy father far and wide. 

I know the poisons of the shade; 

I know the earth-nuts fit for food i 
Then, pretty dear, be not afraid : 

We’ll find thy lather in the wood. 

Now laugh and be gay. to the woods 
awav ! 

And there, my babe, wo’U live for aye.” 

c X798. 



POEMS 6n the naming of places 

■ , ADVBRTISSMENT 

V ^persons tflcident In tfie com try and attached to rural objects, man)' places will be 'found 
nnnapud or of unknown names, where little Incidents must have occvirred, or feeling been experi¬ 
enced, -will have given to such places a private ai»d peculiar interest. From a wish to ive 
some sort of ze^d to such Incideats, and renew the gratiScation of such feelings. Names have 
been given to Places by the Author md some of bis Friends, and the following Poems written in 
coosequeace. 


It was April morning: fresh and 
clear 

The Rivulet, delighting in its strength, 
Ran with a young snan’s speed; and 
yet the voice 

Of waters which the winter had tfupplLed 
Was softened down into a vernal tone. 
The spirit of enjoyment and d%sire, 
'"And hopes and wishes, from iul living 
^ things 

Went circling^ike a multitude of sounds. 
The budding^iTi^oves «eemcd eager to 
urge on 

The steals of /une; as if their various 
hues • V * ‘ * 

Were only hiii&ranccs that stood bct'wepn 
Them ana their dbjeot. but, nieur while, 
prevailed « « 

Such ai^ entire contentment in the air 
That every naked ash, and tardy tree 
Yet leafless, showed as if the coun- 
I tenance 

With which it looked on this delightful 
day 

Were native to the summer.—Up the 
brook 

1 roamed in the confusion of iny heart. 
Alive to all things and forgetting all. 

At length I to a sudden turning e.Hine 
Ip this continuous glen, where down a 
rock 

The Stream, so ardent in its course 
before. 

Sent forth such sallies of glad sound, 
that all 

V^hich I till then had heard, appeared the 
voicii 

01 ' common pleasure : beast and bird, 
the^amb. 

The shepherd’s dog, the linnet and the 
.Inrush 

Vied with this waterfall, and made a 
song, , 

Which, while I listened, seemed like 
the wild growth • 

Or like some natural produce of the air. 
That, could not cease to be. Green 
^aves ■were here; 

But^tw'as therfoliage of iSie rocks-—the 
' birch. 

The vfi'Wt the ^oUy, tmd the bright green | 



Wi.th hanging islands of resplendent 
furze : 

And, oil a summit, distant a short space, 

1 By any who should look beyond the dell, 

A Jingle mountain-cottage might be seen. 

: 1 gazed and gazed, and to myself I said. 

" Our thoughts at least are ours; and 
this wild nook. 

My Emma, I will dedicate to thee.” 

-Soon did the spot become niy other 

home. 

My dwelling, and uiy out-of-doors abode. 

And, of the Shepherds who have seen 
me there. 

To whom I sometimes in our idle talk 

Have told this fancy, two or three, per¬ 
haps. 

Years aftci we are gone and in ouf graves. 

When tliev have cause to speak of this 
w'lld pl.ice. 

May call it by the name of Emma’s 
Dell. 

x8oo. 


11 

TO JOA.VNA 

-Amid the smoke of cities did you pass 
The time of early youth ; and there you 
learned, 

Fi;pm years of quiet industry, to kwe 
The living Beings by your own fire¬ 
side, 

With such a strong devotion, that youx 
heart 

Is slow to meet the sympathieiiAaf them 
Who look upon the hills with tenderness. 
And make dear friendships with the 
streams and groves. 

Yet we, who are transgressors in this 
kind, 

1 .'>welimg retired in our simplicity 
Among the woods and fields, we love 
you well, 

T oanna ! and I guess, since you have been 
So distant from us now lor two long 
years. 

That you -will gladly listen to discourse; 
However trivial. If you thence be taughi 
That they, vnth whom you once were 
haopy, talk 

Familiarly of you and of old times. 
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While I was seated, now some ten 
days {>ast, • 

Beneath those .lofty firs; that overtop 
Their ancient neighbour, the old steeple- 
tower, 

The Vicar from his gloomy house bard by 
Came forth to greet me ; and when he 
had asked, 

“How fares Joanna, that wild-hearted 
Maid I > 

And when will she return to us ? ” he 
paused; 

And, after short exchange of village 
. news, *' 

He with grave looks demanded, for w'hat 
cause, 

Keviving obsolete idolatry, 

1 , like a Runic Priest, in characters 
Of formidable size bad chiselled out 
Some uncouth name upon the nativerock, 
Above the Rotha, by the forest-side. 

—Now, by those dear immunities of 
heart 

Engendered between malice and true 
love, 

1 was not loth to be so catechised. 

And this was my reply :—“ As it befel, 
One summer morning we had walked 
abroad 

At break of d.iy, Joanna and myself. 
—’Twas that delightful season when the 
broom. 

Full-flowered, and visible on every steep, 
Along the copses runs in veins of gold. 
Our pathway led us on to Rotha’s 
banks; 

And when we came in front of that tall 
rock 

That eastward looks, I there stopped 
short—and stood 

Tracing the lofty barrier with my eye 
From base to summit; such delight >1 
found 

To note in shrub and tree, in stone and 
flower 

That intSfmixture of delicious hues. 
Along so vast a surface, all at once, 

In one impression, bv conne tmg force 
Of their own beauty, imaged in the 
heart. 

-—When I had gazed perhaps two 
minutes’ space, 

Joanna, looking in my eyes, beheld 
That ravishment of mine, and laughed 
aloud. 

"The Rock, like something starting from 
a sleep, 

T6^ up the Lady’s voice, and lai ghed 
' .again ; r 

That'^ncient Woman seated on Helm- 
crag [scar. 

Was ttidf with her cavern ; Hammar- 


And the tall Steep of Sili^er-how, sent 
fovth ^ • 

A noise of laughter; sbuthern Loughrigg 
heard, ' •• ^ 

And Fairfield answered with a mountain 
tone ; 

Helvell^^’n far into the clear blue sky 
Carried the Lady's voice,—old ^iddlw 
blew 

His speaking-trumpet;—^back gut of the 
clouds • “k 

Of (Uaramara southward came the 
voice; 

And Kirkstone toSsed it from his misty 
head. 

—Now* whether (said I to our cordial 
Friend, 

Who in.fhc hey-day of astonishment 
SmilfJ in my face) this were in simple 
truth 

A work accomplished by the brotherhood 
Of ancient mountains, Jfr my ear was 
touched ^ 

With dreams and visionary impiilses 
To infe alode irpparted, ^iire I am 
That there w'ps loud Kiproar in the 
hills. • * 

.\nd, while we both w^re listening, to my 
side j 

The fair Joanna drew, as if she wished 
To shelter from some object of her fear. 
—And hence, long afterwards, W'hcn < 
eighteen moons 

Were wasted, as I chanced to walk alOne 
Beneath this rock, at sunrise, on a calm 
And silent morning, 1 sat down, and 
there. 

In memory of affections old and true, 

I chiselled out in those rude characters 
J oanna’s name deep in the living stone:— 
And I. and all who dwell by my fire¬ 
side. 

Have called the lovely rock, Joakna's 
Rock.” 

z8oo. 


Note.—In Cumberland and Westmoreland 
are several Inscriptions, upon the n^ive rock, 
which, from tlie wasting of time, ana the rude¬ 
ness oi the workmanship, have been mistaken 
for Runic. They are without dcubt Roman. 

Hie Rotha, mentioned in this nocm, is tlie 
River which flowing through the lakes of Gras- 
Siere and Rydale, falls intd Wynandermere. 
On Helmqrag, that impressive single mountain 
at the head of the Vate of Grasmere, h a rock 
which from most points of vit-w bears a striking 
resemblance to an old Woman cowering. Close 
by this rock is one of those fissures or cawsms, 
which in the language of the country are &llea 
dungeons. Most of the mountains here men¬ 
tioned immediately surround the Vale of Gras¬ 
mere ; of the others, tptat are at a considerable 
distance, but they be^g to the sftpe duster. 
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■w. in 

* Ir 

Therr is aa Eminence,'—of th&se our 
hiUs • , 

^he %st tfiat parleys with the setting 
Sjuin; 

We can behold it from our orchard- 
^ se^t i 

And, when.at evening we pursue our 
walk 

Along tlm public way, this Peak, so 
high '* 

Above us, and so distant in its height, 
Is \isiblc:*3ind often seems to send 
Its own deep quiet to'restore our hearts. 
The meteors make of it a favourite 
haunt: 

The star of Jove, so beautiful and large 
In the mid heavens, is never half so iair 
As when he shines above it. ’"fts in 
e truth 

The loneliest ^ace we have among the i 
clouds. X r 

And She who dwells with me. whom I 
have lovefi 

With such comi?iunion, thi^t no phi'ce on 
earth '' ' , 

Can ever be a solfttade lo me. 

Hath to this lonely Summit given my 
Nayie. 

1800. 

IV 

A NARROW' girdle of rough stones and 
crags, 

A rude and natural causeway, interposed 
Between the water and a w'indmg 
slope 

Of copse and thicket, leaves the eastern 
shore 

Of Grasmere safe in its ownjjrivac.y : 
And there myself and two beloved 
Friends, 

One calm September morning, ere the 
mist 

Had altogether yielded to the sun, 
^untered on this retired and difficult 
ay. 

lU suits the road with one in haste : 
buvwe , 

Played with our time; and, as we 
strolled along. 

It was our occupation to observe 
Such objects the waves had tosse^i 

ashore— » 

Feather, or leaf, or weed, or withered 
bough. 

Each on the othej: heaped, along the 
• line , 

Of the dry wl^ck. And, In our vacant 
mood, , 

Not seldcmi #id we Stop to watch some 
tuft 


Of dandelion seed or thistle’s beard. 

That skimmed the surface of the dead 
calm lake. 

Suddenly halting now;—a lifeless stand ! 
And starting off again with freak as 
sudden ; 

Ill all its sportive wanderings, all the 
while. 

Making report of an invisible breeze 
Thp:t was its wings, its chariot, and its 
horse. 

Its playmate, rather say, its moving 
soul. 

—,-And often, trifling with a privilege 
Alike indulged to all, we paused, one 
now. 

And now the other, to point out, per¬ 
chance 

To pluck, some flowrer or water-weed, too 
fair 

Kither to be divided from the place 
On which it grew, or to be left alone 
To its own beauty. Many such there 
are. 

Fair ferns and flowers, and chiefly that 
tall fern. 

So stateb', of the queen Osmunda 
named ; 

Plant lovelier, in its own retired abode 
On Grasmere's beach, than Naiad by 
the side 

Of Gref'ian brook, or Lady of the Mere, 
Sole-sitting by the shores of old romance. 
—So fared we that bright morning; 
from the fields. 

Meanwhile, a noise was heard, the busy 
mirth 

Of reapers, men and women, boys and 
girls. 

Delighted much to listen to those sounds, - 
And feeding thus our fancies, we ad- 
^ vance-d 

Along the indented shore; when suddenly. 
Through a thin veil of glittering haze 
was seen 

Before us, on a point of juttmg land, 
Tlie tall and upright figure of a^an 
.\ttired in peasant’s garb, who stood 
alone. 

Angling beside the margin of the lake. 
“ Improvident and reckless,” we ex¬ 
claimed. 

“ The Man must be, who thus can lose a 
dav 

Of the mid harvest, when the labourer’s 
hire 

Is ample, .and some little might be 
stored 

Wherewith to cheer him in the winter 
time,” 

Thus talking of that Peasant, we ap¬ 
proached (line 

Close to tihe spot where with his rod and 
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He stood alone; whereat he turned bis 
head ^ » 

To greet us —and we saw a Man worn 
down 

By sickness, galitit and lean, with 
sunken checks 

And wasted liiubs. his legs so long and 
lean 

That fur my single self I looked at tbctn. 
Forgetful of the body they sustain^.— 
Too weak to labour in tlje harvest held. 
The Man was using his best skill to gain 
A pittance from the dead unfeeling 
lake r 

That knew not of his wants. I will not 
say 

What thoughts immediately were ours, 
nor how 

The happy idleness of that sweet morn. 
With all its lovely images, was changed 
To serious musing and to self-reproach. 
Nor did we fail to see within ourselves 
What need there is to be reserved in 
speech, 

.\nd tchiper all oiir thr)lights with 
chanty. 

—-Therefore, unwilling to forget that 
day, 

My Friend. Myself, and She who then 
received 

The same admonishment, have called 
the place 

By a memorial name, uncouth indeed 
As e’er by mariner was given to bav 
Or foreland, on a new-discovered coast; 
And Point RASH-JinxiMiiNi is tJiename 
it bears. 

i8ao. 

V 

* TO M. IT. 

Our walk was .ar among the aiicieii|t 
trees : 

There was no mad. nor any woodman’s 
path ; 

But a t|J]iok umbrage—checking the wild 
growth 

Of weed and sapling, along soft green 
turf 

Beneath the branches -of itself had 
made 

A track, that brought us to a slip of 
lawn, 

Aud a small bed of water in the woods. 
All round this pool both flocks and 
herds might drink 

On its firm margin, even as from a well. 
Or some stone-basin which the herds- 
, man’s hand 

Had shaped for their refreshment i not 
did sun, 

Qr wind from any quarter, ever come, 
But as a blessing to this calm recess. 


This glade of water and^4his one gree.) 

' fi^ld. 

The spot was made by Nature for her¬ 
self: • •• t 

The travellers know it not, and^’twill 
remain '' * 

Unknown to them ; but it is beautiful j 
And if«a man should plant his* cotVLge 
near, 

vSliould sleep beneath the shelter of its 

trcRb, ,, * •jta 

And blend its waters with his daSy 
meal, * 

He would so lovf, it, that in his death- 
hour 

Its image would survive among his 

thoughts : 

And thr^irefore, my sweet Mary, this 
«stfll Nook, * 

With all its beeches, we have named 
from You! * 

y' 1800. 

VI t 

Wfi^N, to the attractions of the busy 
world. ' . • 

Preferring stifdious l^ir-ure, T had chosen 
A habitation in this peaceful Vale, 
Sharp' season follbwed of continual 
storm • 

In deepest winter ; and, from week to 
week, , 

Pathway, and lane, and public road, 
were clogged 

With frequent showers of snow. Upon 
a hill 

.4t a sliort distance from my cottage, 
stands 

4 stately Fir-grove, whither 1 was 
[ wont 

To hasten, ior I found, beneath the roof 
Of that perennial shade, a cloistral 
place 

Of refuge, with an unincumbered floor. 
Here, in safe covert, on the shallow 
snow, feartb. 

And, sometimes, on a speck of visible 
The redbreast, near me hopped ; nor 
was I loth _ 

To sympathise with vulgar coppice 
birds 

That, for protection from the nipping 
blast, 

(jHither repaired.—A single beech-tree 
gre^^ 

Within 'this grove of firs I and, on the 
fork 

Of that one beech, appeared a thrush's 
nest; < <■ 

A last year’s nest, conspicuously built 
At such small elevation from the ground 
As gave sure sign that thf^, ^ho m that 
house 
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Of nature and of love had made their He had surveyed it with a hner eve. 


home > ^ A heart more wakeful; and had worn 

Amid the lir-trees, all the summer long the track 

Dwelt in a, tranquil spot. And often -1 By pacing here, unwearied and alone, 

* ftlnes, - In that habitual rcstlossness of foot 


A few sheep, straggles from some | That haunts the Sailor measiuriug o’er 


mountain-flock. 


and o’er 


Wpuld ^atch my motions with suspicious His shfjrt domain upon the vessel’s deck. 

stare. While she pursues lier course through 

From the remotest outskirts of the the drearv sea. 


grove.— 

Some noc)k where they hiid made their When thou hadst quitted Esthwaite’s 

_ _ ^ _1_A —I .. 


tinal stand, 


pleasant shore, 


I hills 


Huddling tbgether from two fears—the And taken thy first leave of those green 
fear And rocks that wore the ])lay-ground of 

Of me and of the storm. Full many an yfuth, 

hour * followed year, luy Brother ! and 

Here did I lose. But in this grove the I , ■'"'’e two. 


trees 


Conversing not, knew little in what 


Had ^cn so thickly planted, and* had ! mould 

fthrliesi I Eaeh other's mind was fashioned; and 

Tn such perpi^ed and intricate arrav ; . at length. 

That vainly dW- I sc«k. beneath their ; When once again we met in Crasmere 
sterns , I ^ Vale, 

A length of open space, where to and ; Between us there was little other bond 
fro , Than common feelings of fraternal love. 

My feet might'move Without concern or But thou, 1 School-boy, to the sea hadst 
care; I , carried. 


care; ' carried 

And, baiiled thus,r. though earth from ! ing reenllections : Nature there 
day,to d iy Was with thee ; she, who loved us both, 

Was fettered, .and the air by storm dis- she still 

turbed. 1 even so didst thou 


*I ceased the shelter to frequent,—.and 
prized, 


become 

A silcitt Poet ; from the solitude 


Less than T wished to prize, that calm Of the vast sea didst bring a watchful 
recess. . heart 

Still couchant, an inevitable ear. 

The snows dissolved, and genial And an eve pr,actiscd like a blind man’s 


Spring returned 


touch. 


To clothe the fields with verdure. Other —Back to the joyless Ocean thou art 


haunts 


gone 


Meanwhile w'ere mine : till, one bright ] Nq]r from this vestige of thy musing 


April day, 


hours 


By chance retiring from the glare of Could 1 withhold thy honoured name,— 


noon 


and now 


To this forsaken covert, there I found j I love the fir-grove with a perfect love. 
A hoary pathway traced betweeti the Thither do I withdraw when Soudless 


.S trees, ] ' suns 

Andiwinding on with such an easy line Shine hot, or wind blows troublesome and 
Along a i^atnral opening, that I stood strong 

Much wondering how I could have And there I sit at evening, when the 
sought in vain steen 

For whnt was now so obvious. To Of Sib'er-how, and Orasmere’s peace- 
abide, " f'll lake. 

For an allotted'interval of ease, ^ And one green island, gleam between the 

Under my cottage-roof, had gl-a^.lv come stems 

From the wild sea a cherished Visitant; Of the dark firs, a visionary scene ! 

And with the sight of this same path— And, while I gr ze upon the spectacle 
begun. Of clouded sn.endour, on this dream- 

Beglm and end^d, in the shady gro' c, like sight 

Pleasant conviction flashed upon my Of solp-nn loveliness, I think on thee, 
mind * I My Brother, and on all which thou bast 

That* to this Opportune recess allured. | lost. 
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Nor seldom^ if I rightly guess, while 
Thou, f 

Muttering the verses which I muttered 
first , 

Among the mountains, through the 
midnight watch 

Art pacing thoughtfully the vessel’s 
deck 

In some far region, here, while o'er 
my head, . 

At every impulse of the moving breeT/.e, 
The fir-grove murmurs with a sea-like 
sound. 

Alone I tread this path ;—for augh^ I 
know. 

Timing my steps to thine ; nud. with a 
store 

Of undistinguishable sympathies, 
Mingling most earnest wishes for the day 
When we, and others whom we lu\e, 
shall meet 

A second time, in Grasmere’s happy 
Vale. 

1805. 

Note.—This wish was not gr>intr,d; the 
lamented Person not lonp; after perished by 
shipwreck, in discharge of Ids duty as Com¬ 
mander of the Honourable East India Com¬ 
pany’s Vessel, the Earl of Abergavenny. 


Forth from a jutting ridge, around 
whose base 

Winds oiur deep Vale, two heath-clad 
Rocks ascend 

In fellowship, the loftiest of the pair 
Rising to no ambitious height; yet 
both. 


O’er lake and stream, mountain and 
* fio^’ery mead, 

Unfolding prospects fair as human eyes 
Ever beheld. Up-led with nvutual.hdp, | 
To one or other brow of those twin 
Peaks • 

Were two adventurous Sisters wont 
to ofiinb, • • 

And took no note of the hour while 
thence tbev gazed. 

The blooming jjeath their couch, ^zed, 
side by side. * 

Ill speechless admiration. I«a witness 
And frequent shaiipr of their calm de¬ 
light 

With thankful heart, to either Emi- 
1 ncnce 

'Gave the baptismal name each Sister 
I Ifori. * 

; Now are they parted,.far as death's 
! 0£>ld hand ' • 

i Hath power to pqyrt the,‘Spirits of those 
who love 

As they did love. Ye» kindred Pin- 
nncles— •> ■ 

That, while the*generalioifS of mankind 
I Follow each ofher to,their hiding-place 
In time’s abyss, are privileged to endure 
Beautiflil in yoursKlves, and richly 
graced • 

With like command of beauty—grant 
your aid 

For M.^ky’s humble, Sarah’s silent. * 
claim, 

That their pure joy in nature may sur¬ 
vive 

From age to age in blended memory. 

1845 - 
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A MORNING EXERCISE 

Fancy, who leads the pastimes of the 
glad. 

Full oft^is pleased a wayward dart to 
throw ; 

Sending sad shadows after things not sad. 

Peopling the harmless fields with signs 
of woe : 

Beneath her sway, a simple for,gst cry 

Becomes an echo of man’s misery. 

Blithe ravens croak of death ; and 
when the owl 

Tties his two voices for a favourite 
strain— 

Tu-whit — Tu-whoo/ the unsuspecting 
fowl 

Forebodes mishap or seems but to com¬ 
plain : 

Fancy, intent to harass and anno^. 
thtl* pervprt the tvidenc? of joy. 


Through border wilds where naked 
Indians stray. 

Myriads of notes'attest her subtle skill j 
A feathered task-master cries, “ Work 

AWAY ! ” 

And, in thy iteration, " Whip poor 
W11.L 1! ” 

Is heard the spirit of a toil-worn slave. 
Lashed out of life, not quiet in tne grave. 

What wonder ? at her bidding, ancient 
lays mel i 

Steeped in dire grief the voice of Philo- 
Xnd that fleet messenger 01 summer days. 
The SwdElow, twittered subject to like' 
spell; 

But ne'er could Fancy bend the buoyant 
Lark 

To melancholy service—hark ! O hmrk ! 


1 See Watertea'i fr|pdrrip|9 i|i AlWliWi. 
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The daisy sleeps upon the dewy lawn. 
Not lifting yet the head that ^veniiig 
bowed ; 

gButgfiftf is Nsen, a later star of dawn, 
Glittering and twinkling near yon rosy 
hloud; 

Bright gem instinct with music, vocal 
o spark; 

The happiest bird that sprang out of 
the Ark! 

Hail, ^lest above all kinds!—Su¬ 
premely skilled 

Reinless with fixed to balance, high 
with low, «» 

Thou leav’st the halcyon free her hopes 
to build 

On such forbearance as the de(*p may 
shovr; 

Perpetual flight, unchecked by c<*rthly 
tl«ii> * 

Leav’st t5'tL')wandering bird of paradise. 

Faithful, tl^ugh strift as lightning, 
the meek ,dovc ; 

Yet more hath nature reconciled in thee ; 
So constant with thy downward eye of 
love, 

Yet, in'adrial singleness, so frye : 

So humble, yet &u,vready to reirice 
In pow;?r of wing and never-wearied 
voice. 

To the last point of vision, and beyond, 
•Mount, daring warbler!—that love- 
proiiipted strain, 

(’Twixt tliee and thine a never-failing 
bondl 

Thrills not the less the bosom ol the plain: 
Yet inight’st thou seem, proud privilege ! 
to sing 

All independent of the leafy spring. 

How would it please old Ocean to 
partake. 

With sailors longing for a breer.e in vain. 
The harmony thy notes most gladly 
^ make 

Where earth resembles most his own 
! domain 1 

. Urania’s self might w'elcome wuth pleased 
earn, 

These matins mounting towards her 
native sphere. 

Chanter by heayen attracted, whopi 
no bars 

To day-light known deter from tha't 
pursuit. ' 

*Tis well that some sage instinct, when 
the stars 

CotM forth at evening, keeps Thee still 
^md mute f ' 

For not an eyelid could to sleep incline 
Wert thou among them, singing as they 
. /Shine* ?8a8. 


11 . 

’ A FLOWER' GARDEN, 

AT COLEORTON HAL;;., LEICESTERSHIRE 

Tfll me, ye Zephyrs! that unfold. 
While fluttering o’er this gay Recess, 
Pinions that fanned the teeming mould 
Of Eden’s blissful wilderness. 

Did only softly stealing hours 
Th^re close the peaceful lives of flow’ers ? 

Say, when the moving creatures saw 
All kinds roromingled without fear. 
Prevailed a like indulgent law 
For the still growths that prosper here ? 
Did wan tonrf awn and kid forbear 
The half-blown rose, the hly spare ? 

Or peeped they often from their beds 
And prematurely disappeared. 

Devoured like pleasure ere it spreads 
A bosom to the sun endeared ? 

If such their harsh untimely doom, 

11 falls not here on bud or bloom. 

AU summer-long the happy Eve 
Of this fair spot her flowers may bind. 
Nor e’er, with ruffled fancy, grieve. 
From the next glance she casts, to find 
That love for little things by Fate 
Is rendered vain as love for great. 

Yet, ivhere the guardian fence is wound. 
So subtly are otai eyes beguiled 
We sec not nor suspect a bound. 

No more than in some forest wild ; 

The sight is free as air—or crost 
Only by art in nature lost. 

And, though the jealous turf refuse 
By random footstep* to be prest. 

And feed on never-sullied dews, 

Ye, gentle breezes from the west. 

With all the niinisters of hope 
Are tempted to this sunny slope I 

And hither throngs of birds resort; 
Some, inmates lodged in shady nests, 
^me, perched on stems of staftely port 
That nod to welcome transient guests; 
While hare and leveret, seen at play. 
Appear not more shut out than they. 

Apt emblem (for reproof of pride) 

This drticate Enclosure shows 
Of modest kindness, that would hide 
The firm protection she bestows ; 

Of manners, like its viewless fence. 
Ensuring peace to innocence. 

Thus spake the moral Muse—her wing 
Abruptly spreading to depart. 

She left that farewell ofiering. 

Memento for some docile heart; 

That may respect the good old age 
Whei) Fancy was Tl^utb’s willing Page; 
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\nd Truth would skim the flowerv glade. 
Though centering but as fancy’s Shade. 

i8-^. 

HT 

V wiiiRt-nT.AST fro7n behind the hill 
Rushed o’er the wood with startling 
sound ; 

Then—all at once the air w.as still. 

And showers of hailstones pattered 
roiind. • 

Where leadess oaks trnvered high above. 
I sat within an undergrove 
Of tallest hollies, tall and green ; 

A fair<>r hf>wer was never seen, 

P’rniti year to year the spaeions floor 
With withered leaves is covered o’er. 
And all the voar the bower is green. 

But See ! where’er the hailstones drop 
The withered leaves all skij) and hop ; 
There’s not a bree/e - no breath of air— 
Yet here, and there, and everywhere 
Ah)ng the floor, beneath the shade 
By those embowering hollies made. 

The leaves iti myriads jump and spring. 
As if with pipes and music rare 
Some Robin Good-fellow were there. 
And all tli«we leaves, in festive glee. 

Were dancing to tlie minstrelsy. 

IV 

THE WATERlj^LL ANO 
THE EGLANTINE 


We who In this sequestered spot 
OLnee lived a happy life I 
You sttrred me on my rocky ^bed— ' 
What pleasure through my. veins yoi^ 
spread ' •• • 

The summer long, from day to days, 

Mv leaves you freshened and bedewed ; 
Nor wjks it eonimon gratitude , 

That did your cares repay. 

IV 

Wlicii siiring esme on with bud andf^ell. 
A inong these rocks did I 
Before you hang my wreathSPto tell^j 
That gentle da vs were nigh ! 

And in the sultry summer hours, 

I shelPored you with leaves and flowers : 
And in my leaves—now shed and gone, 
The linift'f lodged, and for us f.wn 
Chained his pretty songs, when yo” 

Had little voice or nonsi . ^ 

• 

Rut now pi-oud thouguts are in your 
breast— • 

Wha* grief is mine you s^'p. 

Ah ' would yoifthink, even yet how blest. 
Together we nlight 

Though of both leaf and flower bereft. 
Some tirnameuts to Ihe are left— 

Rich store of scarlet hips is mif.e. 

With which I, in my humble way, 
Won’d deck vou many a winter day, ^ 
A happy Eglantine !” 


I 

“ Begone, thou fond presumptuous 
Elf,” 

Exclaimed an angry Voice, 

“ Nor dare to thrust thv h'olish self 
Between me and my choice ! ” 

A small Cascade fresh swoln with snows 
Thus threatened a poor Briar-rose, .. 
That, all bespatter'ed with his foam, 

And dancing high and dancing low. 

Was living, as a child might know. 

In an vmhappy home, 

II 

“ Dost thou presume my course to block ? 
Off, off! or, puny Thing! 

I'll hurl thee headlong with the rock 
To which thy fibres cling.” 

The Flood was tyrannous and strong ; 
The patient Briar suffered long. 

Nor did he utter groan or sigh. 

Hoping the danger would be past; 

But. seeing no relief, at last, 

Ho ventured to reply. 

TTI 


VI 

What more he said I cannot tell. 

The Torrent down the roc.kv dell 
Came thundering loud and fast: 

1 listened, nor aught else could hear; 
The Briar quaked—and much 1 fear 
Those accents were his last. 


THE OAK AND THE BROOM 

A PASTORAI. ** 

I 

His simple truths did Andrew glean.. 
Beside the babbling rills : t, ^ 

A careful student he had been 
Among the woods and hills. 

One winter’s night,, when through the 
*' trees 

’The wind was roaring, on his knees 
His yoflngest born did Andrew hold: 
And while the rest, a ruddy quire. 

Were seated round their blazing fire. 
This Tale the Shepherd told. 

II 


“ Ah! ” said the Briar, ” blame me not; “ I saw a crag, a lofty stone 
Why should we dwell iu strife ? As ever tempest beat 1 ,, 
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Out of 4 t 6 heAd an Oak had grown, 

A Broom out of its feet. • 

The time was March, a cheerfuP noon — 
|,The thaw-j/iiid with the breath of J une. 
Breathed gently from the warm south¬ 
west ! 

When, in a voice sedate with age, 

'D^is OJCk, a giant and a sage, , 
lUs neighbour thus addressed : — 

Ill 

' Eight ^cary weeks, through rock and 
clay. 

Along tm»mountain's edge, 

The Frost hath wrought both night and 
day, 

Wedge driving after wedge. • 

Look up ! and think, above your head 
What trouble, surely, will be iircJ ; 

Last night I heard a crash—’tft ^uc, 
TheSv^'inters took another road— 

I fti thiSruKjonder—what a load 
For such a TiN|g as ygii! 

• 

You are preparing as bc^)ro, ^ 

To deck your,Slender shape ; 

And yet, jiist^threfi ^icars back—no 
more— • 

You had a slrangc*cscape : • 

Down irom voir cliff a fragment broke : 
It thundered down, with hre and smoke, 
-And hitherward pursued its way ; 

This ponderous blork was caught by me, 
And o’er your head, as you may see, 
’Tis Jianging to this day ! 

V 

If breere or bird to this rough steep 
Your kind’s first seed did bear ; 

The breeze had better been asleep. 

The bird caught in a snare : 

For you and your green twigs decoy 
The little witless shepherd-boy 
To come and slumber m your’bower ; 
And, trust me. 011 some sultry noou, 

, Both you and ho, Heaveu knows how 
soon! 

Si^Vill perish in one hour. 

A yrj 

From Ae this friendly warning take’— 
The Broom began to doze. 

And thus, to keep herself awake, 

T)jd gently interpose : ^ 

‘ My thanks ipr your discourse arc dii^ : 
That more than what you s^ is true, 
1 know, and 1 have known ir long; 
Frail is the bond by which we hold 
Our being, whether young or old, 

Wipe, foolish, weak, or strong. 

• • 

VII 

Disasters, do the best we can. 

Will reach bhth great and small; 


And he is oft the wisest man. 

Who is ii6t wise at all. 

For me, why should T wish to roam ? 
This spot IS my paternal home. 

It is my pleasant htntage ; 

-Mv father many a happy year. 

Spread here his careless blossoms, here 
Attained a good old age. 

viir 

Efcii such as his may be inv lot. 

What cause have 1 to haunt 
My heart with terrors ? Am I not 
In truth a favoured plant! 

Oi? me such bounty Summer pours. 
That T am covered o’er with flowers ; 
.And, when the Frost is in the sky, 

Mv branches arc so fresh and gay 
That vou might look at me and say. 

This Plant can never die. 

i.v 

Thu butterfly, all green and gold. 

To me hath often flown, 

Here in iny blossoms to behold 
Wings lovely as his own. 

When grass is chill with rain or dew'. 
Beneath rny shade, tlie mothor-ewe 
Lies with her infant lamb; 1 see 
The love thev to each other make, 

And the sweet joy which they partake,- 
It is a joy to me.’ 

* X 

Her voice was blithe, her heart was light • 
The Broom might have pursued 
Her speech, until the stars of night 
I'hcir journey hart renewed ; 

Hut in tlie braiirhes of tlic oak 
Two ravens now began to eroalc 
Their nuptial song, a gladsome air ; 

And to her tjwn green bower the breeze 
T4iat instant brought two stripling bees 
J'o rc'it, or murmur there. 

XI 

One night, my Children ! from the north 
There came a furious blast; • 

At break of day I ventured forth. 

And near the cliff I passed. 

The storm had fallen upon the Oak, 

And struck him with a rnighlv strolce, 
And whirled, and whirled him far away: 
\nd. in rine hospitable cleft. 

The little careless Broom was left 
To live for many a day.” 

1800, 

VI 

TO A SEXTO-V 
L^t ihy wticcl-barrow alono — 
Wheremre, Sexton, piling stil! 

In thv bone-house, bone on bone ? 

I'Tis already like a hill 



128 


POEMS OF THE FANCY 


In a field of battle made, 

Where ttiree thousand skulls are laid ; 
These died in peace each with the other,— 
Father, sister, friend, and brother. 

Mark the spot to which I point! 

From this platform, eight feet square. 
Take not even a finger-joint: 

Andrew’s whole fire-side is there. 

Here, alone, before thine eyes, 

Simon’s sickly daughter lies, 

From weakness now, and pain defended. 
Whom he twenty winters tended. 

Look but at the gardener’s pride— 

How be glories, when he sees 
Roses, lilies, side by side, , 

Violets ill families! 

By the heart of Man, his tears, 

By his hopes and by his fears. 

Thou, too heedless, art the Warden 
Of a far superior garden. 

Thus then, each to other dear. 

Let them all in quiet he, 

Andrew there, and Susan here, 
Neighbours in mortality. 1 

And, should 1 live through sun and rain 
Seven widowed years without iny Jane, 
O Sexton, do not then remove her. 

Let one grave hold the Loved and Lover ! 

I79Q. 

VIT 

TO THE DAISY 

" Her^ divine skill taught nio this. 

That from evc-ry thing I saw 
1 could some iiibtructiou draw, 

And raise pleasure to the height 
Through the meanest object’s sight. 

By the murmur of aspring, 

Or the least bough's rustclling; 

By a Daisy whose leaves spread 
Shut when Titan goes to bed; 

Or a shady bush or tree ; 

She could more infuse in me 
Than all Nature's beauties can 
In some other wiser man." 

G. Wither. 

«o 

In youth from rock to rock I went, 

. From hill to hill in discontent 
Of pleasure high and turbulent, 

.. Most pleased when most uneasy ; 

■'Ilut now my owrn delights I make,— 
My thirst at every rill can slake. 

And gladly Nature's lovepartake. 

Of Thee, sweet Daisy ! 

Thee Winter in the garland wears 
That thinly decks his few grey hairs ; 

. Spring pnf ts the clouds with softest airs, 
"'. That she may sun thee : * 

'.Whole Summer-fields are thine by right ; 

. * His muse, 


And Autumn, melancholy Wight l 
Doth in thy crimson head delight 
Whe& rains are on thee. 

In shoals and bands, a mortice trkm, '' • 
Thou greet’st the traveller in the lane: j 
Pleased at his greeting thee again ; 

Yet nothing daunted, \ 

Nor grieved if thou be set at nought; . 
And oft alone in nooks remote 
We meet thee, like a pleasant thought, 
When such are wanted. % 

Be violets in their secret me-g's 
The flowers the wapton Zephyrs choose'; 
Proud be the rose, with rains and dews 
Her ,^head impearling, 

Thou liv’st with less ambitious aim. 

Yet hast,not gone without thy fame ; 
Thoii a-t indeed by many a claim 
The Poet’s darling. 

If to a rock from rains he '.y, 

Or, some bright C ly of /' pril sky, 
Imprisoned by hot sunshine lie 
Near the green holly. 

And Ivearily dt ,length Supuld fare | 

He needs but ipck about,’and there 
Thou art!—a friend at hand, to scare 
His rnclancholy. 

A hundred times by rock or bOvver, 

Ere thus I have lain couched an hour. 
Have I derived from thy sweet power 
Some apprehension ; 

Some steady love ; lioine brief delight; 
Some memory that had taken flight; 
Some chime of fancy wrong or right; 

Or stray invention. 

If stately passions in me burn. 

And one chance look to Thee should turn, 
1 drink out of an humbler urn 
A lowlier pleasure; 

The homely sympathy that heeds 
The common life, our nature breeds ; 
A wisdom fitted to the needs 
Of hearts at leisure. 

Fresh-smitten by the morning ray. 
When thou art lip, alert and gay, 

Tlien, cheerful Flower I my spirits play 
With kindred gladness: 

And when, at dusk, by dews opprest 
Thou sink’st, the image of thy rest 
Hath often eased my pensive breast 
u Of careful sadness. 

And all (f&y long I number yet. 

All seasons through, another debt. 
Which I, wherever thou art met. 

To thee am owing ; . ■ 

An instinct call it, a blind sense ; 

A happy, genial influence. 

Coming one knows not how, nnr whence. 
Nor whither going. ) 



OF THE FANCY 


129 


Child of the'Yoar! raat round do&t 
Thy pleasant cour^,—when dayte begun 
. As ready* to salute the sun 
■' ^'lark 5r leveret. ' 

ThyJong-lost praise thon shalt regain ;, 
Nor be less dear to future men 
Than in old time ;—thou not in vain 
.•Art Nature’s favourite.' • 

1803. 


• • VIII • 

TO ^HE SAME FLOWER 

With little here to d« or see 
Of things that in the great world be, 
Daisy t again I talk to thee. * 

For thou art worthy. 

Thou unassuming Dxnrnon-plaK^ 
Of'ijature, with that h««nely face.i 
And with something of a grjice, 
Which'tni<^makes for thee ! 

Oft on the da^led tuff at ea^e 
1 sit, and play«with similies. 

Loose types of ^ings throy.gh all d^rees, 
Thoughts of thy raising: 

And many a lun^ ana idle name 
I give to thee, for praise or blame. 

As is the humour oi the game, • 
While»I am gazing. 


A niin demure of lowly port; 

• Or ^rightly maiden, of Love’s court, 

In ray simplicity the sport 
Of all temptations; 

A queen in crown of rubies drest; 

A starveling in a scanty vest: 

Are ail, as seems to suit thee best. 

Thy appellations. 

A little Cyclops, with one eye 
faring to threaten and defy, 

That thought comes next—and instantly 
The freak is over. 

The shape will vanish^and behold 
A silver shield with boss of gold, 

That spreads itself, some faery bold 
fight to cover ! 

I stie thee glittering from afar— 

And thevthou art a pretty star ; 

Not quite so fair as many are 
In heaven above thee ! 

Yet like a star, with glittering crest, ^ 
Self-poised in ajr thou seem’st to rest;— 
Mav peace come never to his nest, * 
Who shall reprove thee ! * 


Btight Blower ! for by that name at last, 
' When all my. reveries are past, 

X caft thee, and to that cleave fast. 
Sweet silent Creature I 

' See, la Chaiuer ancl the elder Poets, the 
wHioars focoftEly, paid to this flower. 


That brealfh’st with me in sun and air» 
DoS thou, as thon art wont, repair 
My heart with gladness, and a share 
Of thy meek nature ! 

1805. 

IX 

THE GREEN LINNET 
Beneath those fruit-tree boughs that shed 
TUcir snow-white blossoiii.s on my hc:ad. 
With brightest sunshine round me spread 
Of spring's unclouded weather. 

In this sequestered nook how sweet 
To^it upon inv orchard-seat! 

And birds and flowers once more to greet. 
My last year’s friends together. 

One have I marked, the happiest guest 
In all this covert of the blest: 

Hail to thee, far aho^’c the rest 
In joy of voice and pinion ! 

Thou, Linnet! in thy green array. 
Presiding Sjiirit here to-day. 

Dost lead the revels of the May ; 

And this is thy dominion. 

While birds, and butterflies, and flowers. 
Make all one band of paraniours- 
Thou. ranging up and down the bowers, 
.Art .sole in thy employment : 

A Life, a Preseaicc like the Air, 
Scattering thy gladuess without care, 
Too blc'st with .my one to pair ; 

Thyself thy own enjoyment. 

Amid yon tuft of hazel trees, 

That twinkle to the gusty breeze, 

Behold him perched in eci^-tacies, 

Yet seeming still to hover ; 

There '■ where the flutter of his wings 
Ut on his back and body flings 
Shadows and suiniv glimmerings. 

That cover him all o\'er. 


My dazzled sight be oft deceives, 

A Brother of the dancing leaves ; 
Then flits, and from the cottage-eaves 
Pours forth his song in giish^k; 

As if by that exulting strain 
He mocked and treated with disdain 
The voiceless Form he chose to feign, 
While fluttering in the bushes. ~ 

1803. 


€ 


TO A SKY-LARK 

Up with me! up with me into the''*^ 
clouds ! 

Fo^thy song, I.ark, is strong ; 

Up with me, cp with me into the clouds 1 
Singing, singing, 

With clouds and sky.about thee ringing, 
Lift me, gtnde me till I find 

spot twhich seems sq to thy mkid-l S 

; '1 I < hr 
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I have o-walked throuirh wUdernesses 
dreary • C 

And to-day my heart is weary ; 

Had 1 now the winprs of a Faery, 

Up to thee would 1 fly. 

There 1% madness about thee, and joy 
divine 

In that song of thine ; 

Lift'mc, guide me high and high 
To thy banqueting-placc in the sky. 

Joyous as niorning. 

Thou art laughing and scorning ; 

Thou hast a nest for thy Ioac and fhy 
rest. 

And, though little troubled with slr)th. 
Drunken Lark 1 thou would’st be loth 
To be such a traveller as I. 

Happy, happy Twiver, 

With a soul as strong as a mountain 
river 

Pouring out praise to the almighty 
Giver, 

Joy and jollity be with us both ! 

Alas! my journey, rugged and uneven. 
Through T>rickly moors or dusty ways 
must wind ; 

But hearuig thee, or others of thv kind. 
As full of gladness and as free of hea\'en, 
I, with my fate contented, will plod on. 
And hope for higher raptures, when 
life’s day is done. 

1805. 

XI 

TO THE SMALL CELANDINE» 
Pansies, lilies, kingcups, daisies, 

I.,et them live upon their praises; 

Long as there’s a sun that sets. 
Primroses will have their glory ; 

Long as there are violets. 

They will have a.place in story : 

There’s a flower that shall be mine, 

*Tis the little Celandine. 

Eyes ofjSoirie men travel far 
For the finding of a star ; 

. Up and down the heavens they go. 

Men that keep a mighty rout! ^ 

I'm as great as thev, I trow, 

^j^^nce the day I found thee out, 

?*^ttle Flower!—I’ll make a stir, 

Like a sage astronomer. 

. Modest, yet withal an Elf 
ii^Bold, and lavish of thyself ; 

* Since we needs must first have met 

• . 1 have seen thee, high and low, 

' 'Thirty shears or more, and yet * 
.r/'Twas 'a face I did not know ; 

V,' Thou hast now, go where 1 may, 

Fifty greetings in a day. 

- ' ’ ' 1 Conunoa PUewnrt. 


leaf is on a''%ush, 

Th the time before the thrush 
Has a thought about her nest,' 

Thou wilt come with half a call, .• 
Spreading out thy glossy breast 
Like a careless Prodigal; 

Telling tales about the suu. 

When wt/ve little warmth, or none. 

Poets, vain men in their mood I 
Travel with the multitude : , ^ 

Never heed therti; I aver ' Th 

That they all are wanton wooers; 

But the thrifty cottager, ' ■ , 

Who stirs little out t)f doors, 

J oys to spy fhee near her home: 
Spring is coming. Thou art come! 

Comfort *»ave thou of thy merit. 
Kind)". Unassuming Spirit! ■* 

Careless of thy neighbourhood. 

Thou dost show thy plcasao* .ace 
On the moor, and in thjg^'Vood, 

In the lane ;—thCTe’s nti? a place, 
llowsfiever mean it be. 

But ’t,is good .enough fo,^ thee. 

Ill befal the A’ellov.- flowers. 

Children of the flnringthuiirs ! 
Buttercups, that will be seen. 
Whether we will sec or no ; 

Others, too, of lofty mien ; 

They have done as worldlings do, 
Taken praise that should be thine. 
Little, humble Celandine ! 

Prophet of delight and mirth, 
Ill-reqiiitcd upon earth ; 

Herald of a mighty band. 

Of a joyous tram ensuing. 

Serving at my heart's commaiid. 
Tasks that are no tasks renewing, 

I will sing, as doth behove, 

Hvmns in praise of what I love ! 

tSoj. 

XII 

TO THE SAME FLOWER 
Pleasuues newly found are sweet 
When they lie about our feet: 
February fast, my heart 
First at sight of thee was glad ; 

.All unheard of as thou art, 

Thou must needs, 1 think, have had. 
Celandine i and long ago, 

'^raise of which I nothing know. 

I have not a doubt but he. 
Whosoe'er the man might be. 

Who the first with pointed rays 
(Workman w<fftbv to be sainted) 

Set the sign-board in a blaze, 

When the rising sun he painted. 

Took the fancy froid a glance 
At thy glittering countenance. 
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ns gentle breezes bring 
<^News of winter’s vanishing, * 

And the children build their bowers, 
Stlbking ^erchief'plots of mould 
AlUabout with full-blown flowers. 
Thick as sheep in shepherd's fold I 
With the proudest thou art there, 
nantling in the tiny square. 

Often have I sighed to measure 
By n\ys#If a lonely pleasure. 

Sighed to think, I read a book 
Only rea^ perhaps, by me; 

Yet I long could overlook 
Thy bright coronet and Thee, 

And thy arch and wily ways, , 

And thy store of other praise. 

Blithe of heart, from wtek to week 
TVnu ddst play at hide-and-se^k j 
Wfijt.. the patient primrcjse sits 
lAes^ in the cold. 

Thou, a floVftr of wiser wits, 

Slip’st into tliw sheltering hold : 
Liveliest of tlap vernal train 
When ye all out again. • 
Drawn by wkat pecukaf’^spell. 

By whRat ch arm r>i sigh L or smell. 

Does the dim-eyed curious Bee, 
I.abouring for he/ waxen colls * 
Fondl^Psettle upon Thee. 

Prized above all buds and bells 
Opening dailv at thy side. 

By the season, multiplied ! 

Thou art not beyond the moon. 

Rut a thing “ beneath our shoon; " 

Let the hold Discoverer thrid 
In his bark the polar sea ; 

Rear who will a pvramid ; 

Praise it is enough for me. 

If there be but three or four 
Who will love my little Flower. 


1803. 


XIII 


THE SEVEN SISTERS; 


OB, THE SOLITUDE OP BINNORTE 

I 

SkvEM Daughters had Lord Archibald, 
All children of one mother : 

A'ou could not say in one short day 
What lo\'e they bore each other, 

A garland, of seven lilies, wrought I ^ 
Seven Sisters that together divell; 

But he, bold Knight as ever fought, * 
Their Father, took of them nc^ thought. 
He loved the wars so well. 

Sing, mournfully, oh ! mournfully. 

The solitude of Binnorie ! 

• II * 

Fresh blows the wipd, a western wind. 
And froin^tb%shores of Erin. 

Across the wave, a Rover brave 


To Binnorie is steering : 

R%ht onward to the Scottish strand 
The gallant ship is borne ; 

Tlie waTTlors leap uflon the land. 
And hark ! the Leader of the band 
Hath blovm his bugle horn. 

Sing, mournfully, oh ! mournfully,. 
The solitude of Binnorie. 


Beside a grotto of their own. 

With lioughs above them closing. 

The Seven are laid, and in the shade 
TA*y lie like fawiT? reposing. 

But now, upstarting with affright 
At noise of man and steed. 

Away they fly to left, to right— 

Of your fair household, Father-knight, 
Metliiiiks vou take small heed ! 

Sing, inoiimfullv. oh ! mournfully. 

The solitude of Binnorie. 

IV 

Away the seven lair Campbells fly, 

■\nd. over bill and hollow. 

With menace proud, and insult loud. 

The youthful Rovers follow. 

Cried they, '* Your Father loves to roam 1 
fCnoiigh for him to find 
Tlie empty house when he comes home; 
F«(r us your vellow ringlets comb, 

For us lie fair and kind : 

Sing, mournfully, oh ! mournfully. 

The solitude of Binnorie. 

V 

Some close behind, some side by side. 
Like clouds in stormy weather : 

They run. .and cry, “ Nay. let us die. 
And let us die together.” 

A lake was near : the shore was steep ; 
There nev’er foot had been ; 

Thev ran, and with a desperate leap 
Togethcr plunged into the deep. 

Nor ever more were seen. 

Sing, mournfully, oh ! mournfully. 

The solitude of Binnorie. » 

VI 

The stream that flows out of the lake. 

As through the glen it rambles. 

Repeats a moan o’er moss and stone. 
For those seven lovely Campbells. 

Seven little Islands, ^en aim bare, 
Have risen from nut the deep : 

The fishers say, those sisters fair, 

By faeries all are buried there. 

And there together sleep. 

Sing, mournfully, oh 1 mournfully. 

The solitude of Binnorie. .f. 

1804. 

XIV 

Who fancied what a pretty sight 
This Rocl^ would be if edged ajrottn4 
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With living saio^-drf)p5 ? circlef bright! 
'Haw glorious to this orchard-ground'. 
Wl^o loved the little Rock, and set 
Upon its head this tforonct ? 

Was it the humour of a child ? 

. Or rather of some gentle maid, 

Whofe brows, the day that she was styled 
The shepherd-queen, were thus arrayed ? 

. Of man mature, or matron sage ? 

Or old man toying with his age ! 

‘ X gsked—*twas whispered ; The device 
To each and all might well belong : 

is the spirit of Paradise 
' Thatiprompts such work, a Spirit strong. 
That gives to all the sclf-sanic bent 
Where Ufe is wise and innocent. 

180s. 

XV 

THE REDBREAST CHASING THE 
BUI TF-RELY 

Art thou the bird whom Man loves best. 
The pious bird with the scarlet breast, 

^ Our little English Robin ; 

' The bird that comes about our doors 
When Autumn-winds are, sobbing ? 

Art thou the Peter of Norway Boors ? 
Their Thomas in Finland, 

And Russia far inland ? 

' The bird, that by sonic name or other 
All men who know thee call their 
, 1 . brother, ■ 

The darling of children and men ? 

• Could Father Adam^ open his eyes 
And see this sight beneath the skies. 
He’d wish to close them again. 

—If the Butterfly knew bnt his friend, 
Hither his flight he would bend ; 

And find his way to me. 

Under the branches of the tree : 

In and out, he darts about; 

.. Can this he the bird, to man so good 
That, after their bewildering. 

Coveredy'jvith leaves the little children, 

• So painfully in the wood ? 

' What ailed thee. Robin, that thou 
could’st pur.siie 
' A beautiful creature, 

,’That is gentle by nature ? 

' Beneath tfife summer sky 
. From flower to flower let him fly; 

■ .v^T is all that he wishes to do. 

^SFhe cheerer Thou of our in-door sad- 

.ji.'! jEieis the friend of oursummer gladness : 

^ders» then, that ye should be 
» * ' , 

{ .'1 See Paradise Last, Book XI., where Adam 
^VpiOtAts out to Eve the ooiinou! aim of the Eagle 
*''<*Haslng " two Birds of gayest and the 

S^cte Hgrt and Hind pursued bv their epeiny. 


Playmates in the sunny weather, ^ |- 
And fly ^out in the aix together ! ' X 
His beautiful wings in crimson are drast, 
A crimson as bright as thine oIKti : '' 
Would'st thou be happy in thy nest,, 

O pious Bird t whom man loves best. 
Love him, or leave him alone I 

1806. ' 

XVI 

SqNG FOR TH^ SPINNING 

libtJKDKb VrON A BKLIkF PREVAUS^t. 
AMONG THE PASTORAL VtiLSS OPj. 
WESTMORELAND^ 

Swiftly turn^e murmuring wheel ! 
Night fad's brought the welcome hour. 
When the weary lingers feel 
Help, as if from faery power ; ^ 

Dewy Tiight o’ershades the ground^ ' 
Turn the swift wheel round andj^T^nd ! 

Now, beneath the gtarry 

Couch the widely-scattertu sheep ;— 

Plv the pleasant labour, ply ! 

For the-spindle, while they sleep. 

Runs with speed'morc snio'Rh iind fine, 
Gathering up a trustier,^pne. 

Short-lived likings m:i’' be bred 
By a glance from fickle eyes ; 

But true love is like the'thread 
Which the kindly wool supplies. 

When the flocks are all at rest 
Sleeping on the mountain’s breast. 

1812. 

XVII 

HINT FROM THE MOUNTAINS 

FOR CERTAIN POLITICAL PRETE.VDERS 

“Who but hails the sight with pleasure. 
When the wings of genius rise. 

Their ability to measure 

With great enterpriso ; - • • 

But in man was ne'er such daring ., ' 
As yon Hawk exhibits, pairing 
llis'brave spirit with the war,in 
The stormy skies ! - 

Mark him, how his power he uses. 

Lays it by, at will resumes ! 

Mark, ere'for bis haunt he chooses 
Clouds and utter glooms ! 

There, he wheels in downward mazes; 
Sfinward now his flight he raises, *: 
Catches fire, as seems, andflilazes 

With u«-injured plumes ! ’’— , ■ 

ANSWER 

“ stranger, 'tis no act of courage 
Which aloft tf;ou .dost discern : 

No bold bird gondTorth to^forage 
'Mid the tempest stern ; 

But such mockery as the z:atk>ns 
Sep,j‘.wJ^ public perturbations -j,- 


S 
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t'i{tinen'£rbm ilieif native stations, 
Lik«l*yon Tuft of fern ; « " 

it I's^ the aspiring creature 
. Softfing on undaunted wing, 

. (Sobvou fancied) is by nature 
' A dull helpless thing, 

' withered, light and v^low;— 

That to be the tempest’s fellow ! 

Wait—and you shall see how hollow 
ItS)Bi^eavoiiring! ” 

" • iF8i7. ^ 


Though ’mid the stars the Lyre shine 
• bright, 

I.ove stoqps as fondly as he soars.” 

• 1827. 

XIX 

TO A LADY, 

IN ANSWER TO A REQUEST THAT 1 WOULD 
^ WRITE HER A POFM UPON SOME 
DRAWINGS THAT SHE HAD MADE OF 
TLOWI-RS IN THE ISIJINO OF 


•; XVIII 

ON SEEING A l^EEDkLECASE 
THE FORM OF A HARP* 

THE WORK OF X. M. S. 


IN 


r‘*owNS' afe on every Muse’s fAcf^ 
Rv^oaches from their lips are sent, 
Tbatihi- .s^JCy should thus disgrace 
The nowfe^fistruinent. 


A very Harp iif all but size ' 

Needles for Strings in apt gradation ! 
Minerva's self %ould stigftiatize • 

The unrlasidc profanation. 

• • 

F.ven her own needle that subdued 
Arachne’s rival Spirit, • 

Thougt* wrought in Vulcan’s happiest 
mood. 

Such honour could not merit. 


And this, too, from the Laureate's 
Child, 

A living lord of melody ! 

How will her Sire be reconciled 
To the refined indignity ? 

I spake, when whispered a low voice, 

‘‘ Bard ! moderate your ire ; 

Spirits of all degrees rejoice 
In presence of the lyre.. 

The Minstrels of Pygmean bands, 

' Dwarf Genii, moonlight-loving Fays, 

' Have shells to fit their tiny hands 
And suit their slender lays. 

' ijV- 

Sbthe, still more delicate of ear. 

Have lutes (believe my words) 

Whose framework is of gossamer, 

W'hile sunbeams are the chords. 

Gay Sylphs this miniature will court, , 
,^Iade vocal their brushing wings. 
And sullen Gnomes wiU learn to sport * 
' Atotmd its polished strings ; * 

Whence sfjrains to love-sick maiden dear, 
While in her lonely bower she tries 
To iheat the thought she oannot cheer, 

. By fanciful Aabroideries. 

Trust, anprj' Bard !*a knowing Sprite, 
Not thsK toe Harp her lot deidores; 


MADF.tr A 

I s 

Fair Lady ! can I sing of flowers 
That in Madcir.T bloom and fade, 

1 who ne’er sate within their bowers. 

Nor through their sunny lawns have 
strayed ? 

IIow they in sprightly dariee are worn 
By .Shepherd-groom or May-day 
queen, 

Oi holy festal pomps adorn. 

Those eyes have never seen. 

Vet tho' to me the pencil's art 
No like rcmeinbranccs can give, 

^'oiir portraits still may reach the heart 
And there for gentle pleasure live ; 
While Fancy ranging with free scope 
Shall on some lovely Alien set 
A name with us endeared to hope. 

To peace, or fond regret. 

Still as we look with nicer care. 

Some new rescmblnnc'e we may trace » 

A Heart's-ease will perhaps be there, 

A speedwell may not want its place. 
And BO may we. with channed mind 
Beholding what your skill has wrought. 
Another Star-of-Bethlehem fmd, 

A new Forget-me-not. 

From earth to heaven with motions fleet 
From heaven to earth our thoughts 
will pass, 

A Holy-thistle here we meet • 

And there a Shepherd's weather-glass ; , 
.And haply some familiar name 
Shall grace the fairest, sweetest, plant 
Whose presence cheers the drooping 
frame 

Of English Emigrant. ^ 

Gazing she feels its pow'er beguile 
Sad thoughts, and breathes with easi^" 
breath; ^ 

Alas ! that meek that tender smile 
Is but a harbinger of death : 

And pointing with n feeble hand* 

She says, in faint words by sighs broken 
Bear for me to mv native land V 

This precious Flower, true love’s last I' 
token. ; 



134 


POEMS OF THE FANCY 


XX 

Glad sight wherever new with old ff 
Is joined through some deAt homeborn 
tic * ^ 

The life of ell that we behold 
Depends upon that mystery. 

Vain is the glory of the sky. 

The beauty vain of held and gnn-e 
Unless, while with admiring eye 
We gaze, we also learn to love. » _ 

XXI 

THE CONTRAST 

, THE PARROT AND THE WUPN 

" I 

Within her gilded cage conliTicd, 

I saw a dazzling Belle, 

A Parrot of that hainoiis kind 
Whose name is Nov-pareie. 

Like beads of glossy jet her eyes; 

And, smoothed by Nature’s skill. 

With pearl or gleuining agate vies 
‘ Her finely-curved bill. 

Her plumy mantle’s living hues 
In mass opposed ter mass. 

Outshine the splendour tliat imbues 
The robes of pictured glass. 

\ And, sooth to say. an aptnr Mate 
\ Did never tempt the choice 
\ Of feathered Thing most delicate 
' In figure and in voice. 

But. exiled from A iistralian bowers. 

And singleness her lot, 

She trills her song w itli tutored powers. 
Or mocks each casual note. 

No more of pity for regrets 
With which she may have striven I 
Now but in w.'intoriness she frets. 

Or spite, if cause be given ; 

Arch, volatile, a sportive bird 
By social glee inspired ; 

Ambiti^ us to be seen or heard. 

And pleased to be adiuirud ! 

II 

This sioss-lined shed, green, soft, and 
dry. 

■ Harbours a self-contented Wren, 

Not shunning nmn’s abode, though shy 
, Almost as thought itself, of human ken. 

i^lstrange places, coverts imendeared, 

She never tried ; the very nest 
In whic^ this Child of Spring was 
‘ reared, 

.. is warmed, thro’ winter, by her feathery 
breast. 

, , To the bleak winds she sometimes gives 
'' "A; stender unexpected strain : 


Ihroof that the liermitess still lives, 
Tfioughishe appear not, and be sbught ajk 
vain. • 

Say, Dora' tell me, by yon placid nibun, 
If called to choose between the favoured 
pair. 


Which ii^ould you be, —the bird of tljp ■ , 
saloon. 

By lady-fingers tended with nice care, 
Cw:sscd, applauded, upon dai^tif.s 
fir Nature’s IArklzng of this numy 
shed ? " 

• X82S. 


XXIX 

THE DANISH BOY 


t' ^ 


A FRAGMENT 
* * I 

Between two sister nioQrlan^jjrim 
There is a spot that see.nifti^ lie 
Sacred to flovi’ercCi of tb^ hills. 
And sacred to the sky. ^ 

And yi this syiooth and open dell 
There is a teniMst-stricS^ tree: 
A corner-stonerby'lightmng cut, , 
The last stone of a loileTy hut; 

And in Ahis dell you 5"o 
A thing no storm can e'er destroy. 
The shadow of a Danish Boy. 


II 

In clouds above, the lark is heard. 
But drops not here to e.arth for rest ; 
Within this lonesome nook the bird 
1 )id never build her nest. »■ 

No beast, no bird hath here his home ; 
Bees, wafted on the breezy air, 
l'a.ss high above those' fragrant bells 
To other flowers:—to other dells 
Their burthens do they bear; 

The Danish Boy walks here alone t 
The lovely dell is all his own. 


III 

A Spirit of noon-day is he ; 

Yet seems a form of flesh and blood; 
Nor piping shepherd shall he be. 

Nor herd-boy of the wood. , * 

A regal vest of fur he wears, 

Tn colour like a raven’s wing; 

It fears not rain, nor wind, nor dew; 
But in the storm ’tis fresh and blue ^ 
iVs budding pines in spring ; 

His helD*et has a vernal grace. 

Fresh as the bloom upon his face- 

IV 

A harp is from his shoulder slung 
Resting the harp upon hfs knee ; 

To w'ords of a forgotten tongue. 

He suits its melody. « c 
,Of floclti Upon the neighbounng hill 
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He is the darling and the joy ; , 

^d often, when no cause appears, 

ATne mountain-ponies prick their ears, 

•—Tliey hear the Danish Boy, 

While in the dell he sings alone 
Beside the tree and corner-stone. 

. ■f'- V 

T^ere sits be ; in his face you spy 
No trace of a ferocious air. 

Nor ev|^^'as a cloudless sky 
So steady or so fair. * 

The lovely Danish Boy is blest 
And happy in his flowery cove : 

From bloody deeds hi% thoughts are far ; 
And yet he warbles songs of war, , 

That seem like soi\gs of love. 

For calm and gentle is his inien^ 

Btjtg a dead Bov he is serene. • 

XXIII 
* ^SONft 

FOR TH^ WANDERTNO JKW 

Though the tor^iits from their fong tains 
Roar down n\;my a craggy steep, 

“ Yet they find anip^g the thounta’-is. 
Resting-places calm and deep. 

Clouds yiat love through air to hasten, 
Ere the storm its fury stills. 

Hehnet-likc themselves will fasten 

• On the heads of towering hills. 

What, if through the frozen centre 
Of the Alps the Chamois bound. 

Yet he has a home to enter 
In some nook of chosen ground : 

And the Sea-horse, though the. ocean 
Yjgid him no domestic cave. 

Slumbers without sense of motion, 

' Couched upon the rocking wave. 

If on windy days the Raven 
Gambol like a dancing skiff. 

Not the less she loves her haven 
the bosom of the cliff. 

fleet Ostrich, till day closes, 

' Vagrant over desert sands. 

Brooding) on her eggs reposes 

• When chill night that rare demands. 

Day and night my toils redouble, 
f-r Niever nearer to the goal; ^ • 

Night and day? I feel the trouble » 

Of the Wanderer in ipy soul. » 

1800. 

- XXIV 

.. . STRAY PLE.ASUIiES 

" -displeasure is mpread througft fhe earth 
In stray gilts to be mimed by whoevef shatl find," 


Bv thei 
Thall 111 


pji floating mill, 
1& dead and still. 


Behold yon Prisoners three, 

Th% Miller with two D.ames, on the 
breast of the Thames ! 

The platform is smalh but giyes room 
for them all; 

And they’re dancing merrily. 

From the shore come the notes 

To their mill where it floats. 

To their house and their mill tethered 
i fast: 

To the small wooden isle where, their 
work to beguile, * 

Th^' from morning to even take what¬ 
ever is given ;— 

And many blithe, day they have past. 

In sight of the spires. 

All alive with the fires 
Of the sun going down to his rest. 

In the broad open C 5 'C of the solitary sky. 
They danre,—there are three, as jocund 
as free. 

While they dance on the calm river’s 
breast. 

Moil and Maidens wheel. 

They iheniselves make the reel, 
.^nd their music’s a prey which they 
scire ; 

It plays not for them,—what matter ? 
'tis theirs ; 

And if they had care, it has scattered 
their cares. 

While they dance, crying, “ Long as ye 
please ! ” 

They dauce imt for me, 

Yet mine is their glee ! 

Thus pleasure is spread through-the earth 
In stray gifts to be claimed by whoever, 
shall find ; 

Thus a rich loving-kindness, redundantly 
’ kind. 

Moves all nature to gladness and nrirtb. 

The showers of the spring 

Rouse the birds, and thev sing ; 

If the wind do but stir for his proper 
delight, ' 

Each leaf, that and this, his neighbour 
will kiss : 

Each wave, one and t’other, speeds, 
after his brother: 

They are happy, for that is their right! 

1806. 

XXV . 

THE PILGRIM’S DREAM; 

OR, THE STAR A NO** THE GI.OW'-WORM 

A Pn.cK> M, when the summer day 
Had closed upon his weary way,* 

A lodging begged beneath a castle’s 
roof; 

Out him the haughty Warder spurned | ' 
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And from the gate the Pilgrim turned, 
To «eek such covert as the field 6 
Dr. heath-besprinkled copse might jrield, 
Of lofty ifteooa. shovfer-proof. 

He paced along ; and, pensively, 

Halting beneath a shady tree. 

Whose moss-grown, root might serve for 
' couch or seat. 

Fixed on a Star his upward eye ; , 

Then, from the tenant of the sky ' 

He turned,, and watched with kindred 
>'look, 

A Glow-worm, in a dusky nook, 
Apparent at his feet. 

The murmur of a neighboui'lng stream 
Induced a soft and slumbrous dream. 

A pregnant dreim, within whose sha¬ 
dowy bounds 

He recognised the earth-born Star. 

And Th^ which glittered from afiir ; 
And (strange to witness !) from the frame 
Of the ethereal Orb, there came , 

Intelligible sounds. 

Much did it taunt the humble Light 
■ That now, when day was fled, and night 
Hushed the dark earth, fast closing 
weary eyes, 

A V’ery reptile could presume 
' To show her taper in the gloom, 

As if in rivalship with One 
Who sate a ruler on his throne 
- Krected in the skies. 

" Exalted Star I ” the Worm replied. 
Abate this unbecoming pride. 

Or with a les< uneasy lustre shine ; 

Thou shrink’st as momently thy rays 
Are mastered by the breathing haze ; 
While neither mist, nor thickest cloud 
That shapes in heaven its murky shi.nid, 
Hath power to injure mine. 

' But not for this do 1 aspire 
-To*match the spark of local fire, 

-‘^That at my will burns on the dewy lawn, 
'With thy acknowledged glories;—No ! 
'-.Yet, thus upbraided, I may show 
-What favours do attend me here, 

.'Till, like thyself, 1 disappear 
^Before the purple dawn.” 

'When this in modest guise was said, 

'v Across the welkiu seemed to spread 
boding sound—for aught but sleep 
^ unfit! 

' Hills quaked, the rivers backward ran ; 
vThat J»tar^ so ptoudrof late, looked vran ; 
:'And reeled with visionary stir 
;.|,n the blue depth, like Lucifer 
>Cast headlong to the pit! 

"^re raged: and. when the spmigled floor 
ancient «th« wca no more, , , 4, 


New heaVens succeeded, by the dream 
brdhght forth: 

And all the happy souls that rode ' 
Transfigured through that freth abode. 
Had heretofore, in humble trust, « 
Shone meekly mid their native dust,. 
The Glow-worms of the -earth 1 . . 

This knowledge, from an Angel’s voice 
Proceeding, made the heart rejt^lCB 
Of Him who sjppt upon the open Idfc: 
Waking at morn he murmured not 
And, till life’s journey closed,«the spot 
Was to the Pilgrim’s soul endeared. 
Where by that dream he had been cheered 
Beneath the shady tree. 

1818. 

XXVI 

Tiffi POET AND THE CAG;P^5 
TURTLEDOm^d^^. 

As often as I murmur " 

My half-formc^melocU^fe, ' 

Straight from her osier mansion near. 
The.Turtledove replies: 

Thoug’h silent'a^ a leaf before, 

The captive prohiptlv coos ; 

Is it to teach her owfl'^soft lore. 

Or second my weak Muse ? 

1 rather think, the gentle Dove " 
is murmuring a reproof. 

Displeased that I from lays of love 
Have dared to keep aloof ; 

That T, a Bard of hill and dale. 

Have caroll’d, fancy free. 

As if nor dove nor nightingale, 

Had heart or voice for me. 

If such thy meaning, O forbear. 

Sweet Bird i to do me wrong ; . . 

Love, blessed Love, is every where 
The spirit of my song ; 

’Mid grove, and by the calm fireside, - 
Love animates my lyre— 

That coo again '.—'tis not to chide, ' 
1 feel, but to inspire. . ^ 

1830. 

. XXVII 

A WREN’S NEST 

AitoNC the dwellings framed by birds. .. 

In field or forest with nice care. 

Ip none that with the little Wren's 
In snugness may compare. 

No doorthe tenen^t requires. 

And seldom neeob a laboured roo£^' ' 
Yet is it to the fiercest sun f’; c’- 

-Impervious, and storm-proof. ' * v.' , 

So warm, so beautiful wtthaL 
In perfect fitness for its aim. 

That to the.Kind by special ^aoe 1 ' 
a’> Their iiutinct surely Gain«.> . . 
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i And when for £helr abodes tbejr seek 
, An opportune recess, j 

^The hecmit has no finer ‘eye 
* ..Fuc^shadawy quietness. 


These find, ’mid ivied abbey>walls, 
A canopy in some still nook : 

. O^ers are pent-housed by a brq^ 
That overhangs a brook. 


There to the brooding bird her mate 
WarUeS by fits his lovt clear song ; 
And by the busy streamlet both 
Are sungato aU day long. 

Or in sequestered lanes tliey build. 
Where, till the flitting bird’s return, 
Her eggs within the nest repose, * 
Like relics in an urn. 


where general choice i^ g lod, 
Tnelbr ^s a better and a best; 

Andf, atn'crti^t'^rfairest objects, some 
' Are fairer tn* ^ the re^t; 

This, one^of tbe^e small builders i^rovcd 
In a green covert, wheri^ from o^t 
The forehead qf*a pollard oak. 

The Iqafy anllers^spr^ut^ 

For She who Tdaniied the mossy Lodge, 
Mistrusting her efasive skill, * 

Had to t Primrose looked for aid 
Her wishes to fulfil. 


• High on the trunk’s projecting brow, 
And fixed an infant’s span above 
The budding flowers, peeped forth the 
nest 

The prettiest of the grove ! 

The treasure proudly did I show 
V . To some whose minds without disdain 
Ca& fbrn to little things; but once 
Looked up for it in vain : 

) *Tis gone—a ruthless spoiler’s prey. 

Who heeds not beauty, love, or song, 
'i:'*Tls gone (so seetped it) and we grieved 
In^'gnant at the wrong. 

three days after, passing bv 
; In clearer light the rnoss-built^cell 
■}. I saw, espied its shady mouth ; 

> And fen that all was well. 

''The Primrose for a veil had spread 

The largest of her upright leaves ; , 

And thus, for Qurposes benign, , 

A simple flower deceivf;s. 

'^CcpcAaled from friends who might dis* 
. ' 'tujrb 

' quiet with no ill intent, 

^':8flctAe from ev^.eyes and hands 
On barbarous plunder bent, 

! 4nd when thy young 
^ou art free to ronm. 


Rest, MothW'Urd 
. TftM fli^t, and 


When withered is the guardian Flower, 
A|id empty thy late home. 

Think how ye prospered, thou and thine. 
Amid the unviolatefl grove 
Housed near the growing Primrose-tuft 
In foresight, or in love. 

1833* 

XXVIII 

* LOVE LIES BLEEDING 

You call it. “ Love lies bleeding,”—so 
you may, 

ThcJtigh the red Flower, not prostrate, 
only droops. 

As we have seen it here from day to day, 
From month tvO month, life passing not 
away : 

A flower how rich in sadness ! Even 
thus stoops. 

(Sentient bv Grecian sculptor’s mar¬ 
vellous power) 

Thus leans, with hanging brow and body 
bent 

Earthward in uncomplaining languish- 
men t. 

The dying (rladiator. So, sad Flower ! 
(’Tis fancy guides me willing to be led. 
Though by a slender thread,) 

So drooped Adonis bathed in sanguine 
dew 

Of his death-wound, when he from 
innocent air 

The gentlest breath of resignation drew ; 
While Venus in a passion of despair 
Rent, weeping over him, her golden hair 
Spangled with drops of that celestial 
shower. 

She suffered, as Immortals sometimes do; 
But pangs more lasting far, that lover, 
knew 

Wflo first, weighed down by scorn, in 
some lone bower 

Did press this semblance of unpitied 
smart 

Into the service of his constant 
His own d“jection, downcast Flower! 
could share 

With thine, and gave the mournful name , 
which thou wilt ever bear. 

j 

XXIX ' 

COMPANION TO THE FOREGOING 
Never enlivened with the liveliest ray'^ 
That fosters growth ra checks or cheers} 
decay. 

Nor by the heaviest rain-drops more,_ 
denrest, . " 

This Flower, that first appeared sl>\ 
, summer’s guest, '/ 

Preserves ' her beauty mid autumaa]!'' 
^ , leavei . 
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And to- her mournful habits fondly 
cleaves. ‘ • 

When files of stateliest plants have ceased 
to bloom, , 

One after one submitting to their doom. 
When her coevals each and all are fled, 
What keeps her thus reclined upon her 
lonesome bed ? 

The old mythologists, nnyre impress'd 
than we * 

Of this late dav by character in tree 
Or herb, that claitned peculiar sympathy, 
by the silent lapse of fountaiti ^ear, 
pT With the language of the viewless air 
By bird or beast made vocal, sought a 
cause * 

■Tto solve the mystery, not in Nature's 
laws 

But in Man’s fortunes. Hence a thou¬ 
sand tales 

Sung to the plaintive lyre in Grecian vales. 
Nor doubt that something of their spirit 
swayed 

The fancy-stricken Youth or heart-sick 
Maid. 

W'ho, while each stood com panion less 
and eyed 

This undenarting Flower in crimson 
dyed. 

Thought of a wound which death is 
slow to cure, 

A fate that has endured and will endure. 
And. patience coveting yet passion 
, feeding, 

Called the dejected Lingerer, Lo-.’e lies 
bleeding. 

XXX 

RURAL ILLUSIONS 
SVLPH was it ? or a Bird more bright 
Than those of fabulous stock ? - 

A second darted 6y;—and lo I 
Another of the flock ; 

Through sunshine flitting from the bough 
To nestle in the rock. 

Transit) t deception ! a gay freak 
.Of April's niiniicrics I 
‘ Those brilliant strangers, hailed with joy 
• Among the budding trees. 

Proved last year's leaves, pushed from 
’ the spray 

;To frolic on the breeze. *■ 

JMi^ternal Flora ! show thy face. 

And let thy hand be seen, 

Thv hand here sprinkling tiny flowers. 

That, as they touch the green. 

Take root (so seems it) and look up 
In honour of their Queen. 

V Vet, sooth, those little starry specks. 

J' That not in vain aspired 
' To be confounded with live growths. 
„Most dainty, most admir«d> 


^^ere only blossoms dropped from twigs 
^ Of iiieir own offspring tired. 

Not such the world’s illusiv^ shows ; | 

Hir wingless flutterings, * 

Her blossoms which, though ashed,' 
outbrave 

The ^oweret as it springs, ^ ■ 

For the undeceived, smile, as they may. 
Are melancholy things : 

But gentle nature plays her^j^^t*^ 
With ever-varying wiles. 

And transient feignings witlLplain truth 
So well she reconciles, 

That those fond l^crs most are pleased 
Whom oftenest she beguiles. 

iS3** 

• XXXI . 

•IHfe KITTEN AND FALUJicf 
LEAVES « 

That way look, my InfmpCTlo I 
What a pretty bSby-sh</w I 
See the Kitten on the v^ll, 

Sporting witt^ the leaves that fall. 
Withered leavefi—one—two—and three— 
From the lofty elTier-trae! 

Through the calm aim frosty air 
Of this morning bright and fair. 
Eddying round and round tb^' sink 
Softly, slowly : one might think. 

From the motions that are m.-ide. 

Every little leaf conveyed * 

Sylph or Faery hither’tending,— 

To this lower w-orld descendiug. 

Each invisible and mute. 

In his wavering parachute. 

—But'the Kitten, how she starts. 
Crouches, stretches, paws, and darts ! 
First at one, and then its fellow 
J list as light and just as yellow ; 

There are many now—now one— 

Now they stop and there are none : 

What intenseness of desire 
In her upward eye of fire 1 
With a tiger-leap half way 
Now she meets the coming prey, 

Lets it go as fast, and thcii 
Has it in her power again : 

Now she works with three or f»ur 
I,ike an Indian conjurer: 

Quirk as he in feats of art, 

Far beyond in joy of heart 
Were her antics played in the eye 
'Of a thousand^standers-by* 

Clapping hands with shout and stare. 
What would little Tabby care 
ror the plaudits of the crowd ? 

Over happy to be proud, V 

Over wealths in the treasure 

Of her own exceeding pleasure! •' ' 

'Tis a pretty baby-treat; t 
. jNpr, fojr me unmeet ; . 
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Here, for neither Bahe nor me. 

Other play-mate can I see. I 
ipi the countless living things, 
^hafrwith Stir of feet and wings 
(In t^e sun or umler shade, 

Upon bough or ^assy blade) 

And with busy revellings, 

CiRrp and song, and murmurings^ 

Made this orchard’s narrow s]>ace, 

And this vale so blithe a place ; 
MultituftdS are swept away 
Never more,to breathe the day : 

Some are sleeping; some in Lands 
Tra\%lled into distant Jands: 

Others slunk to moor and wood. 

Far from human neighbourhood ; • 

And, among the Kinds that keep 
* us closer fellowship, » 

openly abide, * > 

All baT"- laid their mirth aside*. 

Where is he \hat gicl^y Sprite. 
’Blue-cap, w-ith hlR colours bright, 

Who was blest bird could be, 

Feeding in the sfiple-tree :• « 

Made such wai*tun spoil <fhd rout. 
Turning" blossomsi inside dlit; 

Hung—head pointing towards the 
ground — * • 

Flutteretf, perched, into a round 
Bound himself, and then unbound ; 
^Lithest, gaudiest Harlequin ! 

Prettiest Tumbler ever seen ! 

Light of heart and light of limb ; 

What is now become of Him ? 

Lambs, that through the mountains 
went 

Frisking, bleating merriment. 

When the year was in its prime. 

They are wibered by this time. 

If you look to vale or hill. 

If you listen, all is still. 

Save a little neighbouring rill, 

That from out the rocky ground 
Strikes a solitary sound.' 
uVainly glitter bill and plain, 

^^nd the air is calm in vain ; 

Vainly Morning spreads the lure 
Of a sky serene and pure ; 

Creature^one can she decoy 
Into open sign of joy : 

Is it that they have a fear 
Of the dreary season neat ? % 

Or that other pleasures be ' i 

. Sweeter even titan gaiety ? « 

Yet, whate’er enjoyments dwell 
In the impenetrable cell 
' Of tke silent heart which I^ature ' 
Furnishes to eftery creature ; 

Whatsoe’er we feel and know 
Too sedate icx outward show, 

Swih a light of gladness breaks. 


THE FANCY 

Pretty Kitten! from thy freaks,— 
Spr^ds with such a living grace 
o'er my little Laura’s face ; 

Yes, the sight so stirs^and charms 
Thee, Baby, laughing in my arms. 

That almost I could repine 
That your transports are not mine. 

That I do not wholly fare 
Even as ye do, thoughtless pair! 

And I will have niy careless season 
Spite of melancholy reason. 

Will walk through life in siirh a way 
That, when tunc brings on decay, 

Noi* and then 1 may possess 
Hours of j)erfert gladsoniencss. 

— Ple.iscd i)y»any random toy ; 

By a kitten’s biisv joy. 

Or an infant’s i.iugliing eye 
.Sharing m the ecstasy ; 

I would fare like that or this. 

Find mv wisdom in my bliss ; 

Keep tlie .sprightly soul awake. 
j\iid have [amities to take, 

ICven from things by sorrow wrought, 
lilatter for a joeund thought. 

Spite of care, and spite of grief. 

To gambol with Life.’s falling Leaf. 

1804. 

XXXII 

ADDRESS TO MY INFANT • 
DAUGHTER. DOR.A, 

ON lU-.ING kicmindi:d that she was a 

MONTH OLD THAT DAV, SliTTEMBEU l6 

- Hast thou then survived— 

Mild Olfspriiig of infirm humanity, 

Meek infant! among all forlornest things 
The most forlorn —one life of that bright 
star. 

The second glory of the Heavens ?— 
Thou hast; 

Already hast survived that great decav. 
That transformation through the wide 
earth felt, 

-And bv all nations. In that being's 
sight 

From whom the Race of human kind 
proceed, 

A thousand years are but as yesterday ; 
And ond*day’s narrow circuit is to Him 
Not less capacious than a thousand years. 
But what is time ? What outward 
glory ? neither 

A measure is of Thee, whose claUns 
extend 

Through “heaven’s eternal year.**—Yet 
hail to Thee. 

Frail, feeble, Monthling!—by that name, 
methiuks. 

Thy scanty breathing-time is portioned 
out 
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THE WAG^llONER 
In Cairo's crowded streets 
The impatient Merchant, wondering, waits in vain, 

And Mecca saddens at tl» long delay. 

Thomboh. 

' ■ ^ " CHARLES lamb, ESQ. 

•*., aCv Dea« PniBMD, * 

-y.. When 1 sent you, a few weeks ago, the Tale of Peter Bell, you asked" why The Wagoohsk ■■ 

V was not added."—^To say the truth.—from the higher tone of imagination, and the deeper touches 
^.,.oi passion aimed at in the forsoer, 1 apprabeoded, this little Piece could not acctmpsAy it wHbout'. 
jr^Nta^va&tage. Id the year i8o6. If I am not mistaken, Tin Waooomr was read to you In maim> 


Ud, OS you have lemeoibered H ** a time, 1 am the more encouraged to hope, that," 
e localities on which the Poem jjutly depends not prevent its being interesting to you, 


I am very trulv yours, 

WILLIAM WORDSWORTH. 

Ryoal Mount, May so, iSig. 

^ ' CANTO FIRST * Is it for thrcatenuigs in the sky ? 

’Tis spent—this burning day of J une l Or for some other danger nigh ? 

Soft da r^ ess o’er its latest gleams is No% none is near him vet, though he 
stealing ; * Be one of much inlirmity : 

The buzzing dor-hawk, round and For at the bottom of the brow, 

round. Is wheeling,— Wh^ once the Dove and Olive-BO t'c.ii 

That solitary bird • Offered a greeting of good ale 

Is all that can be heard , To all who eij^tcred (jrasmerc Vale ; 

In silence deeper far than that of deepest And called on him who must depart 
noon ! To leave it with a jovial heart ; 

^tofiding Glow-worms, ’tis a'llig^t There, where the Dove and Olive- 
ropuV’jis to your earth-born light ! _ BotTf.ii , 

utf wheW-tJie scattered stars are seen “ ^oet ^rboms now, 

i haz^traits the clou^ between, ^ water-dnnkmg Bard • , 

ach. Si his statkm twakling not, (though frail 

sems changed hito a pallid ipot. {Jjf best res<ilves) be on his guard ? 

he mountains Aieainst hoaven’s irave marches by, secure and bold; 
vSSSt I*® , ^ Vet while he thinks on times of old. 

......It seems tliat all looks wondrous c<ild : 

he as ^ He shi ugs his shouldeis, shakes his head, 

an,i -Ih^n And. f.>r Ihc hoiiest folk within, 
close and hot;—inid now and Then . .....u n».> 

ames a toed and sultry breeze i 

ike the stifling of disease ; Here is no danger,—none at all! , , 

ut the dews allay the heat. Beyond his wish he walks secure ; 

ad the silence makes it sw’eet. Btit pass a mile-—and then lor trial,— 

Hush, there is some one on the stir ! st:lf-denial j 

is Benjamin the Waggoner ; tempting door, 

’ho long hath trod this toilsome way. Which with such friendly voice will 
impanion of the night and day. 

iiat far-off tinkling’s drowsy cheer, ” ■„ 

ix’d with a faint yet grating sound And that bright gleam which thence will ■ 

U*W?rSno?ncTs-brwhose side KS^^'^^wilh chtrS 

{^.-S.lte'klf^e'’Sd""s;whcre. 

I ^rLu. , Some shining notice wiU be iherg, 

hHi, “.,5*“,>■'>“' » 

qrw he leaves the lower ground, _ Jhe place to Benjamin right well 

id up the craggy hill ascending Is known, and by as strong a spell ^ 

any a stfip and stay he makes, , r, 

any a breathing-ht he takes And hope—the Olive-bough and Dove ; 

eep the way and wearisome, to his co^, good Man 1 

St all th« while his whip is dumb I not know the famous Swam ? 

' . 'Object uncouth ! and yet our boast. 

The Horses have worked with right ^or it was painted by the Host; 

good-will, /■ . His own conceit the figure planned, ' 

ad so have gamed the top,^f the hill; ’Twas coloured all by his own hand; t# 
0 was patient, they were strong, 4nd that frail Child of thirsty clay, 

ad now they smoothly glide along, , Of whom I sing this rustic lay, 

BCo%BrIng breath, and pl^scd to win Could tell witn self-dissatisfaction 
le' praises of n fild Benjamin. Quaint stories of the bird’s attraction ! ^ 

‘ rieco of self-taught art (siurh ' 

simre I ^ , is the progress oireftnemetit) has been supplanted 

at why so #a(iy with this prayer ^ , ^.a ivofesiidnal p^uetim. , . 

'' (_ V S j 


^iK^ding Glow-worms, ’tis a flight 
PropuV’jis to your earth-born light ! 
Butf whe^o^-the scattered stars are seen 
In hazjil^traits the clou^ between. 
Each, m his statkm twinkling not. 
Seems changed Into a pallid spot. 

The mountains Against hitaven’s ^ave 
weight » ■* .* 

Rise up,'and growi^U) wond^ous height. 
The air, as in a lion’s den. 

Is close and hot;—fhid now and then 
Comes a toed and sultry breeze. 

With a haunting and a panting, 

^ike the stifling of disease ; 

^ut the dews allay the heat. 

And the silence makes it sweet. 

Hush, there is some one on the stir ! 
’Tis Benjamin the Waggoner ; 

Who long hath trod this toilsome way. 
Companion of the night and day. 

That far-off tinkling’s drowsy cheer. 
Mix’d with a faint yet grating sound 
In a moment lost and found. 

The Wain announces—by whose side 
Along the banks of Rydal Mere 
He paces on, a trusty Guide,— 

Listen ! you can scarcely hear ! 

Wther he his course is'bending:— 
he leaves the lower ground. 

And up the craggy hill ascending 
Many a stgip and stay he makes, 

' Many a breathing-tit he takes ;— 

/ Steep the way and wearisome, 

Yet ^ tht while his whip is dumb t 


good-will, 

' And so have gained the top^f the hill ; 
.He was patient, they were strong. 

And now they smoothly glide along. 
Recovering breath, and pl^scd to win 
The praises of nfild Benjamin. 

.Heaven shield Mm from mishap and 
snare 1 ^ « 

But why io aaiiy with this prayer 


. *. - 1 . ■ ' ?’?'• ”' - . ' 
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Well f tb^t is past—and in despite , 
Of open door ana shining light, f 
And now the conqueror essays 
.The long ascenttol Dunmail-raise ; 

And with his team is gentle here 
As when he clomb from Rydal Mere ; 
His whip they do not dread—his voice 
They only hear it to rejoice. 

To stand or go is at their pleasure; 
Their efforts and their time they msasurc 
Py generous pride within the breast; 
And, while they strain, and while they 
rest, 

^ He thus pursues his th<iuglits at fi-isiire. 

Now am I fairly safe l'.>-night— 

^l^nd with proud cause my heart is light: 

^ 1 trespassed lately worse than ever— 
But Heaven has blest a good endeavour ; 
And, to my soul’s conlont, 1 find 
The evil One. is left behind. 

Yes, let my master fume and fret. 

'Here am I—with my horses yet ! 

My jolly team, he finds that ye 
Will work for nobody but me ! 

Full proof of this the Conn try gained ; 

It knows how ye wore vexed and 
strained. 

And forced unw'orthy stripes to bear. 
When trusted to another’s care. 

Here was it—on this rugged slope. 

' Which now ye climb with heart and hope, 
1 saw you, between rage and fear. 
Plunge, and fling back a spiteful ear. 
And ever more and more confused. 

As ye were more and more abused ; 

As chance would have it, iiassing by 
I saw you in that jeopardy : 

A word from me was like a charm ; 

Ye pulled together with one mind ; 

And your huge burthen, safe from .Harm, 
Moved like a vescel in the ij^d ! 

—Yes, without me, up hills ro high 
’Tis vain to strive for mastery. 

Then grieve not, jolly team! though 
Wugh 

The road we travel, steep, and rough ;' 
-i^^Though Rydal-heights and Dunmail- 
raise, 

. ' And all their fellow banks and braes, 

' Full often make you stretch and strain. 
And halt for breath and halt again, 

- Yet to their sturdiness ’tis owing 
' That side by side we still are going ! v 

_ While Benjamin in earnest mood 
'%is meditations thus pursued, 

A storm, which had been smothered long. 
Was growing inwardly more strong ; 
And, in its struggles to get free, 

^ Was busily employed as he. 

: The thunder had begun to growl— 

^ beard not, too intent of'soul; 


The air was now without a bredth— 

He marked not that ’twas still as death. 
But soon large rain-drops pii his head| 
Fell with the weight of drops 6f read ?— 
He starts—and takes, at the admonition, 
A sage survey of his condition. 

The road is black before his eyes, ^ < 
Glimifiering faintly wfiere it lies ; ' 

Black is the sky—and every hill, 

Up to the sky, is blacker st^U— 

Sky, hill, anti dale, one disiu^ room. 
Hung round and overhung with gloom ; 
.Save that above a single ifeight 
Is to be seen a frurid light. 

Above Helm-crag *—a streak half dead; 
A blirning of portentous red ; 

And near that lurid light, full well 
The AsTROLooer, sage Sidropheh^,' 
W*5erc at his desk and book ha^?^, 
Puzzling aloft his curiouswi*^: 

He whose domain is hejKf*in. c^nion 
With no one Iftit the ancient^oman. 
Cowering beside her iljtcd cell, 

As if intent on magic spell;— 

Dr^kd paiii, that, s^itc of wind and 
weather, ' " 

Still sit upon Helirf-Arag together ! 

Tho Astrolooe* was not unseen 
By solitary Benjamin ; •' 

But total darkness came anon. 

And he and every thing was gone : 

And suddenly a ruflling breeze, ‘ 

(That would have rocked the sounding 
trees 

Had aught of sylvan growth been there) 
Swept through the Hollow Jong and b,are: 
The rain rushed down—the road was 
battered, 

As with the force of billows shattered; 
The horses are dismayed, nor know 
Whether they should stand or go ; 

And Benjamin is groping near them. 
Sees nothing, and can scarcely hear them. ■ 
He is astounded,—wonder not,— 

With such a charge in such a spot; 
Astounded in the moimtain gap 
With thunder-peals, clap after clap. 
Close-treading on the silent flashes— 
And somewhere, as he thinks.* oy crashes" 
Among the rocks } with weight of rain. 
And sullen motions long and slow, 

.That to a dreary distance go— 

Till, breaking in upon ihe dying strAin, 
A rencjjng o'er his head begins the fray' 
again, 

Meanwhile, uncerlaiu what to do. 

And oftentimes compelled to nalt, 

1 A mountain of Grastqiy^ the broken suit)i- 
oUt of which foesents two figures, full as dis¬ 
tinctly shaped as that of the ivnCUS Cobbler 
Utar Arroqi^r in Scotland. 
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The hpises cautiously pursue 

J hcur way. without mishap or fau)t; ' 

nd now have reached that pile of stones, 
ieapod over brave King Dunmail's 
bones; 

He who had once supreme command. 
Last king of roc^ Cumberland ; 
HiJfbones, and illfbse of all his Fewer, 
Slain here in a disastrous hour ! 


When..,jVissing through this narrow 
strait, * 

Stony, and rjark, and desolate, 
Benjamin can faintly hear 
A voice that comes frofti some one near, 
A female voice :—“ Whoe’er you bp. 
Stop.” it exclaimed, “ and pity me ! ” 
nA less in pity than in w'onder^ 
.JiS^^the darkness and the thunder. 
The ViViponer, with prompt command, 
SumiDons* 1 fj;, horses to a stand. 

u • * 

Whiled with in ''rcasinp agit ation. 

The Woman urged her supplication. 

In rueful words,*with sobs between— 
The voice of teatS that fclj \iiisecn ; • 
There came a fihsh—a sttarjling glare. 
And all Seat-Saiidahwas laid bare ! 

’Tis not a time for njee suggestioi^ 

And Benmrain, without a question. 
Taking her for some" way-wrirn rover. 
Said, “ Mount, and get you under 
• cover ! 


Another voice, in tone as hoarse 
As a swoln brook with rugged course. 
Cried out, “ Ciood brother, why so fast ? 
IJye had a glimpse of you— avasi ! 
Oonnee it suits you to be civil, 

Tale her at once—for good and evil! ” 

“ It is my Husband,” softly said 
The Woman, as if half afraid : 

By this time she was snug within, 

' Through help of honest Beniamin ; 

She and her Babe, which to her breast 
With thankfulness the Mother pressed ; 
Asd now the same strong voice more 
near 

,Said cordially, " My Friend, what cheer ? 
<,Rough doj^^ these ! as God’s my judge, 
’The sky pwes somebody a grudge ! 
We've had in half an hour or less 
A twelvemonth’s terror and distress ! ” 


Then Benjamp entreats the Man 
Would mount, too, quickly as he can ; 
The Sailor—Sailor now no more,* 

But such he had been heretofore— 

To courteous Benjamin replied, 

'* Goj^ou your way, and mind not me; 
For imust have, whate'er betide. 

My Ass and fifty« things beside,— 

Go, and I'll foljpw speedily ! ” 


The Waggon moves—and with its load 
Deseeds along the sloping road; 

And |he rough sailor instantly 
Turns to a little tent hpd by : 

For when, at closiug-in of day. 

The family had come that way. 

Green pasture and the soft warm lair 
Teihptcd them to settle there.— 

Green is the grass for beast to graze, 
Aroij^nd the stones of I)unni ail-raise ! 


The sailor gathers up his bed. 

Takes down the canvas overhead ; 
And, after farewell to tKt place, 

A parting word—though not of grace. 
Pursues, with Ass and all his store. 
The way the Waggon went before. 


CANTO SECOND 
Ik Wytheburn’s modest House of 
prayer. 

As low'Iv as the low'liest dwelling. 

Had, with its belfry’s humble stock, 

A little pair that hang in air. 

Been mistress also of a clock, 

(And one. too. not in crazy plight) 
Twelve strokes that clock would have 
been telling 

lender the brow' of old Hclvellyn— 

Its bead-roll of niklnight, * 

Then, when the Hero of niy tale 
Wa^ passing by, and, down the vale 
(The vale, now silent, hushed 1 ween 
As if a storm had never been) 

Proceeding with a mind at case ; 

While the old Familiar of the seas 
Intent to use his utmost haste, 

Gained ground upon the Waggon fast* 
And gives another lusty cheer; 

For spite of rumbling oi the wheels, 

A welcome greeting he can hear;— 

11 is^a fiddle in its glee 
Dinning the Chersv Tree ! 

Thence the sound—the light is there— 
As Benjamin is now aware. 

Who, to his inward thoughts confined. 
Had almost reached the festive door, 
When, startled by the Sailor’s roar. 

He hears'a sound and sees the light. 

And in a moment calls to mind 
That ’tis the village Merry-night ! i 

Although before in no dejection. 

.At this insidious recollection 

^is heart with sudden joy is filled,— 

His ears are by the music thrilled. 

His eyes take pleasure in the road 
Glittering before him bright and broad ; 

1 A term well known in the North of Eng¬ 
land, and applied to rural Festivals where young 
peraonr< meet in the evening for the purpose w 
dancing. 
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And Bbajamin is wet and cold, 

And there are reasons manifold , 

That make the good, tow’rds whicr^ he’s 
yearning. , 

Look fairly like a lawful earning. 

Nor*has thought time to come and go. 
To vibrate between yes and no ; * 

For, cries the Sailor, “ Glorious chance 
' That blew us hither !—let him dance, 
„-Who can or will!—my honest soul,' 
’^Our treat shall be a friendly bowl! " 
He draws him Jo the door—“ Come in, 
Come, come," .cries he to Benjamir.! 

And Benjamin—ah, woe is me ! 

Gave the word—the horses heard 
■ And halted, though reluctantly. 

“ Blithe souls and lightsome heart 
have we. 

Feasting at the Cherrv Tree ! " 

This was the outside proclamation. 

This was the inside salutation ; 

What bustling—jostling—high and low ! 
A universal overflow ! 

What Tankards foaming from the tap ! 
What store of cakes in every lap ! 

What thumping—stumping—overhead ! 
The thunder had not been more busy : 
VWth such a stir you would have said. 
.Tikis little place may well be dizzy : 

’Tis who can dance with greatest 
• vigour-— 

'.’Tis what can be most prompt and eager ; 
As if it heard the fiddle's call. 

The pewter clatters on the wall; 

The very bacon shows its feeling. 
Singing from the smoky ceiling ! 

A steaming bowl, a blazing fire, 

VJ^at greater good can heart desire? 
"Iwere worth a wise man’s while to try 
The utmost anger of the sky : 

To seek for thoughts of a gloomy cast, 
If such the bright amends at last. 

' Now should you .say 1 judge amiss. 

The Cherry Tree shows proof of this; 
For soon of all the happy there. 

Our Travellers are the happiest pair ; 

• All care with Benjamin is gorfe— 

'A Caesar past the Rubicon I 
-He thinks not of bis long, long, strife ;— 
'.The Sailor Man, by nature gay, 

. Hath no resolves to throw away ; 

And he hath now forgot his Wife, J 
Hath quite forgotten her—or may be 
Thinks her the luckiest soul dti earth, 
'Within that warm and peaceful berth, 

. . Undercover. 

Terror over, 

. Sleeping by her sleeping Baby. 


Amid their own delight aiid fun. 

They fiear—when every dance is done*»' 
-When every whirling bont is •o'er— I'.' 
The fiddle's sgtteak ^—that tp.blissi 

Ever followed by a kiss-? *'''' ' ’ ' ■ 

They envy not the happy'lot, • 

But enjoy their own the more ! 

While thus out jocu^ Travellers fare* 
Up springs the Sailor from his chair—.' 
Limps (for 1 might have told betoe " 
That he was Paine) across the noor— ' 

Is gone—returns—and with a prize ; 
With what ?—A Ship of lusty size ; .. 

A gallant stately* Man-of-War, 

Fixed on a smoothly-sliding car. 

Surprise to all, but most surprise 
To Benjamin, who rubs bis eyes. 

Not knbwing that he had befriended^*''" 

A kian so gloriously attended ! .s 
“ This,” cries the Sailor. A Third- 
rate is— 

Stand bock, and shall see her 

gratis ! 

Thi^ was th^ Flag-ship at the Nile, 

The Vanguard—you “niay smirk and 
smile. 

Hut, pretty Maid, ifyou look near, 

You’k find you’ve r.tiuch in little here 1 
A nobler ship did never swim 
\nd you shall see her in full trim : 

I’ll set, my friends, to do you honour. 

Set every inch of sail upon her.” 

So said, so done ; and masts, sails, vards. 
He names them all; and interlards 
His speech with uncouth terms of art. 
Accomplished in the showman’s part; 
And then, as from a sudden check, 

Cries out—" ’ Tis there, the quarter-deck 
On which brave Admiral Nelson stood— 
\ sight that would have roused your' 
blood! 

One eye he had, which, bright as ten. 
Burned like a fire among his men ; 

Let this be land, and that be sea. 

Here lav the French—and thus came we I” , 
Pliish'edwas by this the fiddle’s sound. 
The dancers all were gathered round, 
And, such the stillness of the house 
You might have heard a nibbling mouse 
While, borrowing helps where’er he may, 
The Sailor through the story runs 
Of ships to ships and guns to guns ; 

And does his utmost to-display 
The digmal conflict, and the might 
And terror .of that marvellous night 1 
” A bowl, a bowl of double mea= ure,” 
Cries Benjamin, “ a draught of length. 
To Nelson, England’s pride and tre'snre. 
Her bulwark and her toWer of strength ! ” 


4-^,With bowl that sped from hand to , 
4umd» . I' 1 


1 At tbs clow of each strathspey, or jfg, a 
ortkahir -note ficom the Mdleusummom 

r.^, Syeeabl? duty In wUxting fits 
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When hdd.«ei3:e(l the 

The ma^iSj from heneath the waggon; 
Where he lay, watchful as a dr^on, • 
Rattled his chain ;—'twas aU iii"vaui. 
For Benjamin, triumphant soul I 
He Iftacd the monitbrv growl; 

Heard—and in opposition quaffed 
A deep, determined, desperate draught! 

8 or did the battered Tar forget, 
b flinch from ^hat he deemed 'his debt: 
TJ^en, like a hero crowned with laurel. 
Back toJier place the ship he led ; 
WheelCTHxer back in ful> apparel; 

And so, flag flying at mast head. 
Re-yoked ner 'to the Ass ;—anon. 

Cries Benjamin, " W« must be gone." 
Thus, after tw© hours’ hearty stay. 
Again behold them on their way ! 

CANl'O THIRD ^ 

Right gladly had the horses stirred, 
Wflen theV*^he wished-for greeting heard, 
The whip’s loud notice^from the door. 
That they were^free to move once more. 
You think, these doin^ must have bred 
In them dis»veartcning;, doubtr* and 
dread; » ^ 

No, not a horse ©f,all the‘eight. 
Although it be a moonless night, 

Feirs either for hirhself or freiirlrt ; 

For this»they know (and let it hide. 
Inpart, the 'offences of their guide) 

That Benjamin, with clouded brains. 

Is worth the best with all their pains ; 
And, it they had a prayer to make. 

The pr.aver would be that they may take 
With him whatever comes in Voiirso, 

The better fortune or the worse . 

That no one else may have business near 
them. 

And, drunk or sober, he may steer them. 

So, forth in dauntless mood they fare. 
And .with them goes the guardian pair. 

Now, heroes, for the true commotion. 
The triumph of your late devotion ! 

Can aught on earth impede delight, 
mounting to a higher height; 

Afid higher still—a greedy flight! 

' Can any low-born care pursue her. 

Can anvinortal clog come to her ? 

No notion have they—not a thought, 

‘ That 1$ from joyless regions brought! 
And, while they coast the silent lake, i 
Their inspiration T partake; , 

Share their empyreal spirits—y^a. 

With their enraptured vision, see— 

D fancy—what a jubilee ! 

What shifting pictures—clad in gleams 
. Of colour bright as feverish dreams I 
Earth, spangle<$sky, and l^e serene, 
Involved and re.stlesa all—a scene- 


U5 

Pregnant with mutual exaltation. 

Rich change, and multiplied creation 1 
This sight to me the Muse imparts 
Anii then, what kindness in their hearts I 
W! at tears of rapture, what vow-making, 
Pr found entreaties,*and hand-shaking ! 
W) at solemn, vacant, interlacing, 

AsSif they’d fall asleep embracing 1 
Then, in the turbulence of glee. 

And in the excess of amity. 

Says Benj-ainin, " That Ass of thine, 

Hfi spoils thv sport, and hinders mine ; 

If he were tethered to the waggon. 

He’d drag as well what he is dragging; 

.And w’e, as brother should with brother 
Mi^t trudge it alongside each other I ’’ 

Forthwith’, obedient to command. 

The horses made a quiet stand ; 

And to the w’aggoirs skirts was tied 
The Creature, by the Mastiff’s side. 

The Mastiff wondering, and perplext 
With dread of w'hat will happen next, 
And thinking it but sorry cheer. 

To have such company so near I 

This new' arrangement made, the Wain 
Through the still night proceeds again s , 
No .Moon hath risen her light to lend ; 
But indistinctly may be kenned 
The VAverARD, following close behind^ 
Sails spread, as if to catch the wind ! iS' 

*' Thy wife and child are snug and 
w'nrm, 

Thv ship will travel without harm; 

I like,” said Benjamin, “ her shape and 
stature : 

And this of mine— this bulky creature 
Of which I have the steering—this. 

Seen fairly, is not much amiss I 
We want your streamers, friend, -you 
know ; 

Bfft, altogether as we go. 

We make a kind of handsome show 1 
Among these hills, from first to last. 
We’ve weathered many a furious blast; 
Hard passage forcing on, with hq^d 
Against the storm, and canvas spread. 

I hate a boaster : but to thee 
Will say’t, who kuow’st both land and 
sea. 

The unluckiest hulk that stems the brine 
Is hardly worse beset than mine. 

When cross-winds on her quarter beat t ' 
And, fairly lifted from my leet, 

I stagger onward—heaven knows how ; 
But not so pleasantly as now : 

Poor pilot I, by snows confounded. 

And many a foundrous pit surrounded I 
Yet here we arc, by night and day^ 
Grinding through rough and smooth oux 
way; 

* T Xf 
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Tiirougb foul and fair our task fulBlling ; 
And long shall be so yet—God willing ! ’’ 
“ Ay.” said the Tar, “ through fair 
and foul— i 

But save J^lS from yon screeching owl I ” 
That instant was begun a fray i 
Which called their thoughts another wiy; 
The raastifl, ill>eonditiuned carl ! 

What must he do but growl and snarl, 
Still mure and meure dissalisBed 
With the meek comrade at his side ! , 
Till, not incensed though put to prefof. 
The Ass. uplifting a hind hoof. 

Salutes the Mastiff on the head ; 

And so were better mamu'rs bred, *■ 
And all was calm and quieled- 

“ Yon screech-owl,” sayS the Sailor. 
• turning 

Back to his former cause of mourning, 
“ Yon owl !—*pray God that all be well ! 
^ 'Tis worse than any funeral bell ; 

As sure as I've the gilt of sight. 

We shall be meeting ghosts to-night ! ” 
—Said Benjamin, “ This whip shall lay 
A thousand, if they cross our wav- 
I know that Wanton’s noisy station, 

1 know him and his occupation ; 

The jolly bird hath learned his cheer 
Upon the hanks of Windenncrc : 

Wbere a tribe of them make merry. 
Mocking the Man that keeps the ferry; 
Hallooing from an open throat. 

Like travellers shouting for a boat. 

—The tricks he learned at Windtirmea'e 
This vagrant owl is playing here— 
'That is the worst of tiis employment : 
He's at the top of his enjoyment ! ” 

This explanation stilled the alorni, 
Cured the foreboder UUe a charm ; 

This, and the manner, and the voice. 
Summoned the Sailor to rejoice ; 

His heart is up —he fears no evil 
From life or death, from man or devil ; 
He wheels—and. making many stops. 
Brandished his crutch against the 
mountain tops ; 

And, wit.ile he talked of blows and scars, 
Benjamin, among the stars. 

Beheld a dancing—and a glancing ; 

Such retreating and advancing 

As, 1 ween, was never seen 

In bloodiest battle since the days of Mars ! 

CANTO FOURTH 

Thus they, with freaks of proud delight, 
Beguile the remnant of the iiigtit; 

And many a snatch of jovial song 
Regales them as they wind along ; 

While to the music, from on high. 

The echoes make a glad reply.— 

But the sage Muse the revel heeds 
No farther than her story needs; 


Nor will she servilely attend 
The loitering journey to its end. 

—BUtlie spirits of hw own impel 
The Miise, who scents the morning air. 

To take of this transported p«r t 

A brief and unreproved farewrell; ' 

To quit the slow-paced waggon’s side, 
'And wander down yon hawthorn dell, 
With murmuring Greta for her guide. . 
—There doth she ken the awful form 
Of Raven-crag—black as a storui-j*. 
Glimmering through the twilmht pale ; 
And Ghimmer-drag.i his tall twi&tnrother. 
Each peering forth to meet the other , 
And, while she roves througH'St. John's 
Vale, ‘ ♦ 

Along ^the smooth unpathwayed plain, 
By sheep-track or through cottage lane. 
Where no disturbance comes to mtrude ■ 
Upon thfe pensive solitude, ‘ 

Her ^unsuspecting eye, perchance. 

With the rude shepherd ^^ favoured 
glance, 

Beholds the faesies in ^rray. 

Whose p.^rty-coloured garments gay 
The silent company betfay : 

Red, Mreen. arfd-Jbluc ; a liioment’s sight 1 
For Skiddaw-top'with roky light 
Is touched- -and all tk^ band take flight. 
—Fly jlso. Muse ! j^iid from the dell 
Mount to the ridge of Nathdalc, Fell : 
Theiicc, look thou forth o’er vA-jod and 
lawn 

Hoar with the frost-like dews of dawn; 


Across yon meadowy bottom look- 
Where close fogs hide their parent brook ; 
And see, beyond that hamlet small. 

The ruined towers of Thrclkeld-hall, 
Lurking in a double shade. 

By trees and lingering twilight made ! 
'I'hcrc, at Blencathra’s rugged feet. 

Sir I,ancelot gave a safe retreat 
'I'o noble Clifford ; from annoy 
Concealed the persecuted boy. 

Well pleased in rustic garb to feed 
Ilis flock, and pipe on shepherd’s reed 
Among this multitude of hills. 

Crags, woodlands, waterfEiIls. and rills ; 
Which soon the morning shall enfold. 
From east to west, in ample vest 
Of massy gloom and radiance J[told. 

The mists, that o’er the streamlet’s bed 
Hung low, begin to rise and spread ; 
Even while I speak, their skirts of grey 
Arp smitten by a silver ray ; 

•And lo !—up Castrigg’s “naked steep 
(Where,* smoothly urged, the vapours 
sweep 

Along—and scatter and divide. 

Like fleecv clouds self-multiplied) 

The stately waggon is ascending. * 
With faithful Benjamin attending. 

1 The crag of the evra lamb. 
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Apparent^ now beside his team— , 
Now lost amid a glittering steaiA : 

And with him goes his Sailor^tiend, 

time near their Journey’s end ; 
And, after thdr h^h-tninded riot. 
Sickening into thoughtful quiet; 

As if the morning’s pleasant hour. 

•liad for their joys a killing power. 

And. sooth, for Benjamin a vein 
Is- opened of still deeper pain 
As if hjgriieart by notes^werc stung 
From out the lowly hedgerows flung ; 

As if the warbler lost in light 
Reproved his soaring^ of the night. 

In strains of rapture pure and holy 
Upbraided his distempered folly. 

II^Drooping is he, his step is dull; 
the horses stretch and pull ;• » 

Witli increasing vigour climb, 

Eager to repair lost time : 

Whether, by their own desert. 

Knowing what -'^use there is for shame. 
They are labo'armg to avert 
As much as mag be of the»blanie, t 
Which, they f-sresee, soon alight 
Upon his head, in Mespite 

Of all his tailings, they love best: 
Whether for him they are distrAt, 

Or, by length of fasting roused, 

Arc iinpatinnt to be housed : 

Up against the hill they strain 
•Tugging at the iron chain. 

Tugging all with might and main. 

Last and foremost, every horse 
To the utmost of liis force ! 

'And the smoke and respiration. 

Rising like an exhalation. 

Blend with the mist—a moving shroud 
To form, an undissolving cloud ; 

Which, with slant ray, the merry sun 
Takes difdight to play upon. 

Never golden-haired Apollo. 

Pleased some favourite chief to follow 
Through accidents of peace or war. 

In a perilous moment threw 
Around the object of his care 
Veil of such celestial hue j 
Interposed so bright a screen— 
and4ils enemies between! 

Alas ! what boots it ?—who can hide. 
When the malicious Fates are bent • 
On working oufc an ill intent ? , 

Can destiny be turned aside ? « 

■ No—sad process of my story ! 
Benjamin, this outward glory 
Cannot shield thee from thv Master, 
Who^from Keswick has pricked forth, 
Soiir and surly As the north ; 

And, in fear of some disaster, 

Comes to gijre what kelp ho may, 

An4 to hear wnat thou canst Say; V 


If, as needs he must forebode, 

Timti hast been loitering on the road I 
Hs fears, his doubts, may now take 

I flight— • 

Tlfc wished-for object is in sight; 

Y^, trust the Muse, it rather hath 
Stirred him up to livelier wrath ; 

Which he stifles, moody man ! 

With all the patience that he can; 

Tr^ the end that, at your meeting. 

He may give thee decent greeting. 

There he is—resolved to stop, 

Til^ the waggon gains the top ■, 

But. stop he cannot—^must advance : 
Him BenjaTuin, with lucky glance. 

Espies—and instantly is ready. 
Self-collected, poised, and steady : 

And, to be the better seen. 

Issues from his radiant shroud. 

From his close-attending cloud. 

With careless air and open mien. 

Jirect his port, and firm his going ; 

So struts yon cock that now is crowing ; 
And the morning light in grace 
Strikes upon his lifted face. 

Hurrying the pallid hue away v 
Tiiat might his trespasses betray. 

But what can all avail to clear him. 

Or what need of explanation. 

Parley or interrogation ? 

For the Master secs, alas ! 

That unhai>py Figure near him. 
Limping o’er "the dewy grass, 

Where the road it fringes, sweet. 

Soft and cool to way-worn feet; 

And, O indignity! an Ass, 

By his noble Mastiff’s side. 

Tethered to the waggon’s tail: 

And the ship, in all her pride. 

Following after in full sail I 
Not to speak of babe and mother; 
Who, contented with each* other. 

And snug as birds in leafy arbour, 

Find, within, a blessed harbour ! 

With eager eyes the Master pries; 
Looks in and out, and throui^ and 
through ; 

Says nothing—till at last he spies 
A wound upon the mastiff’s head, 

A wound, where plainly might be read 
What feats an Ass's hoof can do ! 

> But drop the rest:—this aggravation, 

, This complicated provocation, 

A hoard of grievances unsealed ; 

All past forgiveness it repealed; 

And thus, and through distempered blood 
On both sides. Benjamin the good. 

The patient, and the tender-hearted. 
Was from his team and waggon parted •, 
When duty of that day was o’er. 

Laid down his whip—and served no 
more,— 
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Nor could the waggon long survive^ 
Which Benjamin had ceased to drive 
It lingered on ;—guide after guide 
Ambitiously the office tried ; 

But each unmanageable hill 
Called ioT his patience* and kis skill |f— 
And sure it is, that through this night, 
And what the nK)riiiiigbrought to light. 
Two losses had we to sustain. 

We lost both Waccvonrr and Wain !j 

Accept, O Friend, for praise or blairie. 
The gift of this adventurous song ; 

A record which 1 dared to frame. * 
Though timid scruples cheeked rnc lo’ng ; 
They checked me—and 1 leyt tlie theme 
Untouched ;—hi spite of inaiiv a gleam 
Of fancy which thereon was shed, 

Like pleasant sunbeams shifting still 
Upon the side of a distant hill: 

But Nature might nt)t be gainsaid ; 

Fat -what 1 have and w\\at \ nuss 
T sing of tlicse :—it makes my bliss ! 
Nor is it I who jilays the 7 >art, 

But a shy spirit iti my heart, 

.That comes and goes—will sometimes 
leap 

From hiding-places ten years deep ; 

Or haunts me with familiar face. 
Returning, like a ghost unlaid. 

Until the debt I owe be p.iid. 

Forgive me. then ; for 1 had been 
On friendly terms with this Machine : 

In him, while he was wont to trace 
ur roads, through many a long year’s 
space, 

A living almanack had we ; 

We had a speaking diary, 

That in this uneventful place. 

Gave to the days a mark and name 
By which we knew them when they came. 
—Yes, 1. and all about me here. 
Through all the changes of the vear. 

Had seen him through the mnuntains go, 


It^, pomp of mist or pomp of snow, , 
Majesti(»lly huge and slow : / 

Or, with a milder grace adorning { 

The landscape of a ^pnmer’s^mcK'Bing ; ' 
While Grasmere smoothed her liquid 
The moving image to detain; rmein 
And mighty Fairfield, with a chime 
Of echoea, to his march kept time ; 

When little other business stirred. 

And little other sound was heard ; 

In that delicious hour of balin.'*:^ 
Stillness, solitude, and calm, 

While yet the villey is arrayed. 

On this.sidq with a.^ober shade ; % 

On that is prodigally bright— 

Crag, lawn, and wood—with rosy light. 
-■-But most of all, thou lordly Wain ! 

I wish tojiave thee here again, 

Whe*^* Windows flap and chimney 
And all is dismal out of doors ; 

And, sitting by iny fire, 1 see ' 
FAght sorry carls^o less a train \ 
Unworthy successors of *|iee. 

Come straggling through^the wind and 

r.^iin: , t 

And oft, a.s the''? p/iss slowly 011 , 

Beneath my wlndow.s, one by one. 

See, perched upon the naked height * 
The siiiAinit of a cuirdiroiis freight, 

I A. single traveller—and there >» 

Another ; then perhaps a p.air— 

The lame, the sicklv, and the old : 

Men, Women, heartless with the cold ; 
And babes in wet and starveling plight; 
Which once, be weather as it might. 
Had still a nest within a nest, . 

Thy shelter—and tlusir mother’s breast I 
Then most 'df all, tlien far the most. 

Do I regret what we have lost; 

Am grieved for that unhappy sin 
Which robbed us of good Benjamin ;— 
And of his stately Charge, which none 
Could keep alive when He was gone I 

1805. 
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I Uplifted, he, as through an instrument, 

THF.RT! WAS A BOY Blew mimic hootings to the silqnt owls. 

There was a Boy ; ye knew him well. That they might answer him.—And 
ye cliffs they would shout 

And islands of Winander !—many a Across the watery vale, and shout again, 
time, Kesponsive to his call,—with quivering 

At evening, when the earliest stars began '* peals. 

To move along the edges of the hills. And lou^ halloos, and screams, and 
Rising or setting, would be stand alone, echoes loud 

Beneath the trees, or by the glimmering Redoubled and redoubled: concourse wild 
lake ; Of jocund din ! And, when there came 

And there, with fingers interwoven, a pause « , ' 

both hands Of silence such as baffled his best skill: 

Pressed clo^ly palm to palm and to his Then, sometimes, in that silence, while 
,■ ' mouth ; . , he hung * * 
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listening, a gentle shock of mild surprise 
, Has carried far into his heart the voice 
Of mountaiu^tocrents; or thet visible 
scene 

* Would enter unawares into his mind 
With all its solemn imagery, its rocks. 
Its floods, and that uncertain heaven 
received 

*Iwto the bosom of the steady lake. 

This boy was taken from his mate.s, 
an^^^ied 

In childhood, ere he was flill twelve years 
old. 

Pre-eminent in beauty is the vale 
Where he was born and bred!: the 
church-yard hangs 

Upon a slope above the village-school ; 
And, through that church-yard when rnv 
, way has led • 

On ' summer-eveuings. I believe, *that 
0 there 

A Tong half-hour together 1 have stood 
Mute—looking the ^avc in which he 

lies! 

• n , • 

TO-THE CUCKOO 
O BLITHE New-ccJtticr ! I have heard, 

I Hbar thee and rejq^ce.' , 

O Cuckop ! shall I call thee bird. 

Or but a wandering Voice ? 

While I am lying on the grass 
•Thy twofold shout I hear. 

From hill to hill it seems to pass. 

At once far off, and near. 

Though babbling only to the Vale, 

Of sunshine and of flowers,. 

Thou bringest unto me a tale 
Of visionary hours. 

Thrice welcome, darling of the Spring ! 
Even yet thou art to me 
No bird, but an invisible thing. 

A voice, a mystery : 

The same whom in my school-boy days 
I listened to; that Cry 
Which made me look a thousand ways 
In bush, and tree, and sky. 

To seek thee did I often rove 
Through woods and on the green ; 

.\nd thou wert stUl a hope, a love ; 

' itill longed for, never seen. . , 

And 1 can listen to thee yet; ^ 

Can lie upon the plain ' * 

And listen, till I do beget 
That golden time again. 

O blessed Bird I the earth we pace 
Again appears to be * 

An unsubstantial, faery place; 

That is fit h|om^ for Thee 1 , 1804 . 


III 

A NIGHT PIECE 

I -The sky is overcast 

Wfth a continuous cloud of texture close, 
Htmvy and wan, all whitened by the 
I Moon, 

Wlich through that veil is indistinctly 
seen, 

A dull, contracted circle, yielding light 
So feebly spread, that not a shadow falls, 
Clsequering the ground—from rock, 
plant, tree, or tower. 

At length a pleasant instantaneous 
gleam 

Statics the pciisi\'c traveller while he 
treads , 

His lonesome path, with unobserving eye 
Bent earthwards; he looks up—the 
clouds arc split 

Asunder,— and above his head he sees 
The clear Moon, and the glory of the 
heavens. 

There, in a black-Irtue vault she sails 
along, 

Followed by multitudes of stars, that, 
small 

.\iid sharp, and bright, along the dark i 
abyss 

Drive as she drives; how fast they 
wheel away. 

Yet vanish not i—the wind is in the tree. 
But they are silent ;—still they roll along 
Immeasurably distant : and the vault, 
‘Built round by those white clouds, 
enormous clotuls. 

Still deepens its unfathomable depth. * 
At length the Vision closes; aud the 
mind. 

Not undisturbed by the delight it feels. 
Which slowly settles into peaceful calm. 
Is left to muse upon the solemn scene. 

IV 

AIREY-FORCE VALLEY 

-Not a breath of ait 

Ruffles the bosom of this leafy glun. 

From the brook’s margin, wide &ound,, 
the trees 

Are stedfast as the rucks ; the brook 
itself 

Old as the hills that feed it from afar. 
Doth rather deepen than disturb the calm 
Where all things else are still and motion¬ 
less. 

And lyet, even now, a little, breeze, 
perchance 

Escaped from boisterous winds that 
raged without. 

Has entered, by the sturdy oaks unfelt. 
But to its gentle touch how sensitive 
Is the light ash I that, pendant from 
the. brow 
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yon dim cave, in seeming silence 
makes 

A soft-eye music of slow-waving bouvhs, 
' Powerful almost as vocal harmony | 

To stay the wandeser’s steps and soq he 
his thoughts. ' 

V 

YEW-TREES 

Thfre is a Yew-tree, pride of Lorton 
Vale, / 

Which to this da}' stands single, in the 
midst 

Of its own darkness, as it stood of yore : 
Not loth to furnish weapons for the brfnds 
Of Umfraville or Percy cre th^y inarched 
To Scotland’s heaths; oi* those that 
■ crossed the sea 

And drew their sounding bows at 
A^incour, 

Perhaps at earlier Crery, or I’oic.tiers. 

Of vast circumference and glooin ])ro- 
found 

This solitary Tree ! a living thing 
u Produced too slowly ever to decay ; 
fi^Of form and aspect’ton inagnificent 
}vTo be do.stn)yed. Hut worthier still 
of note 

Arc those fraternal Four of Borrowdalc. 
Joined in one scjleinn and capacious 
grove ; 

Huge trunks! and each particular 
trunk a growth 

Of intertwisted fibres serpentine 
Up-coiling, and inveteratcly convolved ; 
iNor uninformed w'ilh Phantasy, and looks 
That threaten the iwofane j—a pdlared 
shade. 

Upon whose grassless floor of red-brown 
hue. 

By sbeddings from the pining umbrage 
tinged 

Perennially—beneath whose sable roof 
Of boughs,'as if for festal purpose, decked 
With unrcjoiciiig berries — ghostly Shapes 
May meet at noontide ; Fear and tremb- 
" liivj Hope. 

lienee and Foresight: Death the Skeleton 
And Time tlie Shadow;—there, to cele¬ 
brate. 

As in a natural temple scattered o’er 
With altars undisturbed of mossy stone. 
United worship j or in mute repose 
To fie. and listen to the mountain flood 
Murmuring from Glaramara's Inmost 
Caves. i 8 b 3 . 

VI ^ 

. . NUTTING 


-It seems a day 


(l speak of one from many singled out) 
One of those heavenly days that cannot 
die; f 


When, in the eagerness of boyish hope^ 

I left our cottage^threshold, sallying 
' for<th 

With a huge wallet o’Ce zny shouldersli 
slung. . n '' 

A nutting-crook in hand; and turned 
my steps 

Tow’rd some far-dbtant wood, a Figure 
quaiCnt, * ■ 

Tricked out in proud disguise of cast-oS 
Weeds 

Which for tha/ service bad 4,A**n hus¬ 
banded. 

By exhortation of my frugal (Dame— 
Motley^accoutreingnt, of power to sm% 

At thorns, and brakes, and brambles,— 
and, in truth. 

More ragged than need was I O’et . 
patUcss rocks. 

Thnjk'igh beds of matted fern, and tangma" 
thickets, 

I’orcing my way, I came to one dear nook 
Unvisited, whcr^iot a broken bough 
Drooped with its withe^td leaves, ungra¬ 
cious sign «« 

Of don'astatior.; but th^ hazels rose 
Tall and erect*, with tenipting clusters 
hung, * , 4, 

.4 virgin scene !—A little while 1 sta|>d. 
Breathing with suclf suppression of the 
heart • 

As joy delights in; and, with wise 
restraint 

Voluptuous, fearless of arrival, eyed * 
The banquet;—or beneath the trees I 
sate 

Among the flowers, and with the flovicrs 
I played; 

A temper known to those, who, after 
long 

And weary expectation, have been blest 
With sudden happiness beyond all hope. 
Perhaps it w.as a bower beneath whose 
leaves 

The violets of five seasons re-appear 
And fade, unseen bv any human eye; 
Where fairy water-breaks do murmur on 
For ever : and I saw the sparkling foam. 
And—with my cheek on one of those 
green stories 

That, fleeced with moss, lift dec the 
shady trees, 

Lav round me, scattered like a flock of 
• sheep— 

heard the murmur and .the murmuring 
soued, 

I n that sweet mood when pleasure 
loves to pay 

Tribute to ease ; aid, of its ioy .secure. 
The heart Ipxuriates with iridlffgrent ' 
things. 

Wasting its kindliness on stocks and 
stones. * . 
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And on the vacant air. Then up 1 rose, 
^And dragged to earth hoth branch and 
I bough.'with crash t 

■And mereliess ravage: and the shady 
* <U)ok • 

Of hazels, and the green and mossy 
Bower, 

Deformed and sullied, patiently gave up 
T4Kir quiet being and. unless 1 now 
Confound my present feelings with the 

J iast; 

roui^he mutilated bower 1 turned 
Exulting, rich beyond the wealth of 
kings, • 

1 felt a sense-of pain ^hen 1 beheld 
The silent trees, and saw the intruding 
sky.— • 

Then, dearest Maiden, move along these 
shades ■ 

Iff^'entlcness qf heart; with genttc Vand 
Touch—for there is a spirit in the woc»ds. 

• 1790- 

VII a 

THE i^PLON PASS 

--ipyBROOic agd road* 

Were fellow-tiavellcrs, iA this gloomy 
Pass, , - • I 

And with tbcni did we journey sewral 
hours • • 

At a stow step. The iiriiiicasMrablc 
height 

Of woods decaying, never to he decayed, 
•"rhe stationary blasts of waterfalls- 
And in the narrow rent, at every turn. 
Winds thwarting winds bewildered and 
forlorn, 

The torrents shooting from tlie clear 
blue sky. 

The rocks that muttered close upon t,>ur 
ears, 

Black drizzling crags that spake by the 
wayside 

As if a voice were in them, the sick sight 
And giddy prosjiect of the raviiig stream. 
The unfettered clouds and region of the 
heavens. 

Tumult and peace, the darkness and the 
light— 

Were all like W'oikings of one mind, the 
^ featvites 

Of the same face, blossoms upon one 
tree. 

Characters of the great Apocalypse, . « 
The types and,pymbols of Eternity, 

Of first, and last, and midst, and without 
end. Z799> 

VIII J ^ 

-She jiras a Phantom of delight 
When first she iricamed upim my sight; 
A lovely Apparition, sent 
To be a mome^’s oi^nament; 


Her eyes as stars of Twilight fair : 
lake Twilight’s, too, her dusky hair; 

But all things else about her drawn 
Frrln May-time and the cheerful Dawn ; 
A dlncing Shape, an Image gay, 
Tolaiint, to startle, and way-lay. 

I si«v her upon nearer view, 

A Spirit, yet a Woman too ! 

Her household motions light and free. 
And steps of virgiu-Uberty ; 

A ilounteuaiiee in which did meet 
Sweet records, promises as sweet; 

A Creature not too bright or good 
For^iuiiian nature’s daily food ; 

For transient sorrows, simple vriles. 
Praise, bJaiug, love, kisses, tears, and 
siiiLles. 

And now 1 see with eye serene 
The very pulse of the machine ; 

A Being brc.athiiig tlioughtful breath, 

A Traveller between life and death ; 

The reason hnn, the temperate will, 
laidurarice. foresight, strength, and 
skill: 

A perfect Woman, nobly planned, 

To warn, to eornfort, and command; , j 
And yet a Spirit still, and bright ^ 

With Something of angelic light. 

1S04. 

IX 

O Nir.HTi.'iGALii! thou surelv art 
A creature of a “ fiery heart ” :— 

These notes of time—they pierce and 
pierce ; 

Tiiiiiultuons harmony and fierre ! 

Thou sing'St as if the God of wine 
Had helped thee to a Valentine ; 

A song in mockery and despite 
Of sliades, and dews, and silent night; 
And steady bliss, and all the loves 
Now sleeping in these peaceful groves. 

I heard a Stock-dove .sing or say 
His liomelv talc, this very day : 

Ills voice was buried among trees, 

Yet to be comc-at by the breezcit 
He did not cease; but cvK>cd—and 
cooed ; 

And somew'hat pensively he wooed ; 

He sang of love, with quiet blending. 
Slow to begin, and never ending; 

Of serious faith, and inward glee ; 

That was the song—the song for me 1 

1806. 
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Three years she grew in sun and shower. 
Then Nature said, “ A loveliet flower 
On earth was never, sown : 

This Child I to myself will take ; 

She shall be mine, and I will make 
A Lady of my own. 
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1 ' 


Mjrself will to my darling be 
Both law and impulse : and with me 
The Girl, in rock and plain. 

In earth and heaven, in glade and 
Shall feel an overifeeing power 
To kindle or restrain. 

She shall be sportive as the fawn 
That wild with glee across the lawn 
Or up the mountain springs ; 

Aq iLh er’s. sliall be the br^thiiig balm. 
Anr^her’s the silence and,the calm 
Of mute insensate things. 

The floating clouds their state sliall lend 
To her ; for her the willow bend ; * 

'Nor shall she fail to see 
Kven in the motions of tHe Storm 
Grace that shall mould the Maiden's 
form 

By silent sympathy. 

The stars of midnight shall be dear 
To her ; and she shall lean her ear 
In many a secret place 
Where rivulets dance their wayward 
round, 

Lnd beauty born of murmuring sound 
^hall pass into her face. 

,-j‘^And vital feelings of delight 

Shall rear her form to «itately height. 
Her virgin bosom swell; 

Such thoughts to Lucy I will give 
While she and I together live 
Here in this happy dell.” 

Thus Nature st>.akc—The work was 
done— 

How soon, mv Lucy’s race was run ! 

She died, and left to me 

This heath, this ralin, and tpiiet scene; 

The memory of what has been. 

And never more w'ill be. x 799 > 

XI 

A SLUMUEK did iny spirit seal; 

» 1 had no human fears : 

She seemed a thing that could not leel 
TIA- touch of earthly years. 

No motion has she now. no force; 

She neither hears nor sees ; 

HoUed round in earth’s diurnal course, 
W'ith rocks, and stones, and trees. 

1799- 

XII 

I WANDERITD lonely as a cloud ' 

That floats on high o’er vales and hills, 
. 'When all at once 1 saw a crowd, 

A host, of golden daffodils ; 

Beside the lake, beneath the trees, 

- fluttering,and dancing in the breeze. 

, Continuous as the stars that shine 
/ And twinlde on the milky way; . 


They stretched ik never*ending line 
4 iong the margin .pf a bay : I, 

Ten tlA>usand sawIPat a glance, L 

Tossing their heads in . sprightly daace| 

The waves beside them '(danced * but 
they * :• 

Out-did the sparkling waves in glee; 

A poetjpoiild not but be gay, ^ « 

In such a jocund company : 

I gared—and gazed—but little thought 
What wealth the show tome hg^rought: 

For oft, when on'-my conch I lie ^ 

In vacant or in pensive mood. 

They flash upon,>that inward eye 
Which is the bliss of solitude ; 

And then my heart with pleasure fills. 
And dances with the daffodils. 

r 

• “ XIII ^ 

THE REVERIE OP PpOR SUBAN 
Ax the corner^of Wood Street, when 
daylight appears,^ 

Har^s a Thrush that loud, it has 
‘sung fof three yeafs; 

Poor Susan bes (lassed by the spot, and 
has heard ‘ " 

In the silence of morning the song of the 
Bird. 

’Tis a note of enchantment: what ails 
her ? She sees 

A mountain ascending, a vision of trees f 
Bright volumes of vapour through Loth- 
bury glide, ^ 

And a river flowes on through the vale of 
Cheapside. 

Green pastures she views in the midst of 
the dale, 

Down which she so often has tripped with 
her pail; 

And a single small cottage, a neqil; like a 
dove’s. 

The one only dwelling on earth that she 
loves. 

She looks, and her heart is in heaven r 
but they fade. 

The mist and the river, the hill and the 
shade: 

The stream will not flow, and the hill 
will not rise, 

And the colours have all passed away, 
from her eves ! * 

1797- 

^ ■ XIV . 

^ POWER OF MUSIC 
Ah Orpheu^ I an Orpheus! yes,cvPaith, 
may grow bold, * 

And take to herself all the wonders of. 

old *, rf:’ '• 
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Near the stately Pantheon' you'll meet 
with the Same 

‘%n the street t^v £rom Oxford hath 
borrowed its n^e. 

His •station is there ; and he works on 
^ the crowd. 

He sways them with harmony merry 
and loud; 

'^e fills with his power all their hearts to 
the brim— 

Was aiiA'ht ever heard like his fiddle 
a*f(trhiin ? * 

What ca^er assembly f what an 
empire is this ! 

Tlie weary have ifte, and the hungry 
have bliss; « 

The mourner is cheered, and the anxious 
have rest: ^ 

*‘And the guilt-burthened soul ismo longer 
oppresf. ^ 

/fs the Moon brightens mund her the 
clouds of the m-iht. 

So He, where'#Ie stands, is a centre of 
light; * 

It gleams on«the face, there, o^dusky- 
browed*J ack, * * 

And the pale-visaiged Dailer’s, w’th basket 
on back. 

That ^ erraiid'bouiid ^ 'Prentice was 
passing in haste— 

What matter! he’s caught—and his 
time runs to waste : 

The Newsman is stopped- though he 
stops on the fret: 

And the half'brcathless Lamplighter— 
he’s in the net! 

The P<irter sits down on the weight which 

• he bore ; 

The Lass w'itb her barrow wheels hither 
her store:— 

If ^thief could be here he might pilfer 
'Wfkt ease; » 

She sees the Musician, 'tis all that she 
sees! 

He stands, backed by the wall; —he 
I abates not his din ; 

' HU hat gives him vigour, with boons 
dropping in. 

From xhe old and the young, from the 
poorest: and there ! 

The one-pennied Boy has his penny to 
spare. • * 

O blest are'the hearers, and proud ^ 
the hand * 

Of the pleasure it spreads through so 
thankful a band: 

1 am glad for him, blind as he is 1—all 
• the white 

If they speak 'tis to praise, and they 
fKr^|w i^th a'smile. 


iS3 

That tall Man, a giant in bulk and in 
height. 

Not an inch of his body is free from 
I delight; 

C iin he keep himself stiU, if he would ? oh, 

J not he ! " 

"ilic music stirs in him like wind 
through a tree. 

Mark that Cripple who leans on his 
crutch ; like a tower 
'^hat' lung has leaned forward, leans 
hour after hour :— 

That Mother, whose spirit in fetters is 
bound. 

Vfhllc she dandles the Babe in her arms 
to the sound. 

s 

Now, coaches and chariots ! roar on like 
a stream; 

Here are twenty souls happy as souls in 
a dream : 

They are deaf to your murmurs— they 
care not for you, " 

Nor what ye are fijdng, nor what ye 
pursue ! 

X 

XV 

STAR-GAZERS 
What crowd is this ? what have we heteT' 
we must not pass it by ; 

A Telescope upon it? frame, and pointed 
to the. sky : 

Long is it as a barber’s pole, or mast of 
little boat. 

Some little pleasure-skiff, that doth 
on Thames’s waters float. 

The Show-man chooses well his place, 
’tis Leicester's busy Square ; 

And is as happy in hU night, for the 
heavens are blue and fair ; 

Calm, though impatient, is the crowd: 

each stands readv with the fee. 

And envies him that's looking ;—what 
an insight must it be ! 

Yet, Showman, where can lie tlje cause ? 

Shall thy Implement hav^lame, 

A boaster, that when he is tried, fails, 
and is put to shame ? 

Or is it good, as others are, and be their 
eyes in fault ? 

Their eyes, or minds ? or, finally, is yon 
resplendent vault ? 

Is nothing of that radiant pomp so good 
as we have here ? 

Or gives a thing but small delight that' 
never can be dear ? 

The silver moon with all her vales, and 
^ hills of mightiest fame. 

Doth she betray us when they're seen ? 
or are they but a name ? 
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Or is it rather that Conceit rapacious is 
and strong, 

And bounty never yields so much but 
it seems to do her wrong ? | 

Or is it, that when human Souls a journly 
long have had ' I 

And are returned into themselves, thly 
cannot but be sud ? 


Or must we be constrained to think 
that these Spectators rude. 

Poor in estate, of manners base, tiieii 
the multitude. 

Have souls which never-yet have risen, 
and therefore prostrate lie ? 

No, no, this cannot be :—men thiftt 
for power and majesty ! 


Does, then, a deep and earnest thought 
the blissful mind employ 

Of him who gazes, or has g.izcd ? a grave 
and steady joy. 

That doth reject all show of pride, admits 
no outward sign, 

Because not of this noisy world, but 
silent and divine ! 

PIPItiatcver be the cause, *tis sure that 
they who pry and pore 
to meet with little gain, seem loss 

Ipr' happy than before : 

One after One they t,ikc tlieir iiiru. nor 
have I one espied 

That doth not slackly go away, as if 
dissatisfied. 
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XVI 


WRITTEN IN MARCH 

WHILE RESTING ON THE BUXOGL AT TJir 
FOOT OF BROTHEk'S WATER 

The Cock is crxiwing. 

The stteam is flowing. 

The small birds twitter, 

The lake doth glitter. 

The green field sleeps in the sun ; 

The oldest and vonngest 
Are at work with the strongest; 

The caTilc are grazing. 

Their heads never raising ; 

There are forty feeding like one ! 

Like an army defeated 
The snow hath retreated. 

And now doth fare ill 
On the top of the bare hill; 

The Ploughboy is whooping—anon— 
anon : 

There's joy in the mountains ; 

There's life in the fountains ; 

Small clouds are sailing. 

Blue sky prevailing; 

The rain la over and gone I 

xSpr. 
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Lyre ! though suc^sower do in thy 
4 * ma^ live W 
As might from India’s farthest plain 
Kecal the not unwilling Maid, . t 
Assist me to detain 
The lovely Fugitive : * 

Check with thy notes the impulse 
whicli, betrayed » 

By her sweet farewell looks, I longed tc 
aid. 

Hen.* let me gazt enrapt upon Amt 
The impregnable and awe-inspiring forr 
Of contemplation, the calm pout 
By reason fenced fipm winds that sigh 
Among the restless sails of vanity. 

But if rfo wish be hers that we should 
part. 

A humblea bliss would satisfy my heart.^ 
wWberc all things are so fair. 
Enough by her dear side to breathe the 
air • 

Ot this Elyjj^an weather ; 

And. on or in. or near, ■^ihe brcKjk. espy 
Shade upon the sunshiSe lying 

JF.Tiiit .timI somew'hrit peusivelv ; 
And dowuwartl Jlinage gaily vying 
With its'upnghjf:Jiving tree 
Mid silver clouds, and openings of blue 
sky» " 

As soft almost and deep as her eflirulcan 
eye. 

Nor less the jt>y with many a glance 
Cast up the Stream or down at her 
beseechiftg. 

To mark its eddying foam-balls prettily 
di«itrest 

By ever-changing shape and want of 
rest: 

Or watch, with mutual teaching, 
The current as it plays 
In flashing leaps and stealthy 


creeps .gk 

Adown a rocky maze ; ^ 

Or i\ote. (translucent summer’s happiest 
chance if 

In the slope-channel floored with pebbles 
bright. 

Stones of all hues, gem emulous of gem. 
So vivid that they take from jf^eenest 
sight 

The liquid veil that seeks not to hide 
them. 

* . XVIII 

*■ BEGGARS 

She had sf tall man’s height or more ; 
Her face from summer’s noontide heat 
No bonnet shaded, but she wore 
A mantle, to her very feet ^ 

Descending with a gracefulifflow. 

And on her head a cap as white as new- 
fallen snow. ’ ,, 
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Her skin was of Egyptian brown: 
Haughty, as if her had seen 
Its own light to a distance thrcavn, * ^ 
She towered, fit person for a Queen 
To m lead • those ancient Amazonian 
files; 

Or fuling Bandit’s wife among the 
Grecian isles. 

Advancing, forth she stretched her 
.hand 

And begtyd an alms with doleful plra 
That ceased not; on oui* English land 
Such w<»es, I knew, could never be; 

And yet a boon I ga\'e her, for the 
creature * 

Was beautiful to see—a weed of glorious 
feature. 

1 -left her, and pursued my w.-^y ; 

And soon before me did espy * ^ 

A pair of little Boys at play, 

ClAsiiig a crimson butterfly ; 

The ^^taller followed firith his hat in 
hand, % 

Wreathed roiftid with yellow flowers 
the gayest «f the landi • 

• . ■,* * 

The other wore a fimless ^rown 
With leaves of laurel stuck about: 
And, while ^th folk>wcd up and down. 
Each wJioopiiig With a merry shout. 

In their fraternal features I could 
trace 

Unquestionable lines of that wild Sup¬ 
pliant’s face. 

Yet they, so blithe of heart, seemed fit 
For finest tasks of earth or air ; 

Wings let them have, and they might 
flit 

Precursors to Aurora’s car. 

Scattering fresh flowers; though happier 
’ far, I ween. 

To hunt their fluttering game o’er rock 
ahd level green. 

They dart across my path—^but lo. 

Each ready with a plaintive whine ! 
■V.Said I, “ not half an hour ago 
■'Your Mother has had alms of mine.” 
■‘That cannot be," one answered— 
“ sril is dead : ’’— 

1 looked reproof—they saw—^but neither 
hung his head. 

V She has been^ead, Sir, many a dav.*'*-^ 
“ Hush, boys f you’re telling me a lie f 
It was your Mother, as I say I 
And, in the twinkling of an eye, 

“ Come ! come 1 ’’ cried one, and without 
more adc^ 

Off tp some other play thb joyous Vag¬ 
rants flew I 


XIX 

SEQUEL TO THE FOREGOING, 

COMPOSED MANY YEARS AFTER 

Wt ERE are they now, those wanton 
j Boys ? 

FoJ whose free range the daedal earth 
Was filled with animated toys. 

And implements of frolic mirth ; 

With tools for ready wit to guide ; 

Aiid on I aments of seemlier pride. 

More fresh, more bright, than princes 
wear ; 

For what one moment flung aside. 
Another c.ould repair ; 

What good or evil have they seen 
Since 1 Iheir’pastimc witnes^d here. 
Their daring wiles, their sportive cheer ? 

I ask—but all is dark between ! 

They met me in a genial hour. 

When universal nature breathed 
As with the breath of one sweet flower,— 
A time to overrule the power 
Of discontent, and check the birth 
Of thoughts with better thoughts at 
strife. 

The most familiar bane of life 

•Since parting Innocence bequeathed " 

Mortalitv to Earth ! 

Soft clouds, the whitest of the year. 
Sailed through the sky—the brooks ran 
clear; 

The lambs from rock to rock were 
bounding ; (ing : 

With songs the budded groves resound- 
And to my heart are still endeared 
The thoughts with which it then was 
cheered; 

The faith which saw that gladsome pair 
Walk through the fire with imsinged 
hair. 

Oi», if such faith must needs de.ceive— 
Then, Spirits of beauty and of grace. 
Associates in that eager chase : 

Ye, who within the blamcl^ mind 
Your favourite seat of empire find— 
Kind Spirits ! may we not beliti^e 
That they, so happy and so fair 
Through your sweet influence, and the 
care 

Of pitying Heaven, at least w«re free 
From touch of deadly injury ? 

Destined, whate’er their earthl.v doom, 
For mercy and immortal bloom I 

XX 

GIPSIES 

Yet are they here the same unbroken 
knot 

Of human Beings, in the self-.saixie spot 1 


180Z. 
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Men, women, children, yea the frame 
Of the whole spectacle the same ! i 

Only their fire seems bolder, yielding 
light, I ^ 

Now deep and red, the colouring of 
night: 1 

That on their Gipsy-faces falls, t 

Their bed of straw and blantcet- 

walls. 

•—Twelve hours, twelve bounteous hours 
are. gone, while I 

Have been a traveller under open sk>^ 
Much witnessing of change, and cheer. 
Yet as 1 left 1 find them hi^re ! 

The weary Sun betook himself to resfc; 

Then issued Vesper Iroiu the fulgent 
west, • 

Outshining like a visible (iod 
The glorious path iii wliich he trod. 

And now, ascending, after one dark 
hour 

And one night's diminution of her power, 
Beh(>ld the mighty Moon ! this 
way 

She looks as if at tliem—but they 

Regard not her:—oh better wrung and 
^ _ strife 

ijfBy nature transient) than this torpid 
tr; litc ; 

'• Life which the very stars repif)\e 
As on their silent tasks they move ! 

Yet, witness all that stirs in heaven or 
earth! 

In scorn I speak not;—they are what 
their birth 

And breeding suffer them to be ; 

Wild outcasts of society I 

1807. 


There cam-. 
.• shenre— 
A milixarv ci 


a youth from Georgians 


-nt RUTH 

When Ruth was left half desolate, * < 
Her Father took another Mate; 

. And Ruth, not seven years old, 

•« A slighted child, at her own will 
' Went irandering over dale and hill. 

In thof^htlcss freedom, bold. 

And she had made a pipe of straw, 

And music from that pipe could draw 
Like sounds of winds and floods; 

Had built a bower upon the green, 

' As if she from her birth hod been 
An infant of the woods. 

Beneatb^er father’s roof, alone 
She seemed to live; her thoughts her 
own; ’ 

Herself her own delight; 

' Pleased with herself, nor sad, nor gay; 
And, passing thus the live-long day, 

She grew to woman’s height, 


A miInary casque he wore, . I- 

With splendid feathers dre^ : * 

He brought them from the CheAScees : 
The feathers nodded in the breezeN 
And made a gallant crest. 

From Indian blood you deem Iflm 
sprung: 

But no I he spake the English tongue. 
And bore a sokiier’s name ; 'T|. 

,'\ud, when America was free 
From battle and from jeopaftly. 

He ’cross the ocean came. 

With hues of genius on his cheek 
In finest tones the Youth could speak : 
While hg was yet a boy, 

The meoii, the glory of the sun, 

An J streams thalt murmur as they run. 
Had been his dearest joy. • 

He was a lovely^'outh ! I guess • 

The panther in the wi^rness 
W.as not so fair as he ; 

And,*wheii hd'ghose to rnd play. 
No dolphin eijer Vas so gSy 
Upon the tropic sea.* * 

Anioui! the Indian^ he hafl fought. 
And with him many tales he blfuught 
t)f pleasure and of fear ; 

Such tales as told to any maid 
By such a Youth, in the green shade. 
Were jicrilous to hear. 

He told of girls—a happy rout! 

Who quit their fold with dance and 
shout. 

Their pleasant Indian town. 

To gather strawberries all day long ; 
Returning with a choral song 
When daylight is gone down. 

He spake of plants that hourly change 
Their -blossoms, through a boundless 
range 

Of intermingling hues; 

With budding, fading, faded flowers 
They stand the wonder of the bowers 
From morn to evening dews. ^ 

He told of the magnolia, spread 
High as a cloud, high over head! 

Ifhe cypress and her spire ; 

flowers that with vone scarlet 
gle«un 

Cover a hundred leagues, and seem 
To set the hills on fire. 

The Youth of green savannahs spak% 
And many an'endless, enflless lake. 
With all its fairy crowds 
Of islands, that to^tber-^ie . 
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hs quietly as spots of sky 
Among the evening clouds. ■ 

'* How pleasant,*’ then he said, 

,were , 

A fisBer or a hunter there. 

In sunshine or in shade 
To wander with an easy mind ; 

«^d build a household fire, and^find 
A home in every glade ! 

What d^s and what bright years! 

Our life were life indeed, with thee 
So passed tn quiet bliss, 

And all the while,” said he, ” to know 
That we were in a world of woe. 

On such an earth as this ! ” 

And then he sometimes interwqve 
V'ond thoughts about a father’s iov .5 : 

“ For there,” said he,. are spun 
Around the heart such tender tics. 

That our own children to our eyes 
Are dharer thair the sufh. 

Sweet Ruth ! Ad could you go with me 
My helpmate iiuthc woo^» to be, • 

Our shed at iii|;ht to roar ^ 

Or run, my own ndopLed bride, 

A sylvan huntress at my slide. 

And drive the flying deer ! 

(•f • 

Fteloved Ruth ! ”—No more he said. 

The wakeful Ruth at midnight shed 
• solitary tear : 

She thought again—and did agree 
With him to sail across the sea, 

And drive the flying deer. 

” And now, as fitting is and right. 

We in the church our faith will plight. 
A husband and a wife.” 

Even so they did ; and 1 may say 
That to sweet Ruth that happy day 
Was more than human life. 

Through dream and vision did she sink. 
Delighted aU the while to think 
That on those lonesome floods, 

^d green savannahs, she should share. 
His board with lawful joy, and bear 
His name in the wild woods. 

; But, as you have before been told. 

This Stripling, sportive, gay, and bold. 
And, with his dancing crest. 

So beautiful, through savage lands * 
Had roamed aBout, with vagrant bands 
Of Indians in the West. 


Whatever in those clinics he found 
Irregular in sight or sound 
Did to his mind impart 
A I indred impulse, seemed allied 
Tc hi.s own powers, dnd justified 
Ti^, I working of his heart. 

Nor less, to feed voluptuous thought, 

The beauteous forrris of nature wrought, 
Fair trees and gorgeous flowers ; 

The breezes their own languor lent ; 

Tifc stars had feelings, which they sent 
Into those favoured bowers. 

Ye^ in his worst pursuits. Tween 
That soiuetimes there did intervene 
I’ure hopes qf high intent : 

For passions linked to forms so fair 
.And stately, needs must have their share 
Of noble sentiment. 

But ill he lived, much evil saw, 

With men to whom uo better law 
Nor better life was known ; 

Deliberately, and undeceived. 

Those wild men’s vices he received, 
And gave them back his own. 

His genius and his moral frame . " 

Were thus impaired, and he became 
The slave of low desires ; 

A Man w'ho without self-control 
Would seek what the degraded soul 
Unworthily admires. 

And yet he with no feigned delight 
Had wooed the Maiden, day and night 
Had loved her, night and morn : 

What could he less than love a Maid 
Whose heart with so much nature 
played ? 

So kind and so forlorn ! 

Sometimes, most earnestly, he said, 

” Q Ruth ! I have been worse than dead ; 
False thoughts, thoughts bold and vain 
Encompassed nie on every side 
When I, in confidence and pride, 

Had crossed the Atlantic main. 

Before me shone a glorious world — 
Fresh as a banner bright, unfurled 
To music suddenly ; 

1 looked upon those hills and plains. 

And seemed as if let loose from chains. 
To live at liberty. 

No more of this : for now, by thee 
Dear Ruth ! more happily set free 
With nobler zeal I burn ; 


Hie wind, the tempest roaring high. 

The tumult of a tropic sky, 

MigM well be dangerous fqpd 
For Him, a YcAith to whom was given 
So much of earth —fo much of heaven. 
And »ueh igapt^ous blood. 


My soul from darkness is released. 

Like the whole sky when to the east 
The morning doth return.” 

Full soon that better mind was gone ; 
No hope, no wish remained, not one,— 
They stirted him now no moreji 
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New ojjjecte did new i>lea<iure ijive, 

And once again he wished to live 
As lawless as before. 

Meanwhile, as thus with him it fareA 
They for the voyage were prepared,! 
And went to the sea-shore, I 

But, when they thither came, the Yiuth 
Deserted his poor Bride, and Huth 
Could never find him more. 

God help thee, Ruth 1—Such pains she 
had. ' 

That she in half a year w-as mad. 

And in a prison housed ; 

.And there, with manv a doleful song 
Mhde. of wild words, her cup of wrong 
She fearfully caroused. » 

Yet sometimes milder hours she knew. 
Nor wanted sun, nor rain, nor dew, 

Nor pastimes of the May ; 

--I'hey all were with her in her erll; 

And a clear brook with cheerful knell 
Did o'er the pebbles play. 

When Ruth three seasons thus had lain. 
There came a respite to her pain ; 

She from her prison fled ; 

But of the Vagrant none took thought: 
And where it liked her best she sought 
Her shelter and her bread. 

Among the fields she breathed again : 
The master-current of her brain 
Ran permanent and free ; 

And, coming to the Banks of Tone. 
There did she rest; and dwell alone 
Under the greenwood tree. 

The engines of her pain, the tords 
That shaped her sorrow, rocks and pf)ols. 
And airs that gently stir 
The vernal leaves—she loved them still; 
Nor ever taxed them with the ill 
Which had been done to her. 

A Barn her ivinter bfs3 supplies; 

But, till the warmth of summer skies 
And summer days is gone. 

(And ^ do in this tale agree) 

She slWps beneath the greenwood tree, 
And other home hath none. 

An innocent life, yet far astray ! 

And Ruth will, long before her day. 
Be broken down and old : 

Sore aches she needs must have! but 
less 

Of mind, than body’s wTetchedness, 
From damp, and rain, and cold. 

If she Is prest by want of food. 

She from her dw'elling in the wood 
Repairs to a road-Slde ; 

And there she begs at one steep i>lace 
Whttre up and down with easy pace 
Thft htirsemeo-travellers ride. 


That oaten pipe of hers is mute» 

Or thrown away ; tiut with a flute | 
Her Iclieliness she cheers : I 

This flute, made of a hemlodk stalk, " 
At evening in his homewaref walk* 

The Quantock woodman hears. ^ 

I, too. have passed her on the hills 
Setting her little water-mills «• ♦ 

By spouts and fountains udld— 

.Such small machinery as she turned 
lire she had wept, ere she ha^mur^d, 
A young and nappy Child ! ^ 

Farewell I and when thy dd^s are told. 
Ill-fated Ruth, inJiiallowed mould 
Thy corpse shall buried be. 

For tWee a funeral bell shtll ring, 

Aiid all the congregation sing 
A Christian psalm for thee. 

• ' ■ 1799 - 

XXII • 

R ESOLUTION g ND INDEPENDENCE 

Tuf.kk w'as a roaring in the wind all 
/Tight; *. % 

The rain came hehvily^ana fell in floods ; 
But now the gun is rUrng calm and bright 
The bn/ls .ire siiigingAithe distan t Woods 
Over his own sweet voice thg Stock 
dove broods ; 

The Jay makes answer as the Magpie 
chatters ; 

And all the air is filled with pleasant 
noise of waters. 


All things that love the sun are out of 
doors ; 

The sky rejoices in the morning’s birth ; 

The grass is bright with rain-drdpS ;— 
on the moors 

The hare is running races in her mirth ; 

And with her feet she from the plashy 
earth 

Raises a mist; that, glittering in the 
sun. 

Runs with her all the way, wherever she 
doth run. 


I was a Traveller then upon the moor, 
I saw the hare that raced about with 
'. joy; 

J heard the woods and slistant waters 
roaf; 

Or heard them not, as h-appy as a boy: 
The pleasant season dtd my heart 

employ : 

My old remembrances went from me 

wholly; * 

And all the ways of men, so vain aitd 
. molancholyJ r, « 
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- IV 

! ut> as it sometimes chanceth, from the 
miffht I 

f joy in iniuds that can no further go, 
s high as nfe have mountedjn delight 
In our dejection do we sink as low ; 

To me^hat morning did it happen so; 
And fears and fancies thick upon me 
• ^came; ^ 

Dim sadness—and blind thoughts, I 
knew not, nor could name. 

V , 

I heard the sky dark warbling in the 
sky; ® 

And I bethought mei of the playful 
hare ; 

Kven such a happy Child of earth am I ; 
Even as these blissful creatures do 1 fare ; 
Far from the ivorld I walk, and iroiii all 
care; . “ ^ 

But there may come another^ay to me— 
SoUlftide, pain of heart, distress, and 
poverty. • 

My whole life I have lived in pleasant 
thought, , , ’ 

As if life’s business wero a summer 
mood; ' 

As if all needful things would come iiti< 
snugly: 

To genial faith, still rich in genial good ; 
But how can He cxiiect that others 
• should 

Build for him. sow for liim, and at his 
call 

l.ove him, who for himself will take no 
heed at ail ? 


IX 

As a huge ;Stone is sometimes seen to lie 
Couched on the bald top of an eminence ; 
VVor der to all who do the same espy. 
By ’’diat means it cquld thither come, 
I Lud whence ; 

So fiiat it seems a thing endued with 
lensc : 


Ijke a sea-beast crawled forth, that on a 
shelf 

Of rock or sand reposeth, there to sun 
vitself ; 


X 

Such)seemed this Man, not all alive nor 
dead. 

Nor all asleep—in his extreme old age : 

His body was bent double, feet and head 

Coming together in life’s pilgrimage ; 

As if some dire constraint of pain, or 
rage 

Of sickness felt by him in times long 
pas.t, 

A more than hunian weight upon his 
frame hart cast. 

XI 

irimsolf he propport, limbs, body, and 
pale face, 

T'pon a long grev staff of shaven wood : 

And, still as I drew near with gentle 
pace. 

Upon the margin of that moorish flood 

Motionless asarlond the old Man stoexi. 

That hearoth not the loud winds when"' 
they call ; 

And inoveth all together, if it move at 
all. >* 


VII 

I thought of Chatterton, the marvellous 
Boy, 

The sleepless Soul that perished in his 
pride ; 

Of Him who walked in glory and in joy 

Following his plough, along the mountain¬ 
side ; 

By our own spirits are we deified : 

Poets in our youth begin in glad- 
- ness ; 

But thereof come in the end despon- 
dency"and madness. 

VIll 

Now, whether it were by peculiar grace, , 

A leading froTQ above, a something 
given, 

Yet it bcfel, that, in this lonely place, 

When I with these untoward tnoughts 
had striven. 

Beside a pool bare to the eye of heaven 

I sawk Man before me uiiaxVares : 

The oldest man ^ he seemed that ever 
wore grey h;^s, * 


XII 

At length, himself unsettlJiig, he the pond 

Stirred with his staff, and fixedly did 
,]ook 

Upon the muddy water, which he conned* 

As if he had been reading in a book 

And now a stranger’s privilege 1 took ; 

And, drawing to his side, to him did 
say, ' Ik 

" This'morning gives us promise of a 
glorious dav.” 

* XXII 

A gentle answer did the old Man make^ 

In courteous speech which forth he 
slovvly drew ; 

'And him with further words 1 thus 
bespakc, 

“ What ixjcupation do you there pur¬ 
sue ? 

This is a lonesome place foi* one like you." 
he replied, a flash of mild surprise 

Broke from the sable orbs of his yct- 
vivid eyes 
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Plis words came fceblv, from ^ feeble 
chest, 

But each in solemn order followed,each, 
With something of a lofty utte ance 
drest— ‘ j 

Choice word and measured phrase, h bove 
the reach » 

Of ordinary men ; a stately speech ; 
Such as jrrave Livers do in Scotland use. 
Religious men, who give to God and 
man the.ir dues. 


_ He told, that to these waters he had 
come 

To gather leeches, being old and poor : 

■ Employment hazardous and wearisome ! 

And he had many hardships to endure : 

From pond to pond he roamed, from 
moor to moor ; 

Housing, with God's good help, by 
choice or chance ; 

And in this way he gained an honest 
maintenance. 

* 

XVI 

The old Man still stood l.alking by my 
side ; 

But now bis voice to me was like a 
stream 


Blit they have dwindled long by sloW' 
decay; 

rYet still I persevere, and find then- 
vfrhere 1 may.'* . || 

XIX ' 

While he'^as talking thus, th£ lonely 
place, 0 

The old Man’s shape, and speech—all 
troublecLme : , 

In my mind’s eye I seemed to see him 
pace 

About the weary moors 'continpaU|y, 

Wandering about alone and snent%. 

While I these thoughts within myself 
pursued. 

He, having made a pause, the same 
discourse renewed. 

XX 

And soon with this he otlier mattetM- 
blended. 

Cheerfully littered, with demeanour kind. 

But stately in the main ; and whin he 
ended, 

1 could have laughed myself to scorn 
to find 

In that dccr'ipit Man sn firm a mind. 

“ God,” said I, ” be my help and sthy 
secure • 

I’ll think of the Leech-gatherer on the 
Kmely moor ! i8oy. 


Scarce heard ; nor word from word could 
I divide ; 

„ And the whole body of the Man did 
seem 

Like one whom I had met with in a 
dream : 

Or like'a man from same far region sent. 

To give ipe human strength, by apt 
admomsbmeiit. 

XVII 

My former thoughts returned : the fear 
that kills ; 

And hope that is unwilling to be fed ; 

Cold, pain, and labour, and all fl'^shly 
ills ; 

And nighty Poets in their miserv dead. 

—PerplcxeAandlonging to be comforted. 

My question eagerly did I renew, 

' *' How is it that you live, and what is it 
you do ? ” ' ^ 

XVIII 

He with a smile did then his words, 
repeat; 

And said, that, gathering leeches, far 
and wide 

He travelled ; stirring thus about his 
feet 

The waters of the pools where they abide. 

** Once 1 could meet with them on every 
side ; 


XXIII 

THE THORN 

I 

‘‘ There is a Thorn—it looks so old, 
in truth, you’d find it hard to say 
Iluw it could ever have been young. 

It looks so old and grey. 

Not higher than a two years’ child 
It stands erect, this aged Thorn : 

No leaves it has, no prickly points ; 

It is a mass of knotted joints, 

A wretched thing forlorn. 

It stands erect, and like a stone 
With lichens is it overgrown. 

II 

Like rock or stone, it is o’ergrown. 
With lichens to the very top. 

And hung with heavy tufts of moss, 

A melancholy crop : 

Up from the earth these mbsses creep. 
And this poor ThorA they clasp it round 
So close, you’d say that they are bent 
With plain and manifest intent 
To dTt.g it to the ground ; 

And all have joined in one endeavour 
To bury this poor Thorn for ever. 

1X1 , 

High on a mountain's highest ridge. 
Where nft the stormy winter gale 



^ •• 


V/POEMS OF THE IMAGINATION 


Cuts lilte a scythe, while through the 
clouds < 

It sweeps from vale to vale; 

Not jive yards from the mountain path. 
This Thom you on your left espy ; 
.Andrto the left, three yards beyond, 

You see a little muddy ponci 
►41f water—never dry , 

Though but of compass small, and bare 
To thirsty suns and parching air. 


And, closO beside this aged Thorn, 
There is a fresh and Ipvely sight, 

A beauteous heap, a hill of moss, 

Just half a foot in height. 

All lovely colours there you see. 

All colours that were ever s*}en ; 

And mossy network too is theie.,, 

As if by hand of lady fair 
The work had woven been ; 

And cups, the darlings of the eye. 

So deep is theij^ verrauion dye. 

V ^ , 

^h me ! what, lovely t-^nts are there 
Of olive green pjnfl scarlet bright. 

In spikes, in branches, and in stars, 
Green, red, and psarly white ! ■ 

This he sp of earth o’ergrown with moss. 
Which close beside the Thorn you see. 
So fresh in all its beauteous dyes. 

Is like an infant's grave in size. 

As like as like can be : 

But never, never any where. 

An infant’s grave was half so fair. 


Now would you see this aged Thorn, 
This pond, and beauteous hill of moss. 
You must take care and choose your 
. time 

The mountain when to cross. 

For oft there sits between the heap 
So like an infant’s grave in size. 

And that same pond of which 1 spoke, 
mA Woman in a scarlet cloak, 

''^And to herself she cries, 

*' Oh misery”! oh misery ! 

Oh woeits me I oh misery ! ’ 


At all times of the day and night 
:V‘This wretched .Woman thither goes ; 

' And she is known to every star,. 

And every wind that blows ; 

And there, beside the Thorn, she sits 
When the blue daylight‘s in the skies, 
And when the whirlwind’s on the hill. 
Or irosty air is’ keen and stUl, 

And to herself she cries. 


* Oh miser 
Oh woe 

W.P. 


serv 1 oh misery 
1 i^meT oh mis 


misery! 


" Now wherefore, thus, by day and 
J night, 

Ir rain, in tempest,?and'in snow, 

T! 'us to the dreary mountain*top 
OSes this poor Woman go ? 

And why sits she beside the Thorn 
When the blue daylight’s in the sky 
Or when the whirlwind’s on the hill, 

Qif frosty air is keen and still. 

And wherefc»re does she cry ?— 

O wherefore ? wherefore ? tell me why 
Does she repeat that doleful cry ? ” 


“ I cannot I'ell; I wish I could ; 

For the true reason no one knows : 

But would you gladly view the spot, 
The spot to which she goes ; 

The hillock like an infant’s grave, 

"The pond—and Thorn, so old and grey ; 
Pass by her door—’tis seldom shut— 
And, if you see her m her hut— 

Then to the spot away ! - 4 jt‘ 

1 never heard of such as daCe 
Approach the spot when she is there.” 


“But wherefore to the mountain-top 
Can this unhappy Woman go. 

Whatever star is in the skies. 

Whatever wind may blow ? ” 

" Full twenty years are past and gone “ 
Since she (her name is Martha Kay) 
Gave with a maiden’s true good-will 
Her company to.Stcphcn Hill f 
And she was blithe and gay. 

While friends and kindred* all approved 
Of him whom tenderly she loved. 


And they had fixed the wedding day. 
The morning that must wed them both ; 
But Stephen to another Maid 
Had sworn another oath ; 

And, with this other Maid, to CiMrch 
Unthinking Stephen went— 

Poor Martha J on that woeful day 
A pang of pimRss dismay 
Into her soul was sent; 

A fire was kindled in her breast. 

Which might not burn itself to rest. 


I They say, full six months after this. 
While yet the summer leaves were green. 
She to the 7noun tain-top would go. 

And there was often seen. 

What could she seek ?—or wish to hide ,?'. 
Her state to any eye was plain : 

She was with child, and she was mad ; 
Yet often was she sober sad 
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Froni her exceeding pain. 

O guilty Father—^woiild that death 
Had saved hiin from that breach 
'faith! , 


of 


XTII I 

Sad case for such a brain to hold ' 
Commuiiiou with a stirring child ! 

Sad case, as you may thinj^, for one 
' Who had a brain so wild I 

Last Clmstinas-eve wc talked of tliis,' 
And grey-haired Wilfred of tlie glen 
Held that the unborn infant wrought 
About its mother’s heart, and broii,‘’'ht 
.Her senses back again : 

And, when at last her time drew near. 
Her looks were calm, her senses clear. 


XIV 

More know I not, I wish I did. 

And it should all be told to you : 

For what became cjf this poor child 
No mortal ever knew ; 

Nay—if a child to her was burn 
No earthly 4bnguc could over tell ; 

And if* twas horn alive or dead. 

Far less could this with proof be said ; 
But some reineinber well. 

That Martha Jiay about this time 
Would up the mountain often climb. 


XV 

And all that winter, when at night 
The w'ind blew from the inountain-pe.ik, 
'Twas worth your while, though in the 
dark, 

, The churchyard path to seek : 

For many a time and oft were heard 
Cries coming from tlie niount.'iin.head : 
Sornp plainly living voices were : 

And others,' I’ve heard many swear. 
Were voices of the dead : 

1 cannot think, whate’er thev s.ay, - 
They had to do witli Martha Ray. 

XVI 

Blit J*'! she goes to this old Thorn, 
The Thorn which I described to you. 
And there sits in a scarlet cloak, 

I will be sworn is true. 0 
For one day with iny telescope, 

To view the ocean wide and bright, 
When'to this country first I came, 

Ere 1 had heard of Martha's name, 

I climbed the mountain’s height:— 

A storm came on, and I could see 
No object higher than my knee. 

XVII 

’Twas mist’ and rain, and storm and 
rain : 

Ko screen, no fence could 1 discover ; 
And then the wind 1 in sooth, it was 
' A wind ful^ ten times over. 


I looked around, 1 thought I saw 
A'jutting crag,—and off I ran. 

Head-foremost, through the, driving 
rain, , ^ 

The’shelter of the crag to gain i " * 
And. as 1 am a man, » 

Instead of jutting crag, I found 
A Womspi seated on the ground. e * 

XVIII 

1 did not speak—I saw her face ; 

Her face !—it was enough for wCr; - 
I turned about and heard her fry, 

‘ Oh misery ! oh misery !' ' 

And there she sits,«until the moon 
Througji half the clear blue slcy will go ; 
And, vvhen the little breezes make 
The waters of the pond to shake, 

As all thcfcountry know. 

She s'uidders, and you hear her cry, 

‘ Oh misery ! oh niiserv ! ’ ” 

XIX 

“ But what’s tflc Thmu ? and w'liat 
the pond ? ^ t 

And iKhat tfac^^hill of iiK^jiS to her ? 

And what the prcejjing^. breeze that 
comes • 

The little pontl to stir ? ’ 

“ 1 c.inziot tell ; but some will sav 
.She hanged her baby on the ; 

Some say she drowned it in the pond, 
Which IS a little step beyond ; 

But all and each agree, • 

The little Babe was buried there. 
Beneath that hill of moss so fair. 

XX 

I’ve heard, the moss is spotted red 
With drops of that poor infant’s blood t 
But kill a new-born infant thus, 

I do not think she could I 
Some say, if to the pond you go. 

And fix on it a steady view. 

The shadow of a babe you trace, 

A baby and a baby's face, 

And that it looks at you ; 

Whene’er you look "on it, 'tis plain 
The baby looks at you again. 

XXI 

And some had sworn an oathf that she 
Should be to public justice brought; 

And for the little infant’s bones 
With spades they would have sought. 

Bbt instantly the hill of moss 
'Before their eyes began Yo stir ! 

And, foPfull fifty yards around. 

The grass—it shook upon the ground I 

Yet all dp still aver 

The little Babe lies buried there. 

Beneath that bill of moss so fair. 

XXTl 

I cannot tell how this ipay be 
But plain,it is the Thom is Bound 
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I iVith heavy tufts of moss that strive * 

' To drap it to the ground ; 

And this'I know, full many a time, 

Whtft she^vas on the mountain higfl^ 

By 4ayi and in the silent night. 

When all the stars shone clcju" and 
- bright, 

Tmat I have heardiher cry, 

‘ O misery ! oh misery 1 
Oh woe i^ne ! oh misery ! ’ ” 

• 1796. 

* XXIV 

HART-LEAP WELL , 
Hart-Leap Well is a small spring of water, about 
live miles from Richmond in Yorkshire, and 
near the aide of the road that feads from 
Richmond to Askrigg Its n.unc ft djpived 
from a remarkable Chase, the memory of 
ich is prew'rved by the monuments spoken 
in the second Part of the following Poem, 
wit I monuments do lAw exist as 1 have 
ther- described 

The Knight liad ridden down from 
Wimsley Mftor «■ * 

With the slo^ motir^ a summer’s 
rlinid • • , 

And now, as he approached a ^’a-ssal’s 
door, 

“ Bring Torth another horse ! ” he cried 
aloud. 

• “ Another horse 1 ’’—Tliat shout the 
vassal heard 

And saddled liis best Steed, a coniclv 
grey ; ♦ 

Sir Walter mounted him ; he was the 
third 

Which he had mounted 011 that glorious 
day. 

Joy spagkled in the prancing courser's 
eyes ; 

The horse and horseman are a happy 
pair ; 

But, though Sir Walter like a falcon 
flies, 

There is a doleful silence in the air. 

A rout this morning left Sir Walter’s 
Hallf 

That as they galloped made the echoes 
roar : 

But horse and man are vanished, oti* 
and all; * » 

Such race, I think, was nevvr seen 
before. 

Sir Walter, restless as a veering wind. 
Calls to the few tired dogs that yet re- 
%3ain ; • 

Blanch, Swift, and Music, noblest of 
their kind,* • 

Follow, arid up the weary mountain 

Strain. 


■■ — — 1 - 

The Knight hallooed, he cheered and - 
^ chid them on 

W.th suppliant ge^ures and u])braid- 
1 ings stern ; 

Bi.t brcatli and eyesight fail; and, one 
by one, 

Tlic dogs are st.retched among the 
mountain fern. 

Wliere is the throng, the tumult of the 
race ? 

The bugle* that so joj'fuily were blown ? 

—yhis cliasc it looks not like an 
earthly chase ; 

Sir Walter and the Hart arc left alone. 

'I'hc poor Hart toils along the moun¬ 
tain-side : 

I will not stop to toll how far he fled. 

Nor will I nicution by what death he 
died : 

But now the KniidU beJuilds him lying 
dead. 

Disnnmntnig, then, he leaned ||gaiiist 
a thorn ; 

He had no lollower, dog, nor man, nor 
boy; 

He neither cracked his whip, nor blew 
his horn. 

Hut g.i/cd ii]>on the spoil with silent joy. 

Close to the thorn on which Sir Walter 
leaned. 

.Stood hi.s dumb partner in tliis glorious 
feat ; 

Weak as a Iamb the hour that it is 
yeaned ; 

And white with foam as if with cleav¬ 
ing sleet. 

Upon his side the Hart was lying 
stretched: 

His nostril touched a spring beneath' 
a hill. 

And with the last deep groan his , breath 
had fetched 

The w'atcrs of tlic spring were trembling 
still. ^ 

And now, too happy for repose or rest, 

(Never had living man such joyfallot!) 

Sir Walter walked all round, north, 
south, and west. 

And gazed and gazed upon that darling 
spot. 

And climbing up the bill—(it was at 
least 

Four roods of sheer ascent) Sir Walter 
found 

Three several hoof-marks which the 
hunted Eeast 

Had l^ft imprinted on the grassy ground' 
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Sir Walter wiped his face, and cried, 
“ Till now , 

Such sight was never seen by hummn 
eyes: '* I 

Three leaps have borne him from tBis 
lofty brow, 

Down to the very fountain where he lies. 

I’ll build a pleasure-house upon this 
spot, ^ 

And a small arbour, made for rural joy ; 

’Twill be the travpllor's shod, the pil¬ 
grim’s cot, 

A place of love for damsels that are efty. 

A cunning artist will I have *o frame 

A basin for that fountain in the dell ! 


Which goon composed a little sylvan 1 
. hall,. I. 

A Iwfy shelter from the stin and wind. 
An * thither, when the sununer "dfays 
were long • 

Sir Walter led his wondering Paramour ; 
Apd with, the dancers^nd the minstrel|^« 
song m 

Made merriment within that pleasant 
bower. 

The Knight, Sir Walter, died in course 
of time, ' * 

And his bones lie ip, his paternal vale.— ' 
But there is matter for a second rh>me, 
And I tlj this vrould add another tale. 


And they who do make mention of the PART SECOND 


same. 

From this day forth, shall call it Hart- 
LEAP Well. 

'And, gallant Stag ! to make thy praises 
known. 

Another monument shall here be raised ; 

Three ^veral pillars, each a rough- 
hevim stone, 

And planted where thy hoofs the turf 
have grazed. 

And, in the summer-time when days 
are long. 

will come hither with my Paramour ; 
'■^^nd with the dancers and the minstrel’s 
song 

We will make merry in that pheasant 
bower. 

Till the foundations of the mountains 
fail 

■ My mansion with its arbour shall en¬ 
dure ;— 

The joy of them who till the fields, of 
Swale, 

• And them who dwell among the w'oods 
of Ure ! ” 

Then home he went, and left the Hart, 
5cuiie-dcad, 

With breathless nostrils stretched above 


,Thf <noVing accident is not my trade , 
To freeze the blood 1 have no ready arts ; 
’Tis my delight, alone in summer shaAe, 
To pipe a simple song for thinking 
hearts. ^ 

As I from Mawes to Richmond did re- 

, 4. f- 

p.mr. 

It chanced thajt l*saw standing in a dell 
Three, asi^cns gt three dbPners of a square; ' 
And on^i. not four }(ards distant, near 
[ a well. ^ 

What this imported I could ill divine ; 
And, pulling now the rein my horse 
to stop, ‘ 

I saw three pillars standing in a line,— 
The la^ stone pillar on a dark hill-top. 

The trees were grey, with neither arms 
nor head; 

Half wasted the square mound of tawny 
green ; 

So that you just might say, as then I 
said. 

“ Here in old time the hand of man 
hath been.” 

I looked upon the hill both far and near. 
More doleful place did never eye survey ; 

It seemed as if the spring-time came i^ot 
here. 


the spring. 

-T-Soon did the Knight perform what 
he had said ; 

And far and wide the fame thereof did 

' i ring. 

I ' Ere thrice the Moon into her port had 
steered, 

''!\A cup of stone received the living well; 

, --Three pillars of rude stone Sir Walter 
reared, 

. And built a house of pleasure in the dell. 

'^"'And near the fountain, flowers of stature 
tall 

V^ith trailing plants and trees were in- 

,tertwiirjd,— 


And Nature here were willing to decay. 

I<£iood in various thoughts an*!! fancies 
lost, 

When one, who was in shepherd’s garb 
^ *• attired 

£ame up the hollow :—hftn did I accost. . 
And wlfkt this place might be 1 then 
inquired. 

The Shepherd stopped, and that same 
story told 

Which in my" former rhyme I bav^ re¬ 
hearsed. [old I 

“ A jolly place,” siid hr. ” in times of 
But something ails it nowf the spot 
.-yis^urst. ,, 
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^Qu see these lifeless stumps of aspen 
f wood— f • 

Some say. that they are beeches, others 
glms—■, 

These Vere the bower ; and here a mhn* 
sk>n stood, 

. The finest palace of a hundred realms ! 

TUb arbour does it^ own condition tell; 
You see the stones, the fountain, and 
the stream ; 

'But as to*lhe great Lodge ! you might 
as well 

Hunt hadf i day for a forgotten dream. 

There’s neither dog ^lor heifer, horse 
nor sheep, • ^ 

Will wet his lips within that cup of 
stone ; 

And oftentimes, when all are fa^»asleep. 
This water doth send forth a doldFous 
fgroan. 

Some' say that here a x»urder has been 
done, ^ 

And blood cri% out for blood ; but, 
for my part* * • 

I’ve guessed, when I’\* Deen sitting in 
the sun, a > . * 

That it was all fur that unhappy Hart. 

What thoughts must through the crea¬ 
ture’s brain have past! 

Even from the topmost stone, upon the 
• steep. 

Are but three bounds—and look. Sir, 
at this hast— 

O Master ! it has been a cruel leap. 

For thirteen hours he ran a desperate 
race : 

And ill my simple mind we cannot tell 
What cause Ihe Hart might liave to love 
this place. 

And come and make his death-bed near 
the well. 

Hare on the grass perhaps asleep he 
sank, 

X>ulled by the iountaiii in the summer- 
’’ tide; 

This water was perhaps the first he 
drank 

When he had wandered from his 
mother’s side. 

In April here beneath the flowering thow^ 
He heard the birds their morning carols 1 
sing; » 

And he, perhaps, for aught we know, 
was born 

Not half a furlong from that self-same 
tpring. , • 

Now, here is neither grass nor pleasant 
shade ^ ^ ' 

Ttra sun on greutier hollow never shone ; 


So will it‘be, as I have often said. 

Till trees, and stones, and fountain, all 
j are gone.” 

" Grey-headed Shejflierd, thou hast 
spoken well ; 

Small difference lies between thy creed 
and mine : 

This Beast not unobserved by Nature 
fell; 

lli% death was mourned by sympathy 
divine. 

The Being, that is in the clouds and air. 
That IS in the green leaves aniorxg the 
groves. 

.Maintains a deep and reverential care 
For the unoffending creatures whom 
lie loves. 

Jhe pleasiirc-liouse is dust ■—^behind, 
before. 

This is Tiow-omnion waste, no common 
gloom ; 

But Nature, in due course of time, once, 
more 

Shall licre put on her beauty and her 
bloom. * 

She leaves these objects to a slow decay, 
That what we arc, and have been, may 
be known ; 

But at the coming of the milder day. 
These moiiiiinents shall all be overgrown. 

One lesson. Shepherd, let us two divide. 
Taught both by what she shows, and 
what conceals; 

Never to blend our pleasure or our pride 
With sorrow of the meanest thing that 
feels.” z8oo. 

XXV 

SONG AT THE FEAST OP 
BROUGHAM CASTLE, 

UPON THE RESTORATION OF LORD CLIF¬ 
FORD, THE SHEPHERD, TO Tm 
ESTATES AND HONOURS OF mS 
ANCESTORS 

High in the breathless Hall the Minstrel 
sate, 1 

And Emont’s murmur mingled with 
the Song.— 

The words of ancient time I thus trans* 
late, 

A festal strain that hath been silent 
long :— 

“ From town to town, from towe« 
to tower. 

The red rose is a gladsome flower. 

Her thirty years of winter past. 

The red rose is revived at last; 

She lifts her head for endless springs 
, For everlasting blossoming ; 
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Both roses flourish, red and white ~ 

In lov^ an^ sisterly delight 
The two that were at strife are blended, 
And all old troijbles now are endeil.— 
Joy 1 joy to both I but most to her 
Who is the flower of Lancaster I 
Behold her how She smiles to-day 
On this great throng, this bright array I 
Fair greeting doth she send to all 
From every corner of the hall ; 

But chiefly from above the board * 
Where sits in state our rightful Lord, 
A Clifford to his own restored ! 

. They came with banner, sf)ear, 
and shield' 

And it was proved in Bosworth-field: 
Not long the Avengra was withstood— 
Earth helped him with the cry of 
blood : 

St. George was for us, and tJie might '* 
Of blessed Angels crownqd the right. 
Loud voice the Land has uTtered forth. 
We loudest in the faithful north : 

Our helds rojoic.c, our mountains ring. 
Our streams proclaim a welcoming ; 
Our strong-abodes and castles see 
The glory of their loyalty. 

How glad is Skipton at this iiour— 
Though lonely, a deserted Tower ; 
Knight, squire, and yeoman, page 
and groom : 

We have them at the feast of Drough’m. 
How glad Pendragon—though the 
sleep 

Of years be on her !—She shall reap 
A taste of this great pleasure, viewing 
As in a dream her own renewing. 
Rejoiced is Brough, right glad 1 deem 
Beside her little humble stream ; 

And she that keepeth watch and ward 
Her statelier Eden’s course to guard ; 
They both are happy at this hour, 
Though each is but a lonely Tower :— 
But here is perfect joy and pride 
♦ For one fair House by Emoiit's side, 
day, distinguished without peer 
Id'sec her Master and to cheer— 

Him, and his Lady-mother dear ! 

Oh ! it was a time forlorn 
When the fatherless was born— 

Give her wings that she may fly. 

Or she sees her infant die ! 

Swords that are with slaughter wild 
Hunt the Mother and the Child. 

'Who will take them from the light ? 

—Yonder is a man in sight— 

Yonder is a house—but where ? 

No, they must not enter there. 

To the caves, ^nd to the brooks, 

To the clouds of heaven she looks ; 
She is speechless, but her eyes 
Pray in ghostly agonies. 


Blissful Mary, Mother mild, . 

* Maid and Mother undefiled, i 

Save a Mother and her Child.! 

Now Who is he that bounds* with 
joy 

On Carrock's side, a Sbepherd-boy ? 
No thoughts hath he but thoughts 
that pass 

Light as the wind along the grass. 

Can this be He who hither came 
In secret, Jijie a smothered flamtfj 
O’er whom such thankful tears were 
shed t 

For shelter, aiql a poor man’s bread I.. 
God loves the Child ; and God hath' 
.*■ *• willed * 

That those dear words should be 
ijilfillcd. 

X!ie‘’Lady’s words, when forced away 
The las* she to her Babe did say : 

‘ My own, my own, thy Fellow-gifest 
I may not be^ but rest thee, rest. 

For lowly shepherd’^ life is best ! ’ 

Alas ! when evil mcfi are strong 
N(- life is g>od, no pleasure long. 

The Boy must part fioin Mosedale's 
grovesT, , t- * 

And leavi* Blcncathara’s rugged coves, 
And quit the fi&wcrs that summer 
brings * 

To Glendcrainakiij’s lofty springs ; 
Must vanish, and his careless cheer ^ 
Be turned to heaviness and fpjir. 

—Give Sir Lancelot Thrclkcld praise ! 
Hear it, good man, old in days ! 

Thou tree of covert and of rest 
For this young Bird that is distrest; 
Among thy branches safe he lay, 

And he was free to sport and play. 
When falcons were abroad for prey. 

A recreant harp, that sings of fear 
And heaviness in Clifford’s ear ! 

I said, when evil men arc strong. 

No life is good, no pleasure lung, . 

A weak and cowardly untruth ! 

Our Clifford was a happy Youth, 

And thankful through a weary time. 
That brought him up to manhood’s 
prime. , 

—Again he wanders forth si will, 

And tends a flock from hill to hill: 

His garb is humble; ne’er was seen 
* • Such garb with such a noble mien i 
' Among the shepherd grooms no mate 
Hathh he, a Child of strength and 
state ! 

Yet lacks not friends for simple glee, 
Nor yet for higher sympathy. 

To his sidet the f allow-^eer • 

Came, and rested without fear ; 

The eagle, lord of land and sea. 

Stooped down to pay**him fealty; 
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f And both the undying fish tha|J; swha, 
Through Bowscale^tarn did wait on 
tuni ; 

Tbft^air Vere servants of his eye 
In their unmortality ; 

And glancing, gleaming, dark or 
- bright, '• 

iKoved to and fro, for his delfght. 

He knew the rocks which Angels haunt 
Upon ttm mountains visitant ; 

He hathicenned them tftkiug wing : 
And intoxaves where Faeries sing 
He hath mitered ; and been told 
By Voices how mew lived of old. 
Among the heavens his eye can /ee 
The face of thing that is to be ; 

And, if that men report him right. 

His tongue could whisper \tords of 
might. ^ 

—Now another day is coifle, 

Pftter hope, and nobler doom ; 

He* hath thrown asidj» his crook. 

And hath burki^ deep his book ; 
Armour rusting in his halls 
On the blood <*f Clifford^ealls ; 

•Quell the Sdl)t,’ exclaim^ the Lance— 
Bear me to thtf heart, of France, 

Is the longing of^thc Shield— 

Tell thv name, thou trembling *Field ; 
Field of death, where’er thou be. 
Groan thou with our victory ! 

^ Happy day, and mighty hour. 

When our Shepherd, in his power. 
Mailed and horsed, with lancc and 
sword. 

To his ancestors restored 
Like a rc-appeariug Star, 

Like a glory from afar. 

First shall head the flock of war ! ” 
Alas ! the impassioned minstrel did not 
know 

How, by Heaven’s grace, this Clij'Jord’s 
heart was framed : • 

How he, long forced in humble walks to go. 
Was softened into feeling, soothed, and 
tamed. 

Love had he found in’huts where poor 
men lie ; 

His daily iteacbers had been woods and 
rills. 

The silence that is in the starry sky, 

The sleep that is among the lonely hill|t 
In him the savage virtue of the Race, 
Revenge, and all' ferocious thoughts 
were dead : 

Nor did he change; but kept in lofty 
place 

The 4 yisdom which adversity had bred. 

Glad were the vales, and every cottage* 
hearth; • 

The Shepbord'lft'd was honoured more 
and more; 


And, ages after he was laid in earth, 

•• The good Lord CUflord ” was the name 
'he bore. 1807 . 

• XXVI 

LINES 

COMPOSED A FEW MILES ABOVE TINTERN’ 
ADUEV, ON REVISITING THE BANKS 
OF THE WYE DURING A TOUR. 

« JULY 13, 1798 

Five years have past; five summers, 
with the length 

Of ftve long winters ! and again I hear 
These waters, rolling from their moun* 
tain-springs 

With a soft inland murmur.^ — Once 
again 

Do I behold these steep and lofty cliffs. 
That on a wild secluded scene impress 
Thoughts of more deep seclusion ; and 
connect 

The landscape with the quiet of the sky. 
The day is conic when 1 again repose 
Here, under this dark sycamore, and 
view 

These plots of cottage-ground, these 
orchard-tufts. 

Which at this season, with their unripe 
fruits, 

Are clad in one green hue, and lose 
themselves 

’Mid groves and copses. Once again I 
see 

These hedge-rows, hardly hedge-rows, 
little lines 

Of sportive w<iod run wild : these pas¬ 
toral farms. 

Green to the very door ; and -wreaths of 
smoke 

Sent up, in silence, from among the trees! 
Wi^i Some uncertain notice, as might 
seem 

Of vagrant dwellers in the houseless 
woods, 

Or of some Hermit’s cave, w'here by hla 

The Hermit sits alone. 

These beauteous forms, 
Through a long absence, have not been 
to me 

As is a landscape to a blind man’s eye : 
But oft, ill lonely rooms, and'mid the din 
Of towns and cities, I have owed to them 
Tn hours of weariness, sensations sweet. 
Felt in the blood, and felt along the 
heart ; 

And passing even into my purer mind, 
With tranquil restoration :—feelings too 
Of unremembered pleasure : such, per¬ 
haps, 

1 The river is not affected by the tides a few • 
miles above Tinteni. 1 
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As have slight or trivial influence 
On that best portion of a good man’s life. 
His httle. nameless, uiiieiiiembered, 
acts * 

Of kindness and of love. Nor le^. 1 
trust. 

To them I may have owed another gift,, 
Of aspect more sublime : that blessed 
mood. 

In which the burthen of the mvstery. 

In which the heavy and the weary 
weight 

Of all this unintelligible world, 

lightened :—that serene and blessed 
mood. 

In which the affections gVitly lead us 
on,— 

Until, the breath of this corporeal frame 
And even the motion of our human blood 
Almost suspended, we are laid asleep 
In body, and become a living soul : 
While with an eye made quiet by the 
power 

Of h.'innony, and the dee|> power of jov, 
We see into the life of things. 

If this 

Be but a vain belief, vet, oh ! how oft— 
In darknes:, and amid the niaiiv shapes 
Of joyless daylight; when thelretfnl stir 
Unprofitable, and the fever of the 
world, 

Have hung upon the beatings of my 
heart— 

How oft, in spirit, have I turned to thee, 
O sylvan Wye thou wanderer thro’ the 
woods. 

How often has my spirit turned to thee ! 

And now, with gleams of half-extin¬ 
guished thought. 

With many recognitions dim and faint, 
And somewhat of a sad perplo.xity', 


(The ^oarscr pleasures of my 
days, 

And their glad animal movements all 
gone by) * * 

To me was ail in all.—I cannot paint 
What then I was. The sounding 
cataract 

Haunt&d me like a passion : the tall 
rock. 

The mountain, and the deep^md gloi^y 
wood, • ^ 

Their colours and their fonus. were then 
to me 

An appeti te; a feeling and a love, 
That^i.'id no need of a remoter charm. 
By thought supplied, nor any interest 
Uiiborrowed from the eye.—That time 
is f^ast, 

Ani. all its aching joys are now no more. 
And all its dizzy raptures. Not for this 
Paint I, nor mourn nor murmur other 
gifts • 

Have followed ; for ^i^h loss. I would 
believe, 

.Abutjdant f^compenct. For I have 
lc,T.riied ^ *• * 

To look nil nature, i»0V as in the hour 
Of thoughtless yputh ; but hearing 
oitentimes 

The still sad music of humanity, 

Nor harsh nor grating, though of ample 
power « 

To chasten and subdue. And I have 
felt 

A presence that disturbs me with the 
joy 

Of elevated thoughts; a sense sublime 
Of something far more deeply inter* 
fused, 

Whose dwelling is the light of setting 
suns. 

And the round ocean and the living air. 


The picture of the mind revives again :iAnd the blue sky, and in the mind of 


While here I stand, not only with the 
sense 

Of present p’easiire, but with pleasing 

' *’''^*Siioughts 

That iu this moment there is liTc and 
food 

For future years. And so I dare to 
hope, 

' Though changed, no doubt, from what I 
was when first 

' 1 came among these hills ; when like a 
roe 

1 bounded o’er the mountains, by the 
sides 

'Of the deep rivers, and the lonely 
streams. 

Wherever nature led ; more like a man 

> Flying from something that he dreads, 
than one 

;'^Who sought the thing he loved. For 

s’\ imture then 


man : 

A muUon and a spirit, that impels 
All thinking things, all objects of all 
thought, 

And rolls through all things. Therefore 
am I still * 

A lover of the meadows and the woods, 
Ai.d mountains; cni oi all that we,' 
behold \ 

'From this green earth ; of all the mighty 
world • 

Of eye* and ear,—both what they half;' 
create,1 

And what perceive; well pleased to 
recognise 

In nature and the language of the sense, ' 
The anchor of my pur^t thoughts, the 
nurse,' „ V' 

1 This luie has a close ^eaeftAilanes to an 
adtnixabie line of Young's, tbe exact oepreMton 
J 4o net recollect. 
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^The guide, the guardian, of mv heai;t, 
and soul 

Of ^ my^inoral being. 

Nor perchance, 

If I were not thus taught, should I the 
more 

AiKfTeT my genial spirits to decay : 

For thou art with me here i^pon the 
banks 

Of this Sair river; thou my dearest 
Friend, '* 

My dear, cVear Friend ; and in thy voice 
I catch 

The language of my* former heart, and 
read ^ 

My former pleasures in the shooting 
- lights 

Of thy wild eyes. Oh ! ye?*a little 
while •* 

May I behold in thcc what *! was once. 

My •dear, dear Sister ! and this prayer 
I make, * 

Knowing that»Mature never did bctiay 


'tis 


her 


The heart th^t loved ^her; 

privilege;^ «’ 

Through all uie vears*of this our life, to 
lead ' • 

From joy to joy : for she can so,inform 
The inisid that is within us, so impress 
With quietness and beauty, and so feed 
With lofty thoughts, that neither evil 
tongues, 

Rash judgments, nor the sneers of selfish 
men, 

Nor greetings where no kindness is, nor 
all 

The dreary iutorcoursc of daily life, 
Shall e’er prevail against us, or disturb 
Our cheerful faith, that all which wo 
behold 

Is full of blessings. Therefore let the 
moon 

Shine on thee in thy solitary walk : « 

And let the misty mountain- winds be free 
To blow against thee : and, in after 



matured I 

Into a «obcr pleasure ; when thy mind ' 
Shall be a mansion for all lovely forms. 
Thy memory be as a dwelling-place 
For all sweet sounds and harmonies ; oh ! 
then, . 

If soliti^e, o? fear, or pain, or grief, • 
Should m thy portion, with wlikt healing 
thoughts 

Of tender joy wilt thou remember me, 
And these my exhortations 1 Nor, per- 
* chance—* • 

If I should be where I no more can hear 
Thy voice, noj- catch from thy wild eyes 
the^ glrams 

Of past existence—^wilt thou then fc^g^t 


That on the banks of this delightful 
stream 

We stood together ; and that I, so long 
A worshipper of Natve, lather came 
Unwearied in that service : rather say 
With warmer love—oh 1 with far deeper 
zeal 

Of holier love. Nor wilt thou then 
forget, 

Tljat after many wanderings, many 
years 

Of absence, these steep woods and 
lofty cliffs, 

AtAI this green pastoral landscape, were 
to me 

More dear, both for themselves and for 
thy sake ! 

1798. 

XXVIT 

It is no Spirit who from heaven hath 
flown. 

And is descending on his embassy ; 

N<jr Traveller gone from earth the 
heavens to espy ! 

’Tis Hesperus--there he stands with 
glitterinv erowu. 

First adiiK-mlion that the sun is down ! 
For yet it is broad day-light: clouds pass 
by ; 

A few are near him still—and now the 
skv. 

He hath it to himself—'tis all his own. 

O most ambitious Star! an inquest- 
wrought 

Within me when I recognised thy light; 

A moment I was startled at the sight: 
And, while I gazed, there came to me a 
thought 

That I might step beyond my natural 
race 

As thou seein’sf now to do ; might one 
• day trace 

Some ground not mine ; and, strong her 
strength above. 

My S(»ul, an Apparition in the place. 
Tread there with steps that 110 one ah a.U 
reprove. ' -i— 

1803, 

XXVIII 

FRENCH REVOLUTION 

AS IT At’PEARKIJ TO ENTHUSIASTS AT ITS 
COMMENCEMENT ^ REPRINTED FROM 
“ THE FRIEND ” 

Oil 1 pleasant exercise of hope and joy ! 
For mighty were the auxiliars which 
then stood ^. 

Upon our side, we who yrere strong in 
love ! 

1 This and the Extract, page 73, and the 
first Piece of this Class, page 148, are fropi tlM 
unpublished Poem of which aome account is 
given In the Preface to the Excursion. „■ ' 
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Bliss was it in that dawn to be alive. 
But to be youiig was very heaven !— 
Oh I times. 

In which the^mcagre, stale,, forbidding 
ways 

Of custom, law, and statute, took at once 
The attraction of a country in romance ! 
When Reason seemed the most to assert 
her rights. 

When most intent on making of herself 
A prime Enchantress—to assist the woiJk, 
Which then was going forward in her 
name ! 

Not'favoured spots alone, but the wHWc 
earth. 

The beauty wore of promise? tliat which 
sets 

(As at some moment might not be unfelt 
Among the bowers of paradise itself) 

The budding rose above the rose full 
blown. 

What temper at the prospect did not wake 
To happiness unthought of ? The inert 
Were roused, and lively natures rai)t 
away ! 

They who had fed their childhood upon 
dreams. 

The playfellows of fancy, who had made 
All powers of swiftness, subtiltv, and 
strength 

Their ministers,—who in lordly wise had 
stirred 

Among the grandest objects of the sense. 
And dealt with whatsoever they found 
there 

As if they had within some lurking right 
To wield it;—they, too, who, of gentle 
mood, 

Had watched all gentle motions, and to 
these 

Had fitted their own thoughts, schemers 
more mild, i ^ 

And in the region of their i>eaceful 
selves;— 

Now was it that both found, the meek 
and lofty 

" find, helpers to their heart’s 

desire, 

And'^^tuff at hand, plastic as they could 
' wish ; 

Were called upon to exercise their skill, 
Not in Utopia, subterranean fields. 

Or some secreted island. Heaven knows 
where 1 , 

But in the very world, which is the world 
Of all of us,—^the place where in the end 
We find twr happiness, or not at all ! 

^ 1805. 

* XXIX 

Yes, it was the mountain Echo, 
Solitary, clear, profound. 

Answering to the shouting Cuckoo, 

' ; Giving her sound for sound ! 


, Unsolicited reply 

To\i babbling wanderer sent; 

Like, her ordinary cry, 

LikdMsut oh, how difierent b ■ 

Hears not also mortal Life ? • 

Hear not we. unthinking Creatures I 
Slaves of foliy,<love, or strife— 4^ 

VoitSes of two different natures ? 

Have not tee too ?—yes, we have. 
Answers, and we know not whenciit; 
Echoes from beyond the CTave, 
Recognised intelligence I • 

Such rebounds' our inward ear 
Catches sometimes from afar— 
Listen, ponder, hold them dear i 
For <jf God,—of God they are. * 

^ » 1806. 

XXX 

TO A SKY-LARK . * 
Ethereal minstftl! pilgrim of the sky I 
Host thou despise tlla« earth where 
eyes abound ? 4^ 

Or, while the wipgs aspjfc, are heart 
and eye • 

Both with thy''nest upon the dewy 
ground ? » 

Thy nest which thou canst diwp into 
at will, 

Those quivering ivings composed, that 
music still! 

Leave to the nightingale her shady wood; 
A privacy of glorious light is thine : 
Whence thou dost pour upon the world 
a flood 

Of harmony, with instinct more divine; 
Type of the wise who soar, but never 
roam; 

True to the kindred points of Heaven 
and Home ! 

t 1825. 

XXXI 
LAODAMfA 

“ With sacrifice before the rising morn 
Vows have I made by fruitless hope 
inspired ; 

And from the infernal Gods, ’mib shades 
forlorn 

Of night, my slaughtered Lord have 
ii, I requireid : 

C/ilestial pity I again imptore ;— 
Restore feim to my sight—gi||iat Jove, 
restore ! ” 

So speaking, and by fervent love 
endowed 

With faith, the Suppliant heavenwUrd 
lifts her hands ; 

While, like the sun emergi^ from a cloud. 
Her coimtenance brightens-^nd her 
., eye expands ; 



POEMS OF THE IMAGINATION I7i 

'Mi. ' 


er bosom 'heaves and spreads* her 
stature grows; j 

And she expects the issue in repose. 

O tePror ! Vhat hath she perceived ?— 
Q joy 1 ‘ 

What doth she look on ?—whom doth 
she behold ? 

Hero slain upon the beach tft 'I'roy ? 
His vital presence ? his corporeal 
moul<|j,? 

It is—if sense deceive her not—’tis He ! 
And a God^leads him, winged Mercury ! 

Mild Hermes spake—and touched her 
with his wand * 

That calms all fear ; “ Such grace bath 
crowned thy prayer, 

Landamia ! that at Jove’s comyriaud 
Thy Husband walks the paths oi uoper 
air : 

He* conies to tarry with thee three 
hours’ space ; • 

Accept the gift, behotd him face to 
' face ! ” » * 

Forth sprang 'Sie irnpagsioned <guecn 
her Lord 'ft) clasp ^ 

Again that consimnnatmn she essayed ; 
But unsubstantial I^orin eludes her grasp 
As often as that eager grasp wa^ made. 
The Phantom parts—but parts to re¬ 
unite, 

> And re-assume his place before her sight. 

“ Protc-sildus, lo ! thy guide is gone ! 
Confirm, 1 pray, the .vision with thy 
voice : 

This is our palace,—yt)ndcr is thy 
' throne; 

Speak, and the floor thou tread’st on 
will rejoice. 

Not to appal me have the gods bestowed 
This precious boon; and blest a sad 
abode.” 

** Great J ove, Laodamia ! doth not 
leave 

His gifts imperfect:—Spectre though 
I be, >■ 

I am not sent to scare thcc or deceive ; 
But in reward of thy fidelity. 

And something al^ did my worth 
obtain ; 

For fearless virtue bringeth boundless 
gain. 

Thou knowest, the Delphic- oracle 
foretold 

That the first Greek who touched the 
Trojan strand 

ShoijjJld die ; but me the threat could 
not withhold: '* 

A generous cause a victim did demand ; 
And forth 1 leaf^ upbn the sandy plain ; 
A aelf-dey<fted chief—^by Hector slain.’* 


“ Supreme of Heroes—^bravest, noblest, 
best! 

Thy matchless courage I bewail no more, 
Which then, when tens of thousands 
were deprest * 

By doubt, propelled thee to the fatal 
shore ; 

Thou found’st—and I forgive thee— 
here thou art— 

A nobler counsellor than my poor heart. 
But thou, though capable of sterJfest 
deed. 

Wert kind as resolute, and good as 
obrave ; 

And he, whose po'wer restores thee, 
hath decreed 

Thou should’st elude the malice of the 
grave : 

Redundant arc thy locks, thy h'ps as fair 
As when their breath enriched Thessa¬ 
lian air. 

No Spectre greets me,—no vain Shadow 
this ; 

Come, blooming Hero, place thee by 
my side ! 

Clive, bu Ibis w'ell known couch, one 
nuptial kiss 

To me, this day, a second time thv 
bride ! ” 

Jove frowned in heaven : the conscious 
Parc® threw 

Upon those roseate lips a Stygian hue. 

” This visage tells thee that my doom 
is past : 

Nor should the change be mourned, 
even if the joys 

Of sense were able to return as fast 
And surely as they vanish. Earth 
destroys * 

Those raptures duly—Erebus disdains : 
CaVn pleasures there abide—majestic 
pains. 

Be taught. O faithful Consort, to control 
Rebellious passion: for the Gods approve 
The depth, and not the tumult, 
soul: 

A fervent, not ungovernable, love. « 
Thy transports moderate ; and rnc^ly 
mourn 

When I depart, for brief is my sojourn —" 

“ Ah, wherefore ?—Did not Hercules 
by force ^ 

Wrest from the guardian Monster of 
the toirb 

Alcestis, a reanimated corse. 

Given back r.o dwell on earth in vernal 
bloom ? 

Medea's spells dispersed the weight of 
years. 

And i£son stood a youth 'mid youthful 

peers, 
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The Gods to us are merciful—and they, 
Yet further may relent; for mightier far 
Thau strength of nerve and sinew, or 
v . the sway 

' Of magic potent over sun and star, 

;/ Is love, though oft to agony distrest, 

" And though his favourite scat be feeble 
woman’s breast. 

But if thou goest, I follow—” “ Peace ! ” 
jiiRhe said,— i 

She looked upon him and was nalincd 
.• and cheered ; 

^ The^astly colour from his lips had fled; 

' In his deportment, ^hape, and mffen, 
appeared 

Elysian beauty, melancholy* grace. 
Brought from a pensive though a happy 
* place. 

■ He spake of love, such love as Spirits feel 
,In worlds whose course is equable and 
pure; 

No fears to beat away—no strife to 
heal— 

The past unsighed for, and the future 
sure ; 

Spake of herioc arts in graver mood 
Kevived, with finer harmony pursued; 

Of all that is most beauteous—imaged 
there 

In happier beauty; more pellucid 
streams, ' 

An ampler ether, a diviner air, 

. And fields invested with purpurcal 
gleams ; 

Climes which the sun, who sheds the 
brightest day 

Earth knows, is all unworthy to survey. 

Yet there therSoul shall enter which hath 
earned 

That privilege by virtue.—" 111 ,” said ’■'.e 
** The end of man’s existence I discerned, 
f Who from ignoble games and revelry 
'' Could draw, when we had parted, vaiu 
delight, 

^^><tSj 4 Si 3 mcars were thy best pastime, day 
and night ; 

.,An^ while my youthful peers before my 
eyes , 

(Each hero following his peculiar bent) 
; Prepared themselves for glorious enter- 
■“ prise 

„ By martirilf sports.—or, seated in the 
tent, 

' .Chieftains and kings in council were 
detained; 

What time the fleet at Aulis lay en¬ 
chained.' 

» •• 

/ij.The Wished-for wind was given:—I 
'«r . then revolved 

oracle, upon the silent sea; 


And, if no worthier led the '^ay, resolved^ 
That, of a thousand vessels, mine should* 
be 

The foremost prow in pres^g to the 
strand,— ^ • 

Mine the first blood that tinged the 
Trojan sand. 

Yet biUer, oft*times bitter, was Ms® 
pang 

When of thy loss I thought, belovdd. 

Wife ! . * ‘ 

On thee too fondly did my memory 
hang, r 

And on the jo}'s jve shared in mortal ; 
life,— 

The phths which we had trod—these ' 
fountains, flowers: 

My new«planued cities, and unfinished 
dozers. 

But should suspense permit the foe 
to cry. * . 

‘ Behold they tftmble !—haughty their 
array, «t 

■Yet of their number no one dares to die ? ’ 

In sofil I swej^ttthe indignity away : 

Old frailties theft recurrld :—but lofty 
thought, * • ‘ 

In aqjt; einbodiedt my deliverence 
wrought. I 

And Thou, though strong in love, art 
all too weak 

In reason, in self-government too slow ; 

I counsel thee by fortitude to seek 
Our ble.st re-union in the shades below. 
The invisible world with thee hath 
sympathised; 

Be thy affections raised and solemnised. 

I..earn, by a mortal yearning, to ascend— 
Seeking a higher object. Love was 
given. 

Encouraged, sanctioned, chiefly for 
that end ; 

For this the passion to excess was 
driven— 

That self might be annulled: her> 
bondage prove 

The letters of a dream, opposed to 
love.”- • 

Aloud she shrieked! for Hermes 
re-appears ! 

Epund the dear Shade she would have 
clung—’tis vain : ^ 

The ho|prs are past—too brief bad they 
been years; 

And him no mortal efiort can detain : 
Swift, toward the realms that know 
not earthly day, ^ 

He through the portal takes his silent 
way. 

And on the palace-floo%a lifeless corss 
She lay. 
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f'hus, an in vain exhorted and reproved. 
She .perished ; and, as for a" wilful t^imc, 
By the ju^t Gods whom no weak pity 
ifloved," 

Was dpomed to wear out her appointed 
time, 

Aj^t from happy Ghosts, that gather 
flewers 

Of blissful quiet ’mid unfading bowers 

—Yet tears^o human suffering are due ; 
And mortal hopes defeated and o’er- 
thrown D 

Are mourned by man.^and not by man 
alone. 

As fonc^ he believes.—Upon the side 
Of Hellrapont (such faith was entertained) 
A knot of spiry trees for ages grmv 
From out the tomb of him for whr in she 
died; 

Andtever, when such stature they had 

gained 

That Ilium’s walls were subject to their 
view, * ' [sight , 

The trees’ tall sitmniits witjiered tlic 
A constant in.tsrchange,Oi growth and 
blight P 

' ■ 1814. 

XXXII 
, " DION 

(SEE PLUTARCH) 


Serene, and fitted to embrace. 
Where’er he turned, a swau-like grace 
Of haughtiness without pretence. 

And to unfold a still magnificence. 

Was princely Dion, in the power 
And beauty of his happier hour. 

And what pure homage then did wait 
On Icon’s virtues, while the lunar beam 
Of Plato’s genius, from its lofty sphere. 
Fell round him in the grove of Academe, 
Softening their inbred dignity austere— 
That he, not too elate 
6 ,With self-sufficing solitude, 

with majestic lowliness endued, 
Slight in the universal bosom reign. 
And froir^ffectionate observance gain 
Help,and^ every change of adverse fate. 

II 

Five thousand warriors—O the raptq-i 
rous day I • 

Each crowned with flowers, anfJi armed 
with spear and shield, 

1 Fcir the account of these long-lived trees, 
see Pliny’s Natural History, lib. xvi. cap. 44 ; 
and Air the features in the character of Prn- 
tasilaua see the Ipnigenia in Aulis of Euripid?s. 
V irgil places the Shade of Laodamia in a m lurn- 
ful region, amon*; iiphapby Lovers, 

* »■ ' --His Laedaiuia 

It Comes,-—-- . 


Or ruder. weapon which their course 
might yield. 

To Syracuse advance in bright array. 

Who leads them on ?—^The anxious 
people see 

Long-exiled Dion m.irching at their head 

He also crowned with flowers of Sicily. 

And in a white, lac-beaming, corslet 
clad ! 

Purp transport undisturbed by doubt 
or fear 

The g.izer=5 feel ; and, rushing to the 
plain. ij 

Salulb those strangers as a holv train 

Or blest procession (to the Immortals 
dear) 

That brought their precious liberty 
again. 

Ln ! when the gates are entered, on each 
hand. 

Down the long street, rich goblets filled -• 
with wine 

lu seemly order stand. 

On tables set. as if for rites divine ;— • 

And, as the great Deliverer marches by, 
lie looks on fcst:d ground with fruits 
bestrewn ; 

And flowers are on. his person thrown 
In boundless prodigality ; 

Nor doth the general voice abstain from 
prayer. 

Invoking Dion’s tutelary care. 

As if a very Deity he were ! 


Mourn, hills and groves of Attica I and 
mourn 

Ilissus, bending o'er thy classic urn I 

Mourn, and lament for him whose spirit 
dreads 

Your once sweet memory, studious 
'walks and shades ! 

For him who to divinity aspired, 

Not on the breath of popular applause, 

But through dependence on the sacred 
laws . 

Framed in the schools where. WiScrora 
dwelt retired. 

Intent to trace the ideal path of riglit 

(More fair than heaven’s broad cause- * 
way paved with stars) 

WJiicb Dion learned to measure with 
sublime delight ;— 

But He hath overleaped the eternal 
bars ; 

And, followi-ig guides whose craft holds 
no consent 

With aught that breathes the ethereal 
element, 

Hath stained the robes of civil power 
with blood. 

Unjustly shed, though for the public ■ 
g»od. 
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Whence doubts that came too late, and 
wishes vain, 

Hollow excuses, and triumphant pain ; 
And oft his cogilcitions sink as low 
As, through the abysses of a joyless 
heart. 

The heaviest plummet of despair can go— 
But whence that sudden check ? that 
fearful start! 

He hears ati uncouth sound— , 

Anon his lifted eyes 

Saw, at a long-drawn gallery’s dusky 
bound, 

w A Shape of more than mortal siz?^ 

And hUlemis as]>ect, stalking round and 
round ! 

A wonian's garb the Phantom wore. 
And fiercely swept the marble floor,— 
Like Austcr whirling to and fro. 

His force on Caspian foam to try ; 

Or Boreas when he scours the snow 
That skins the plains of Thessaly, 

Or w'hcn aloft on Micnalus he stops 
His flight, 'mid eddying pine-tree tops ! 

IV 

So, but from toil less sign of profit reap¬ 
ing. 

The sullen Spectre to her purpose bowed, 
Sweeping— vehemently sweeping— 

No pause admitted, no design avowed ! 
“Avaunt, inexplicable(liicst!—avaunt,” 
Exclaimed the Chieftain—“ let me 
rather see 

The coronal that coiling vipers make ; 
The torch that flames wdth many a lurid 
flake. 

And the long train of doleful pageantry 
Which they behold, whom vengeful 
Furies haunt : 

Who, while they struggle from the 
scourge to flee. 

Move where the bl,i.stcd soil is not un¬ 
worn. 

And. in their anguish, bear what other 
minds have borne ! ” 

But Shapes that come not at an earthly 
call. 

Will not depart when mortal voices bid ; 
Lords of the visionary eye whose lid. 
Once raised, remains aghast, and will 
not fall I 

Ye Gods, thought He, that servile Im¬ 
plement 

Obeys a mystical intent ! 

Your Minister would brush away 
The spots that to my soul adhere ; 

. But should she labour night and day, 
They will not, cannot disappear ; 

, Whence angry perturbations,—and that 

I' look 

Which no Philosophy brook I 


« ‘ 

Ill-fated Chief ! there are whose hopes 
arc built , , 

Upon the ruins of thy glorioul name; 
Who, through the portal of one mo¬ 
ment's guilt. 

Pursue thee with their deadly aim I 
O matchless perfidy ! porteutou^lust 
Of infiustrous crime !—that horror- 
striking blade, « % 

Drawn in defitince of the Gods, hath laid 
The noble Syracusan low in^dust! 
Shudder’d the walls—the marble city 
wept— ' 

And •.sylvan places heaved a pensive 
sigh ; * 

But in calm peace the appointed Victim 
slgft, 

As^iC had fallen in magnanimity : 

Of spint'^oo capacious to require • 

That Destiny her course should change; 
too just ♦ 

To his own native greriViess to desire 
That wretched boon, days lengthened 
Vy mistf wst. ' ^ 

So were the,hopeless^ troubles, that in¬ 
volved, • * 

The squl of Dion, instantly dissolved. 
Released from life and cares of princely 
state. 

He left this moral grafted on his Fate: 
Him only pleasure leads, and peace* 
attends. 

Him, only him, the shield of Jove de¬ 
fends, 

Whose means are fair and spotless as 
his ends. 1816. 

XXXIII 

THE PASS OF KIRKSTONE 
1 

Within the mind strong fancies work, 
A deep delight the bosom thrills. 

Oft as 1 pass along the fork 
Of these fraternal hills : 

Where, save the rugged road, we find s 
No appanage of human kind, 

Nor hint of man ; if stone or rock 
Seem not his handy-work to«.iock 
By something cognizably shaped : 
Mockery—or model roughly hewn, 
nd left as if by earthquake strewn, 
r from the Flood escaped : 

'Altars ipr Druid service fit; 

(But Where no fire was ever lit. 

Unless the glow-worm to the skies 
Thence offer nightly sacrifice) 

Wrinkled Egyptian monument; 

Green moss-^own tower ; or hoary tent; 
Tents of a camp that never shall be 
razed— ‘ 

On which four thousand years have 
., gased 1 
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• ” 

Ye plough-shares sparkling on> the 
^opes I 

Ye sn(M^-white lambs that trip 
Imprisoned ’mid the formal props 
Of restlfess ownership ! 

Ye trees, that may to-morrow fall 
TcMeed the insatiate I'^rodigal ! 

Lawns, houses, chattels, groves, and 
fields, 

-All that the'fertile valley shields ; 

Wages of folly—^baits of crime. 

Of life’s uneiisy game the stake, 
Playthings that ke^ the eyes awake 
Of drowsy, dotard Time ; — 

O care 1 O guilt!—O vales and pl.axns, 
Here, ’mid his own unvexed domains, 

A Genius dwells, that can subdue 
'•'At once all memory of You.— 

Most potent when mists veil tl\&sky, 
Mlst» that distort and magnify ; 

While <hc coarse rushes, jfip the sweeping 
breeze. 

Sigh forth their i.ncient melodies ! 


List to those shrillunaiotes l >~that march 
Perchance was on the blast. 

When, tlwoiigh this? Height’s inverted 
arch,*' 

Rome’s earliest legion passed ! 

They saw-', adventurously impelled, 
^nd older eyes than theirs beheld. 

This block—and yon, whose churnh-likc 
frame 

Gives to this savage Pass its name. 
Aspiring Road ! that lov’st to hide 
Thy daring in a vapoury bourn. 

Not seldom niav the hour return 
When thou shalt be my guide : 

And I (as all men may find cause. 
When life is at a weary pause. 

And they have panted up the hill 
Of duty with reluctant will) 

Be thankful, even though tired and faint, 
For the rich bounties of constraint; 
Whence oft invigorating transports flow 
That choice lacked courage to bestow ! 

» IV 

My Soul was grateful for delight 
That wore a threatening bfow ; 

A veil is lifted—can she slight , 

The scene that opens now ? 

Though habitation none appear, „ 

The greenness tells, man must be there ; 
The shelter—that the p6rsi>ective 
Is of the clime in which we live ; 

Whe^e Toil pursues his dailv round : 
'WJhere Pity sheds sweet tears—and 
.Love, 

In wondbine»boucr or birchen grove. 
Inflicts his tender wound- 


—Who comes not hither ne’er shall know 
How beautiful the world below ; 

Nor can he guess how lightly leaps 
The brook adown the focky steeps. 
Farewell, thou desolate Domain ! 

Hope, pointing to the cultured plain, 
Carols like a shepherd-boy ; 

And who is she ?—Can that be Joy ! 

Who, with a sunbeam for her guide. 
Smoothly skims the meadows wide ; 

WhSe Faith, from yonder opening cloud. 
To hill and vale proclaims aloud, 

“ Whate’er the weak may dread, the 
'.vit’ked dare. 

Thy lot, O Man, is good, thv portion 
fair!” . 

1S17. 

XXXIV 

TO ENTERPRISE 

Kkicp for the Young the impassioned 
smile 

Shed from thy countenance, as 1 see 
thee stand 

High on that chalky cliff of Briton’s 
Isle, 

A slender volume grasping in thy hand— 
(Perchance the pages that relate 
The various turns of Crusoe’s fate)— 

Ah, spare the exulting smile. 

And drop thy pointing finger bright 
As the first flash of beacon light ; 

But neither veil thy head in shadows 
dim. 

Nor turn thy face awav 
From One who, in the evening of his day. 
To thee would offer no presumptuous 
hymn ! 

I 

Bold Spirit! w'ho art free to rove 
Aim«ng the starry courts of Jove, 

And oft in splendnm- dost appear 
Embodied to poetic eyes. 

While traversing this nether sphere. 

Where Mortals call thee Entkkprise. 
Daughter of Hope' her favourite 
WJioiTi she to young Ambition bore. 

When hunter’s arrow first defiled 
The grove, and stained the turf with 
gore ; 

Thee winged Fanry took, and nursed 
On broad Euphrates’ palmy shore, 

SjAnd where the mightier Waters burst 
I From caves of Indian mountains hoar ! 
She wrapped thee in a panther's skin: 

And Thou, toy favourite food to win, 

The flame-eved eagle oft wouldst scare 
From her rock-fortress in mid air. 

With infant shout; and often sweep, 
Paired with the ostrich, o’er the plain; 
Or, tired with sport, wouldst sink ; 
asleep 

» .iL 
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Upon the couchant lion's inane ! 

With s-olling years thy strength in¬ 
creased ; 

And, far beyondjtby native East. 

To thee, by varying titles known 
As variously thy power wjas shown. 

Did incense-beanng altars rise, 

Which caught the blaze of sacrifice;, 
From suppliants panting for the skies I 

II 


^Who,' for tliy service trMned in lodet/ 
i^oods, 

Hatft fed on pageants floating through 
the air. •• . c 

Or calenlured in depth of limpid floods . 

Nor grieves—tho’ doomed thro silent 
night to bear 

The duniination of his glorious then<es, 

Or struggle in the net-work of thy, 
dreams I 


What though this ancient Earth be trod 
No more by step of l)cmi-gi d 
Mounting from glorious deed to de*-d 
‘As thou from dune to clinic didst lead ; 
Yet still, the bosom beafiug high. 

And the hushed farewell of an eye 
Where no procrastinating gaze 
A last infirniitv' betrays. 

Prove that thy heaveii-dcsceiidcd sway 
Shall ne'er submit to cold decay. 

By thy divinity impelled, 

The Stripling seeks the tented field ; 

The aspiring Virgin kneels ; and, pale 
With awe, receives the hallowed veil, 

A soft and tender Hcj-'oine 
Vowed to severer discipline : 

Inflamed by thee, the blooming Boy 
Makes of the whistling shrouds a toy. 
And of the ocean’s dismal breast 
A play-ground.—or a couch of rest : 

’Mid the blank w'orld of snow and ice. 
Thou to his dangers dost enchain 
The Chamois-chaser awed in vain 
. By chasm or dizzy precipice ; 

And hast Thou not with triumph seen 
How soaring Mortals glide betw<‘eii 
Or through the clouds, and brave the 
light 

With bolder than Icariau flight ? 

How they, in bells of crystal, dive— 
Where winds and waters cease to str: je — 
For no unholy vifitings. 

Among the memsters of the Deep ; 

And all the sad and precious things 
Which there in ghastly silence sleep ? 

adverse tides and currents headed. 
And breathless calms no longer dreaded, 
In never-slackening voyage go 
V Straight ns an arrow from the bow ; 

T;- And, Blighting sails and scorning oars, 
tKeep faith with Time on distant shores ? 

, —Within our fearless reach are placed i 
The secrets of the burning Waste ; 

' Egf^tian tombs unlock their dead. 

>. Nile trembles at his fountain head ; 

^. Thou speak’st—and lo ! the polar Seas 
' Unbosom their last mysteries. 

—But ol} I w'hat transports, what 
sublime reward, 

.Won from the world of mind, dost ihou 
. prepare [Bard 

For philosophic Sage; or high-souled 


Ill 

If there be movements in the Patriot's 
soul. 

From source still deeper, and of higher 
\vorth, 

’Tis thiiie the quickening impulse to 
cortrol, 

Ar'l 111 due season send the mandate "' 

fort!^'; 

Thy call a prostrate Nation can restore. 

When but a '■ingle Mind resolves to 

crouch no more.^ 

b e 

TV - 

Dread Minis^tei jf wrath I 
Who tc) theif destined punishment dost 
urge 

The f'baraohs of the earth,atlie men 
of hardened heart! 

Not unassisted by the flattering stars. 
Thou strew’st temptation o’er the path, 
VVheu they in pomp depart 
With trampliug horses and refulgent 
cars— 

Soon to be swallowed by the briny 
sdrge : 

Or cast, for lingering death, on unknown 
strands ; 

Or caught amid a whirl of desert sands— 

An Army now, and now a living bill 
That a brief while heaves with convulsive 
throes— 

Then all is still: 

Or, to forget their madness and their 
woes, 

Wrapt ill a winding-sheet of spotless - 
snows ! 

V n 

Back flows the willing current of my 
Song: ’ _ ' 

, If to provoke such doom the Impious 
dare. 

Why sAtould it daunt a blameless prayer ? 

—Bold Goddess! range our Youth 
among; _ 

Nor let thy genuine impulse fail to beat 
In hearts no longer young ; . , 

Still may a veteran Fe^ have pride ^ 

In thoughts whose sternness makesth^ 
sweet; »* . 

In flxed resolves by Reaspn justified; 
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, , .ifc I ,.,1..^. I. 1^ I ■ .. . fc—r- 

IThat to tjbcd/^6biect cleave like sleet 
Whitening a pine tree’s northern^ide. 
When fields are naked far and wide, 
Aiidawitbesed leaves, from earth's cold 
‘breast 

Up'canight in whirlwinds, nowhere can 
find rest. 

VI * 

But, if such homage thou disdain 
doth with mellowing ][eurs agree, 

Dne rarely absent fnjm thy train 
More humlde favours may obtain 
For thy contented V(^ary. 

She, who incites the ttolic lambs 
In presence of their heedless daftis, 
And to the solitary fawn 
Vouchsafes her lessons, bounteous 
Nymph • • 

That wakes the breeze, th<^parkling 
• lymph 

Doth* hurry to the lawii^ 

She, who inspires that ^rain of joyaiii’e 
holy • • 

Which the swe^t Bird, rwisnaitxc^ the 
melanchoto’ 

Pours forth in sh^c^y groves, shaL plead 
for me.; * • 

And vernal niornini*5 opening bright 
With vi^s of xindefined delight. 

And cheerful songs, and suns that shine 
, On busy days, with thankful nights, 
be mine. 


Lo ! the clouds, the solemn shadoAvs, 
And the glistenings—heave.nly fair 
And a record of commotion 
Which a thousand ridges yield ; 

Ridge, and gutf, and distant ocean 
Gleaming like a silver shield ! 

Maiden ! now take flight;—^inherit 
Alps or Andes— they are thine ! 

With the morning’s roseate Spirit, 
Sweep their length of snowy line ; 

Or survey their bright dominions 
In the gorgeous colours drest 
FluAg from off the purple pinions. 
Evening sjireads throughout the west ! 

Thine are all^he coral fountains 
Warbling in each starry vault 
Of the untrodden lunar mountains ; 
Listen to their sung^ !—or halt. 

To Niphates’ top invited. 

Whither spiteful Satan steered j 
Or descend wliere the ark alighted. 

When the green earth rc-appcared ; 

For the power of hills is on thee. 

As was witnessed through thine eye 
Then, when old Helvellyn won thee 
To confess their majesty. 

i8i6. 

XXXVI 

TO A YOUNG LADY, 

WHO HAD BEFN KKPKOACllEU KOU TAKING 
LONG WAI.KS IN THE COUNTRY 


VII 

But thou, O Goddess ! in thy favourite 
Isle 

(Freedom’s itiipregnable redoubt. 

The wide earth’s store-house fenced about 
With breakers roaring to the gales 
That stretch a thousand thousand sails) 
uicken the slothful, and exalt the vile!— 
hy impulse is the life of Fame ; 

Glad Hope would almost rcase to be 
If torn from thy society ; 

And Love, when worthiest of his name, 
1 $ proud to walk the earth with Thee ! 

XXXV 
• TO-. 

ON HER FIRST ASCENT TO THE SUMMIT 
OF HELVELLYN 

Inmate of a mountain-dwelling, •* 
Thou bait clomb aloft, and gazed i 
From the watch-towers of HelveWyn ; 
Awed, delighted, and amazed ! 

Potent was the spell that bound thee 
Not unwilling to obey ; 

For blue Ether’s arms, fiurij^ round thee. 
Stilled the pantings of dismay. 

Lo 1 the dwindli <3 woods and meadows ; 
What a vast abyss is there I 


Dear Child of Nature, let them rail 1 
—There is a nest in a green dale, 

A harb<iur and a hold ; 

Where thou, a Wife and Friend, shalt see 
Thy own heart-stirring days, and be 
A light to young and old. 

There, healthy as a shepherd boy. 

And treading among flowers of joy 
Which at no season fade. 

Thou, while thy babes around thee cling, 
Shalt show us how divine a thing 
A Woman may be made. . 

Thy thoughts and feelings shall not die, 
Noir leave thee, when grey hairs are nigh, . 
A melancholy slave ; 

But an old age serene and bright. 

And lovely as a Lapland night. 

Shall lead thee to thy grave. 

1803. 

XXXVII 

WATER-FOWL 

'* I..et me be allowed the aid of verse to des¬ 
cribe the evolutions which these visitants 
sometimes perform, on a fine day towards 
the close of wmter ."—Extract from the Autkor’s 
Book on tht Lakes. 

Mark how the feathered tenants of 
the flood, « 
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With grace of motion that might scarcely 
seem 

Inferior to angelical, prolong 
Their curiems pastime! shaping in mid 
air 

(And sometimes with ambitious wing 
that soars 

High as the level of the moiintairL-toi>fi) 
A circuit ampler than the lake beneath— 
Their own domain ; but ever, while 
intent 

On tracing and retracing that large 
round, 

‘Their jululant activity cviives 
Hundreds ol curves and circlets, to 
and fro. 

Upward and downward, progress intri¬ 
cate 

Yet unperplexed, as if one spirit swayed 
Their indefatigable flight. ’Tis done— 
Ten times, or more, I fancied it had 
> ceased ; 

But lo I the vanished coinpanv again 
Ascending ; they aiiproach—I hear their 
wings. 

Faint, faint at first ; and then an eager 
sound. 

Past in a ninineut -and as faint again ! 
They tempt the sun to sport amid their 
plumes ; 

They tempt the water, or the gleaming 
ice. 


To the south-west, a ' Aiultitudinou^ 
show 1 

And, in a line of eye-sight linked with 
these, , ^ 

The hoary peaks of Scotland thflt ’give 
birth « 

To Tiviot’s stream, to Annan, Twee^ 
and Clyde :— t.-* 

Crowding the quarter whence the sun 
comes forth 

Gigantic mountains rough -'rrith crags ; 

Iiciioath, ' 

Right at the imperial statii^'s Astern 
base 

Main ocean, breaking audibly, and 
stretched 

Far into silent regions blue and pale s— 
And visibly engirding Mona's Isle 

js wc left the plain, before our 
-sijdit . 

Stood like a lofty mount, uxilifUng 
slowly . 

(Above the corfeex of the watery globe) 
Into clear view the cult/ircd fields that 
streak 

Her Habitable-pfiores, fn^t now appears 
A dwindled idijeet. ^and'submits to lie 
At the spectator's fecit.-—You azure ridge. 
Is it a jierisliable chuid ? Or there 
Do we behold the line (»f F.ria’.s coast ? 
Land sometimes by llio roving shepherd- 
swniii 


To show them a fair image ; 'tis them¬ 
selves, 

Their own fair forms, upon the gliniiriej’- 
ing plain. 

Painted more soft and fair as they 
th-sre.nd 

Almost to touch then up .igaiii aloft'. 
Up with a sally and a flash of speed. 

As if they scorned both resting-place and 
rest! 

iRI2. 

XXXVHI 

VIEW FROM THE TOP OF BLACK 
COMIi.i 

This Height a ministering Angel might 
select : 

For from the suiiiinit of Black Comii 
( dread name 

Derived from clouds and storms !) the 
amplest range 

Of unobstructed pr<wpect may be seen 
,That British ground commands :—low 
dusky tracts. 

Where Trent is nursed, far southward ! 
Cambrian bills 

I Black Comb stands at tlie southern extremity 
of CnraberlaiLd : its base covets a much Kn-atcr 
extent of ground than any uthd mountain m 
those fiarts ; and, from its situation, the summit 
oommauds a more extensive view than any 
other point i|i Britain. 


(Like tlu' bright confines of another- 
world) 

Not doubtfully perceived.—Look home¬ 
ward no\v ! 

Ill depth, in height, in circuit, how serene 

The s[>ec.tacle. how pure !—Of Nature’s 
works. 

In earth, and air, and earth-embracing 
sea, 

A revelation infinite it seems; 

Disjflav aiigtisl of man’s inheritance, 

Ol Britiaii’s calm felicity and power I 

1813. 

XXXIX 

THE HAUNTED TREE 

TO -- til 

Tiiosf: Sliver clouds collected round 
the sun 

dPis mid-day warmth abate not, seeming 
less •.* 

To ovsffshade than multiply bis beams 

By soft reflection—grateful to the sky. 

To rocks, fields, woods. Nor doth our 
human sense 

Ask. for its pleasure, screen or canugy 

Mure ample than the ‘time-dismantled 
Oak 

Spreads o'er this tuft tof heath, which 
now. attired 
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the whole fulness of its bloom, affor(ils 
Couch beautiful as e’er for eattWy use 
Was fashioned ; whether by the hand 
a»f Art? ' 

That eastern Sultan, amid flowers 
enwrought 

silken tissue, might dlfluse his limbs 
iangour ; or, by Nature, for repose 
Of panting Wood-nymph, wearied w'ith 
the chase. 

O Lady ! feirer in thv lk)Ot’s sight 
Than fairest sj)iritual creature of the 
grovel 

Approach ;—and, tli^is invited, crown 
with rest 

The noofi-tide hour : though trul^ sonic 
there are 

Whose footstop'i super.stitious]> avoid 
This venerable Tree ; for, wheij^ the 
•wind I sound 

Blflws keenly, it sends forth a creaking 
(.Aluh’c the general ro§r of woods and 
crags) 

Distinrtlv hearfl from far - - a doleful note ! 
As if (so (irecinai shepherds woukk have 
deemed) • 

The Hatuadryatk fientwithin, bewailed 
Some bitter Wrong. wor Is it unbe- 
lievod. * • 

By riuli*r fancy, that a troubled ghost 
Haunts tlie old trunk ; laiucnting deeils 
of which 

The flowery ground is conscious. But 
no wind 

Sweeps now along this elevated ridge ; 
Not even a zephyr stirs ;—the obnoxious 
Tree 

Is mute ; and, in his silence, would look 
down, 

O lovely Wanderer of the trackless hills. 
On thy reclining form with more delight 
Than his coeA’als in the sheltered vale. 
Seem to participate, the while they view 
Their own far-Stretching arms and 
leafy heads 

Vividly inctured in some glassy pciol. 
.,That. for a brief space, checks the 
hurrying stream 1 

1819. 

• XL 

THE TRIAD 

Show me the noblest Youth of presirtt 
time, » • 

Whose trembling fancy would# to love 
give birth ; 

Some God or Hero, from the Olympian 
clime 

Returned, to se^^k a Consort upon earth ; 
.Or, in no doubtful prospect, let me see 
' The brightest star ages yet to be. 

And t will and match him bliss¬ 

fully. 


I will not fetch a Naiad from a flood 
Pure as herself—-(song lacks not mightier 
power) 

Nor leaf-crowned Dryad from a pathless 
wood, 

Nor Sea-nymph glistening from her 
coral bower ; 

Mere Mortals bodied forth in vision still, 
Shall with Mount Ida’s triple lustre fill 
Tlie chaster coverts (jf a British hill. 

“Ajjpear !—obey my lyre’s command ! 
Come, like the Grat es, hand in hand ! 
Foit,ve, thoiigli not by birth allied, 

Are Sisters in the bond of love ; 

Nor shall tliQ tongue tjf envious pride 
Presume those interweaviiigs to reprove 
In you, wlijeli fliat fair progeny of Jove, 
l.earned from the tunelul spheres that 
glide 

In endless imioii, earlli and sea above." 

— 1 sing III vam ;—the pines have hushed 
their waving : 

A peerless Ytnitli expectant at my side, 
IJreattiicss as they, with unabated 
craving 

Gooks to tlie earth, and to the vacant 
air . 

And, with a wandering eye that seems 
to chide. 

Asks of the clouds what occupants they 
hide : - 

But w'hy solicit more than sight could 
bear. 

By easting on a moment all we dare ? 
Invoke we those bright Beings one by 
one ; 

And what was boldly promised, truly 
shall be done. 

“ Fear not a constraining measure ! 

—Yielding to this gentle spell. • 

Lifcida ! from domes of pleasure. 

Or from cottage-sprinkled dell. 

Come to regions solit.ary, 

Where the eagle builds her aery,' 

Above the hermit’s long-forsaken ,'•‘*11 ’ 

—She comes !—behold 
That Figure, like a ship with snow-white 
sail ! 

Nearer she draws; a breeze uplifts 
licr veil ; 

Upon her coming wait 
As pure a sunshine and as soft a gale 
As e’er, on herbage coveting earthly 
mold. 

Teiniited the bird of J iino to unfold 
His richest .splendour—^when bis veering 
gait 

And cv?ry motion of his statry train 
Seem governed by a strain 
Of musi::, audible to him alone. 

1 “ Aerie *' is right spelling ; " eyrie” Shakes¬ 
pearian, 
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“ O Lady, worthy of earth’s proudest 
throne I 

Nor less, hy excellence of nature, fit 
Beside an Unambitious hearth to sit 
Domestic queen, * where grandeur is 
unknown ; 

What living man could fear 
The worst of Fortune’s malice, wert 
Thou near, 

Humbling that lily-stem, thy sceptre 
meek, t 

That its fair flowers may from his cheek 
Brush the too happy tear ? 

-Queen, and handmaid lowly ! i 

Whose skill can speed the day with 
lively cares, , 

And bauish melancholy [pares ; 

By all that mind invents or hand pre- 
O Thou, against whose lip, without 
its smile 

And in its silence even, no heart is proof; 
Whose goodness, sinking deep, would 
reconcile 

The softest Nursling of a gorgeous'palace 
To the bare life beneath the hawthorn- 
roof 

Of Sherwood’s Archer, or in caves f>f 
Wallace — 

Who that hath seen thy beauty could 
content 

His soul with but a glimpse of heavenly 
day ? 

Who that hath loved thee, but would lay 
His strong hand on the wind, if it 
were bent 

To take thee in thy majesty away ? 

—Pass onward (even the glancing deer 
Till we depart intrude not here ;) 

That mossy slope, o’er which the 
woodbine throws 

A canopy, is smoothed for thy repose! ” 

Glad moment is if when the throng ■ 

Of warblers in full concert strong 
Strive, and not vainly strive, to rout 
The lagging shower, and force coy 
■ Pihmbus out, 

'“"IVlUi' uy the rainbow’s form divine. 
Issuing from her cloudy shrine :— 

So may the thnlliiigs of the IjTe 
Prevail to further our desire, 

While to these shades a sister Nymph I 
call. 

“ Come, if the notes thine ear may 
pierce. 

Come, youngest of the lovely Three, 

, Submissive to the might of verse 

^ And the dear voice of harmony. 

By none more deeply felt than Thee! ” 
—I san^; and lo! from pastimes 
virginal 

r She hastens to the tents 
Of nature, and the lonely elements. 


Air sparkles round her with a dazzling|. 
' sheen; 

But mark her glowing cheek, her vesture 
„ green! . , 

.\nd, as if wishful to disarm * 

Or to repay the potent Charm, • 

She bears the stringed lute of 
romance, ^ 

That cheered the trelliscd arbour's 
privacy. 

And soothed war-wearied 'knights in 
raftered hill. 

How vivid, yet how delicatq, her glee ! 
So tripped the Muse, inventress of the 
dance; ' 

So, truant in waste woods, the blithe 
Euphrusyne 2 # 

But the ringlets of that head 
Why^att; they ungarlaiided ? 

Why bedu /.t her temples less 
Than the simplest shepherdess ? * 

Is it nut a brow<uiviting ' 

Choicest flowers that ever breathed. 
Which the myrtle* wouraTielight in 
With<Idalian«rose eiiwreathed ? 

But her hurnifit,; is well •content 
With one wildlflq^cret ^call it not forlorn) 
Flow'ek of* the winds, beneath her 
bcAom worn— ‘ 

Yet more for love than ornantbnt. 

Open, yt* thickets ! let her fly, 

I Swift as a Thracian Nymph o’er field 
and height ! 

For She, to all but those who love her, 
shy, 

Would glady vanish from a Stranger’s 
bight; 

Though where she is beloved and loves. 
Light as the wheeling butterfly she 
moves ; 

Her happy spirit as a bird is free. 

That rifles blossoms on a tree. 

Turning them inside out with arch 
audacity. 

Alas ! how little can a moment show 
Of an eye where feeling plays 
In.teu thousand dewy rays ; « 

A face o’er which a thousand shadows 
go I e 

—She stops—^is fastened to that rivulef s 
side ; 

And there (while, with sedater mien, 

(Xer timid waters that have scarcely left 
•Their birth-place in the focky cleft 
She beifds) at leisure may be seen 
Features to old ideal ^ace allied, 

Amid their smiles and dimples dimified—> 
Fit countenance for the soul of primal 
truth; *■ , 

The bland composure of eternal youth 1 

What more changeful V^tl sea ? 

But Qver his great tides 
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Fidelitv presides; 

•And this light-hearted Maiden con- ] 
stant is as he. • * 

High is her aim as heaven above. 
And^wide as ether her good-will; 

And. tike the lowly reed, her love 
Can drink its nurture from the scantiest 
rill: 

^sight as keen as frosty star 
Is to her charity no bar, * 

Nor interrupts her frolic graces 
When she is, far from these wild places. 
Encircled by familiar fa As. 

O the charili that manners draw. 

Nature, from thy ger\pinc law ! 

If from what her hand would do. 

H er voice would utter, aught ensue 
tJntoward or unfit; 

She, in benign affections pure,* 

In self-forgetfulness secure, • p 
Sheds round the, transiouV^harm or 
• vague mischance 

A light vuiknown to ti^nrod elegance : 
Her's is not a cheek shame-stricken, 

But her blushe# Ae joy-flushes ; 

And the fault («[ fault it he) « 

Only niLuistera to quichafi 
Laughter-lovhig ^luety,, • 

And kindle sportive wit—• 

Leaving this DauglTtcr of the mcAintains 
fret* 

As if she knewthat Oberon king of Faery 
Had crossed her purpose with some 
quaint vagary. 

And hoard lus viewless bands 
Over their mirthful triumph clapping 
hands. 

“ Last of the Three, though eldest born. 
Reveal thyself, like pensive Morn 
Touched by the skvlark’s earliest notes, 
F.re humbler gladness be afloat. 

But whether in the semblance drest 
Of Dawn—or Eve, fair vision of the 
west. 

Come with each anxious hope subdued 
By woman's gentle forcitude. 

Each grief, through meekness, settling 
« into rest. 

—Or I would hail thee when some high- 
wrought page 

Of a closed volume lingering in thy hand 
Has raised thy s]?irit to a peaceful stand 
Among the glories of a happier age.” 

»■* 

Her brow hath opened on me—sef^ 
it there, 4 

Brightening the umbrage of her hair; 
So gleams the crescent moon, that loves 
To be descried through shady groves, 
Ten^erest bloom is on hef^ cheek : 

Wish not for a*richer streak ; 

Nor dread the dqpth of meditative 

eye; . ^ 
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But let thy love, upon that azure field 
Of thoughtfulness and beauty, yield 
Its homage offered up in purltv. 

What would’st thou more ? In sunny 
gLide, 

Or under leaves of thickest shade. 

Was such a stillness e'er diffused 
Since earth grew calm while angels 
mused ? 

Softly she treads, as if her foot were 
loth 

TcF crush the mountain dew-drops— 
soon to melt 

On the flower's breast ; as if she felt 
That flowers thenisrlves, whate’er their 
hue. 

With all thei* fragrance, all their glisten¬ 
ing. 

Call to the heart for inward listening— 
And though for bridal wreaths and 
tokens true 

Welcomed wisely : though a growth 
Wliicli the careless sliepherd sleeps on. 
As fitly spring from turf the mourner 
weeps on — 

And without wrong are cropped the 
marble tomb to strew. 

The Charm is over ; the mute Phantoms 
gone. 

Nor will return—but droop not, favoured 
Youth : 

The apparition that before thee shone 
Obeyed a summons covetous of truth. 
From these wild rocks thy footsteps I 
will guide 

To bowers in w'hich thy fortune may be 
tried. 

And one of the bright Tliree become thy 
happy Bride. 

1S2S. 

XLT 

THE WISHTNG-GATE 
In the vale of Gr.ismere, by the side oi the old 
hlgh-way leading to Ambleside, is a gate, 
which, tunc out of mind, has been called the 
Wishing-gate, from a belief that wishes formed 
or indidg^ there have a favourable issue. 

Hope rules a land for ever green : 

All powers that serve the biight-eyed 
Queen 

Are confident and gay ; 

Clouds at her bidding disappear; 

Points she to aught ?—the bliss draws 
near. 

And Fancy smooths the way. 

Not such the land of Wishes—there 
Dwell fruitless day-dreams, lawless 
prayer. 

And thoughts with things at strife ; 
Yet how forlorn, should ye depart 
Ye superstitions of the heart, 

Hqw poor, were human life! 
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iVhen magic lore abjured its might, 

Yo did not forfeit one dear right. 

One tender claim abate ; 

Witness this symbol of your sway. 
Surviving near the public way. 

The rustic Wishing-gatc I 

Inquire not if the faery race 
Shed kindly influence on the place. 

Ere northward they retired ; 

If here a warrior left a spell. 

Panting for glory as he fell; 

Or here a saint expired. 

Enough that all around is fair, ^ 
Composed with Nature’s finest care, 

' And in her fondest love— 

Peace to embosom and content— 

To overawe the turbulent. 

The selfish to reprove. 

Yea ! even the Stranger from afar. 
Reclining on this moss-grown bar. 
Unknowing, and unknown. 

The infection of the ground partakes. 
Longing for his Belov’d—who make-) 

All happiness her own. 

Then why should conscious spirits fear 
The mystic stirrings that are here. 

The ancient faith disclaim ? 

The local Genius ne'er befriends 
Desires whose course in frilly ends. 
Whose just reward is shame. 

Smile if thou wilt, but not in scorn, 

If some, by ceaseless pains outworn. 
Here crave an easier lot; 

If some have thirsterl to renew 
A broken vow, or bind a true. 

With firmer, holier knot. 

And not in vain, when thoughts are cast 
Upon the irrevocable past. 

Some Penitent sincere 
May for a worthier future sigh. 

While trickles from his downcast eye 
No unavailing tear. 

The Worlding, pining to be freed 

turmoil, who would turn, or speed 
The current of his fate, 

Might sfbp before this favoured scene. 
At Nature’s call, nor blush to lean 
Upon the Wishing-gate. 

The Sage, who feels how blind, how weak 
Is man, though loth such help to seek. 
Yet, passing, here might pause, 

And thirst for insight to allay 
Misgiving, while the crimson day 
In quietness withdraws ; 

Or When the church>clock’s knell pro¬ 
found 

To Time's first step across the bound 
Of midnight makes reply; 


Time pressing on with stahry crekt. 

To filial sleep lipon the breast i' 

OF dread eternity. 

xSsS. 

XLII 

THE WISHING-GATE DESTROYED 

'Tis gone—with old belief and dre^ 
That round it clung, and tempting 
scheme 

Released from fear and 4^ubt: 

And the brighf landscape too mustjie. 
By this blank wall, from every ey^ 
Relentlessly shut out. 

Bear lyitness ye who seldom passed 
That opening—but a look ye cast 
Upon the lake below. 

What spn-it-stirring power it gained 
E'rcaii faith which here was entertained, 
ThoTi’fCh reason might say no. 

Blest is that i^uund, where, o’e.* the 
springs 

Of history. Glory clagsoher wings, 
.fame stv'.ds the exalting tear ; 

Yet earth is wii?^, and m{iny a nook 
Unheard of i;., like this, a book 
For modest' meanings dear. 

e 

It was in sooth a happy thought 
That grafted, on so fair a spot, 

So confident a token 
Of coming good : —the charm is fled ; 
Indulgent centuries spun a thread. 

Which one harsh day has broken. 

Alas I for him who gave the word ; 

Could he no sympathy afford. 

Derived from earth or heaven. 

To hearts so oft by hope betrayed ; 
Their very wishes wanted aid* 

Which here was freely given ? 

Where, for the love-lorn maiden’s 
wound. 

Will now so readily be found 
A balm of expectation ? 

Anxious for far-off children, where 
Shall mothers breathe a like sweet air 
Of home-felt consolation ? 

I 

And not unfelt will prove the loss 
’Mid trivial care and petty cross 
And each day’s shallow (prief ; 
’'Though the most easily beguiled 
'Were oft among the first that smiled 
At* their own fond belief. 

If still the reckless change we mourn. 

A reconciling thought may turn 
To hatip that might lark there. 

Fre judgment prompted from witbJn 
Fit aims, with courag^o begin. 

And strength to ^severe. 
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l<Tot Fortuae’» slave is Man: a& state 
’Esjoiffis, while firm resolves await 
On wishes just and wise. 
Tfaatwstreauous action follow both. 

An!d we be one petpetual growth’* 

Of heaviHi'Ward enterprise. 

^tau^ht, so trained, we boldly face 
accidents of time and place ;* 
Whatever props may fail, 

Trust in tlmt sovereign law can spread 
New glory o’er the mountain’s head. 
Fresh beauty through the vale. 

That truth informing mind and heart. 
The simplest cottager^nay part. 

Ungrieved, with charm and s^ell ; 
And yet, lost Wishiiig-gatc, to thee 
The voice of grateful memory 
Shall bid a kind farewell! *« 

See Note at the end of the ypjgme, ^ 

• , XLIII 

THE PRIMROSE THE ROCK 

A Rock there 'Yhosc homely front 
The passing traveller slights ; 

Yet there the 'Itlow-wciriiis hang •their 
•lamps. '* j 

Like stars, at 'Vstriuus h<^ights; 

And one coy Prirnrqpe to that Kofk 
The v^ual breeze invites. 

What hideous warfare hath been waged. 

What kingdoms overthrown. 

Since first 1 spied that Priiiirose-tuft 
And marked it for my own ; 

A lasting link in Nature’s chain 
From highest heaven let down !- 

The flowers, still faithful to the stems. 
Their fellowship renew ; 

The stems are faithful to the root, 

That worketh out of view ; 

And to the rock the root adheres 
In ev;ery fibre true. 

Close clings to earth the living rock. 
Though threatening still to fall: 

The earth is constant to her sphere ; 

And God upholds them all: 

So blooms this lonely Plant, nor dreads 
r Her annual funeral. 

* • * * 

Here closed the meditative strain ; 

But air breatned soft that day. 

The hoary mountain-heights weri^ 
cheered. , ^' 

The sunny vale looked gay ? ' 

4nd to the Primrose of the Rock 
I gave this after-lay. 

I sang—Let myriads of bright flowers, 
L^e Thee, in field and frove 
Revive imenvied :—mightier far. 

Than trembli^s .that^ reprove 
Our vernal* tentidneies to hope. 

Is God’s redeeming love ; 


That love which changed—for wan 
disease, 

For sorrow that had ben t 
O’er hopeless dust, fo{ withered age— 
Their mortal eJemeni:, 

And turned the thistles of a curse 
To types beneficent. 

Sin-blighted though we are, we too. 

The reasoning Sons of Men, 

Fr^^m one oblivious winter called 
Shall rise, and breathe again ; 

And in eternal suiiimej lose 
Q^r threescore years and ten. 

To humbleness of heart descends 
This prescience from on high, 

The faith that elevates the just. 

Before and when they die ; 

And makes each soul a separate heaven, 
A court for Deity. 

1831. 

XLIV 

PRESENTIMENTS 
Prksentimknts ! they judge not right 
Who deein that yc from open light 
Retire in fear of shame ; 

All heaven-born Instincts shun the touch 
Of vulgar sense,—and, being such. 

Such privilege ye claim. 

The tear whose source I could not guess. 
The deep sigh that seemed fatherless. 
Were mine in early days ; 

And now. unforced by time to part 
With fancy, I obey iny heart. 

And venture on your praise. 

What though some busy foes to good. 
Too potent over nerve and blood. 

Lurk near you—and combine 
To taint the health which ye infuse ; 
TMs hides not from the moral Muse 
Your origin divine. 

How oft from you, derided Powers ! 
Conics Faith that in auspicious hours 
Builds castles, not of air : 

Budings unsanctioned by the will 
Flow from your visonary skill. 

And teach us to beware. 

The bosom-weight, your stubborn gift. 
That no philosophy can lift, 

Shall vanish, if ye please. 

Like niorniug mist: and, where it lay, 
The spirit at your bidding play 
la gaiety and ease. 

Star-guided contemp^tions move 
Through space, though calm, not 
raised above 
Prognostics that ye rule ; 

The naked Indian of the wild. 

And haply, too. the cradled Child, 

Are pupils of your school. 
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But who can fathom your intents, 
Number their signs or instruments ? 

A rainbow, a sunbeam. 

A subtle smell that Spring unbinds. 
Dead pause abrupt of midnight winds. 
An echo, or a dream. 

The laughter of the Christmas hearth 
With sighs of self-exhausted mirth 
Ye feelingly reprove ; 

And daily, in the conscious breast. . 
Your visitations are a test 
And exercise of love. 

'When some great change gives boiinCless 
scope 

To an exulting Nation’s hope. 

Oft, startled and made wise 
By your low-brcathed interpretings. 

The simply-mcek foretaste the springs 
Of bitter contraries. 

Ye daunt the proud array of war. 
Pervade the lonely ocean far 
As sail hath been unfurled ; 

For dancers in the festive hall 
What ghastly partners hath your call 
Fetched from the shadowy world. 

'Tis said, that warnings ye dispense. 
Emboldened by a keencT sense ; 

That men have lived for whom. 

With dread precision, ye made clear 
The hour that in a distant year 
Should knell them to the tomb. 

Unwelcome insight 1 Yet there arc 
Blest times when mystery is laid bare. 
Truth show's a glorious face. 

While on that isthmus which commands 
The councils of both worlds, she stands. 
Sage Spirits ! by your grace. 

God, who instructs the brutes to scent 
All changes of the element. 

Whose wisdom fixed the scale 
Of natures, for our wants provides 
By higher, sometimes humbler, guides, 
When lights of reason fail. 

Ji 'i-iug 1830. 

XLV 

VERNAL ODE 

Return Natura tota est nusquam magis quam 
in miaimis.—^P un. Nat. Hist. 

1 

Beneath the concave of an April sky, 
When all the fields with freshest green 
were dight. 

Appeared, in presence of the spiritual eye 
That aids or supersedes our grosser 
sight, 

Th^lorm and rich habiliments of One 
Whose countenance bore resemblance 
to the sun. 


WhenlPreveals, in evening majesty, ^ 
Featiitcs half lost amid their own pure * 
light. 

Poised like a weary cloud, in middle air 
He htng,—then floated with angelic ease 
(Softening that bright effulgentie by 
degrees) 

Till he had reached a summit sharp a£d 
bare. 

Where oft the venturous heifer drinks 
the noontjde breeze.'' 

Upon the apex of that lofty con^ 
Alighted, there the Stranger rtood alone ; 
Fair as a gorgeous Fabric of the east 
Suddenly raised oy some enchanter’s 
power, 

W’herc nothing was ; and Arm as some 
old Tow'cr 

Of Britain’s realm, whose leafy cre.st 
Waves embellished by a gleaming 
shower! ' 

• II 

Beneath the shadow oi'iliis purple wings 
Rested a golden harp :-^he touched the 
Strings; . 

And, after prqlufte of.unearthly sound 
Poured through'l-he echoing hills around, 
He san,g— 

“ No wintry desolationsi 
Scorching blight or noxious dew. 

Affect my native habitations ; 

Buried in glory, far beyond the scope 
Of man’s inquiring gaze, but to his hope 
lin.Tged, though faintly, in the hue 
Profound of night’s ethereal blue ; 

•And ill the aspect of each radiant orb;— 
.Some fixed, some wandering with no 
timid curb ; [eye, 

But wandering star and fixed, to mortal 
Blended in absolute serenity. 

And free from semblance of decline ;— 
Fresh as if Evening brought their nata^ 
hour. 

Her darkness splendour gave, her 
silence power, 

To testify of Love and Grace divine. 

I” . 

What if those bright fires < 

Shine subject to decay, 

Sons-haply of extinguished sires. 
Themselves to lose their light, or pass 
away 

'Like clqpds before the wind. 

Be thanks poured out to Him whose 
hand bestows. 

Nightly, on human kind 
That vision of endurance and repose 
—And though to eveiy draught of 
vital breath 

Renewed throughout tn^boEfil^ of earth 
or ocean. 
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fThe melancholy gates of Death 
Respond with sympathetic moticm; 
Though all that feeds on nether air. 
Howe’er magnificent or fair. 

Grow8*but to perish, and entrust 
Its ruins to their kindred dust; 

Yet, by the Almighty’s evcr-during 
^ care, ^ 

Her procreant vigils Nature keeps 
Amid the unfathomable deeps ; 

And saves 4(]e peopled fiejlds of earth 
From dread of emptiness or dearth. 

Thus, in th#ir stations, lifting tow’rd the 
sky 

The foliaged head in 6loud-like majesty. 
The shadow-casting rdee of trees suVvivc : 
Thus, in the train of Spring, arrive 
Sweet flowers ;—what living ^ye hath 
viewed • . 

Their mjTiads ?—endlessly re,»>fiw.'edr 
Wlyrever strikes the sun’s glad ray ; 
Whese’er the subtle waters sti-ay ; 
Wliprever sportive brec?es bend 
Their course, on ^lenial showers desrend ! 
Mortals, rejoice^ the very Angels c^uit 
Their mansion^ unsusce^ble of change, 
Amid your ple'as^n^ bowers to sit, 

And through your swedt vicis'^itudes to 

range! ” • , 

« IV 

O, nursed at happy distance from the 
care.s ’ [Muse ! 

Of a too-anxious w(»rld, mild pastoral 

That, to the sparkling crown Urania 
wears, 

And to her sister Clio's laurel wreath. 
Prefer’st a garland culled from ]iurple 
heath, [dews; 

Or blooming thicket moist with morning 
Was such bright Spectacle vouchsafed 
to me ? 

And was it granted to the simple ear 
Of thy contented Votary 
Such melody to hear 1 
Him rather suits it, side by side with 
thee, « 

Wrapped in a fit of pleasing indulciice, 

* While thy tired lute hangs on the 
1 hawthorn-tree, 

' To lie an4 listen—till o’er-drowsed sense 
Sinks, hardly conscious of the influence— 
To the soft murmur of the vagrant Bee. 
—A slender sound ! yet hoary Time , • 
Doth to the Soul exalt it with the chime , 
Of all his years ;—a company • 

Of ages coming, ages gone ; 

(Nations from before them sweeping. 
Regions in destruction steeping,) 
But^very awful note in unison 
Witn that faint utterance, which tells 
Of treasure sucked from buds and bells, 
For the pyre kAping of thone waxen 
cells: 


Where She—a statist prudent to confer 
Upon the common weal; a warrior 
bold. 

Radiant all over uiiburnished gold. 
And armed with living spear for mortal 
fight i 

A cunning forager 

That sj^reads no waste ; a social builder ; 
one 

In whom all busy oflices unite 
Wjfth all fine functions that aflord 
delight— 

Safe through the winter storm in quiet 
‘•dw'ells ! 

p V 

And is She brought within the power 
Of vision ?—o’er this tempting flower 
Hovering until the petals stay 
Her flight, and take its voice away !— 
Observe each wing F—a tiny van ! 

The structure of her laden thigh. 

How fragile ! yet of ancestry 
Mysteriously remote and high ; 

High as the'iraperial front of man ; 

'I he roseate bloom on woman’s check; 
The soaring eagle’s curved beak ; 

The W'hite plumes of the floating swan : 
Old as the tiger's paw, the lion’s mane 
IJre shaken Ov that mood of stern disdain 
At which the desert trembles.—Humming 
Bee ! 

Thy sting was needless then, iierchance 
unknown, 

Tlie. seeds of malice were not sown ; 

All creatures met in peace, from fierce¬ 
ness free. 

And no pride blended with their dignity. 
—-Tears had not broken from their 
source ; 

Nor Anguish stra\ed from her Tartarean 
, den ; 

The golden years maintained a course 
Not undiversitied though smooth and 
ev'en ; » 

We were not mocked with glimpse and__ 
shadow then. 

Bright Seraphs mixed familiarly with 
men ; 

And earth and stars composed a universal 
heaven! iSzy. 

XLVI 

DEVOTIONAL INCITEMENTS 
“ Not to the earth confined, 

Ascend to heaven.” 

Where will they stop, those breathing 
Powers, 

The Spir. ts of the new-born flowers ? 
1'hey waader with the breeae,they w ypd 
Where’er the streams a pas.9age finoT 
Up from their native ground they rise 
In mute a^ial harmonies ; 
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Froiij hupible violet—modest thyme— 
Eshmpii, the essimtial odours climb. 

As if no'Space below the sky 
Their subtle flight^uld sat^fy : 
Heaven will not tax our thoughts with 
pride 

If like ambition be ihcir guide. 

Roused by this kindliest of May- 
showexs, 

The spirit-quickener of the flowers, , 
That with moist virtue softly cleaves 
The buds, and freshens the young leaves. 
The birds pour forth their souls in notes 
Of rapture from a thousand throats— 
Here checked by too impetuous haste, 
While there the iniisic runs'to waste. 
With bounty more and more enlarged. 
Till the whole air is overcharged ; 

Give ear, O Man ! to their appeal 
And thirst for no inferior zeal. 

Thou, who canst think, as well as feel. 

Mount from the (uirth; aspire ! 
aspire ! 

So pleads the town’s cathedral quire. 

In strains that from their solemn height 
Sink, to attain a loftier flight ; 

While incense from the altar breathes 
Rich fragrance in embodied wreaths ; 
Or, flung, from swinging oenser, shrouds 
The tai>er'lights, and curls in clouds 
Around angelic Forms, the still 
Creation of the painter's skill. 

That on the service wait concealed 
One moment, and the ne.\t revealed 
—Cast ofl your bonds, awake, arise. 

And for no transient ccsta.sies ! 

What else can mean the visual plea 
Of still or moving imagery— 

The iterated summons loud. 

Not wasted on the attendant crowd. 
Nor wholly lost upon the throng 
Hurrying the busy streets along ? 

Alas ! the sanctities combined 
^•By art to unsensualisc the mind. 

Decay, and languish ; or, as creeds 
"TtlflUWruniours change, are spurned like 
weeds: 

The priests are from their altars thrust; 
Temples are levelled with the dust; 
And solemn rites and awful forms 
Foimder amid fanatic storms. 

Yet evermore, through years renewed 
In undisturbed vicissitude 
Of seasons balaneitig their flight 
On the swift wings of day and night. 
Kind Nature keeps a heavenly door 
Wide open for the scattered Poor. 
Where flower>breathed incense to the 
j^es , 

Is v^ted in mute harmonies : 

And ground fresh-cloven by the plough 
Is fragrant with a humbler vow ; 


Where birds, and brooks h;om leafy dell^ 
Chinie forth unweeuried canticles. 

And vapours magnify and spread 
The glory of the sun^s brigfat,head-r' 

Still constant in her worship, stUf 
Conforming to the eternal Will, ■ 
Whether men sow or reap the fields. 
Divine monition Nature 3 delds, 

That not by bread alone we live. 

Or what a hand of flesh can give ; 

That every da^j should leavt^ome part 
Free for a sabbath of the heart ; 

So shall the seventh-be tru]y«blest. 

From morn to eve, with hallowed rest. 

" 1833. 

XLVII 

THE CUCKOO-CLOCK 
WouLOcsT thou be taught, when sleep 
has tjjjfen flight. 

By a sure voice that can most sweetly 
tell. 

How far-off yet a glimpse of morning 
light, e • 

And if to lutf the ^uaqf back be well, 
Forbear to covfefji Repeater’s stroke, 
That, answering tq «thy touch, will 
sound the hour ; 

Bettor provide thee with a Cuckoo-Clock 
For service hung behind thy cHiamber- 
door ; 

And in due time the soft spontaneous- 
shock. 

The double note, as if with living power. 
Will to composure lead—or make thee 
blithe as bird in bower. 


list. Cuckoo—Cuckoo !—oft tho’ tem¬ 
pests howl. 

Or mpping frost remind thee trees are 
bare. 

How cattle pine, and droop the shiver¬ 
ing fowl. 

Thy sjnrits will seem to feed on balmy 
air : 


I speak with knowledge,—by that 
Voice beguiled, * 

Thou wilt salute old memories as they 
throng [wild 

Into thy heaurt: and fancie.Sj^ running 
Through fresh green j^clds, ana budding 
groves among,. 

Will make thee happy, happy as a child; 
0£«unshine wilt thou think, and flowers, 
« and song, * 

And brettthe as in .a world where nothing 
can go wrong. 


And know—that, even for him who 
shuns the, day ^ 

And nightly tosses on a bed of pain; 
Whose joys, hrom all but memory swept 
away, ‘ ^ , [again: 

Must cozne unhoped for, if they come 
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iKnow— that, for him whose waking 
thoughts, severe ^ * • 

As his distress is sharp, would scorn 
fiy tt]|,eme. 

The ndmic notes, s triking upon his ear 
In sleep, and intermingling with his 
dream, 

<^uld from sad regions send him to a 
dear 

Delightful land of verdure, shower and 
gleams 

To mock the wandering Voice beside some 
hauntf^d stream. 

O bounty without • measure ! while 
the grace , 

Of Heaven doth in such wise, from 
humblest springs. 

Pour pleasure forth, and soliccs that 
trace ' 9 

A mazy course along familial* wrings, 
WA.L may our hearts have faith that 
olessirigs uumc, -« 

Streaming froi^ .founts above the starry 
sky, 

Vith angels wtteii their 9 .vn untnubled 
home ^ 

'fhey leave, and spjed ou nightly embassy 
fo visit earthly^chambers,—and for 
whom ? ’ 

Vea, both for souls who God's forbear¬ 
ance try, 

And those th.it sock his help, and for 
his mercy sigh. 

XLVIII 

TO THE CLOUDS 

Akmy of Clouds ! ye winged Host in 
troops 

Ascending from behind the motionless 
brow 

Of that tall rock, as from a hidden 
world, 

O whither with such eagerness of speed ? 
What seek ye, or what shun ye ? of the 
gale 

' Companions, fear ye to be left behind, 
Or racing o’er your blue ethereal field 
Contend ye with each other ? of the 
sea 

Children, thus post ye over vale and 
height 

To sink upon your mother’s lap—juld 
rest^ • * 

Or were ye rightlier hailed, i.'hen first 
mine eyes 

Beheld in your impetuous march the 
likeness 

of a wide army pressing on to meet 
^ overtake some unknown enemy ?— 
But your smooth motions suit a peace¬ 
ful ailim; 
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And Fancy, not less aptly pleased, 
compares 

Your squadrons to an endless flight of 
birds 

Aerial, u^n due migration bound 
To mild^ climes; or rather do ye 
urge 

In caravan your hasty pilgrimage 
To pause at last on more aspiring neights 
Than these, and utter your devotion 
( there 

With thunderous voice ? Or are ye 
jubilant. 

And would ve, tracking your proud 
lord the Sun, 

He present J^t his setting ; or the pump 
Of i’ersian mornings w'ould ye fill, and 
stand 

Poising your splendours high above 
the heads 

Of worshijjpers kneeling to their up¬ 
risen God ? 

Whence, whenre, ye Clouds! this 
eagerness of speed ? 

Speak, silent creatures.—^They are gone, 
arc fled. 

Buried together in yon gloomy inasS 
That loads the middle heaven j and 
clear and bright 

And vacant doth the region which they 
thronged 

Ap]iear ; a calm descent of sky condnCt- 
ing 

Down to the unappiroacbable abyss, 
Down to that hkhlcii gulf from wliich 
they rose 

To vanish—fleet as days and months and 
years. 

Fleet as the generations of mankind, 
Power, glory, empire, as the world it¬ 
self, 

The lingering world, wheii time hath 
■ ceased to be » 

But the winds roar, shaking the rooted 
trees. 

And see ! a bright precursor to A train 
Perchance as numerous, overpeers thp^ 
rock 

That sullenly refuses to partake 
Of the wild impulse. From a fount of 
life 

Invisible, the long procession moves 
Luminous or gloomy, welcome to the 
vale 

Which they are entering, welcome to 
mine eye 

That «ees them, to my soul that owns 
in them, 

And in the bosom of the firmament 
O'er which they move, wherein thejr 
are contained, , 

A type of her capacious self and all 
Her restless progeny. 
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A humble walk 

Here is my body doomed to tread, this 
path, 

A little hoary line and faintly traced. 
V/ork, shall we calUt, of the shepherd’s 
foot ji^. 

Or of his flock ?—joint vestige of them 
both. 

I pace it unrepiniiig, for niy thoughts 

' Admit no bondage and my words ha\c 
wings. 

' Where is* the Orphean lyre, ctr Dnftd 
harp. 

To accompany the verse ? The mountain 
blast « 

$hall be our }tand of music ; he shall 
sweep 

The rocks, and quivering trees, and 
billowy lake. 

And seiu-ch the fibres of tlic caves, 
and they 

Shall answer, for our song is of the Clouds 
And the wind loves them ; and the gentle 
gales— 

' Which by their aid re-clothe the naked 
lawn 

' With annual verdure, and revive the 
woods. 

And moisten the parched lips of thirsty 
flowers— 

Love them; and every idle breeze of air 
Bends to the favourite burthen. Moon 
and stars 

Keep their most solemn vigils when the 
Clouds 

Watch also, shifting peaceably their place 
Like bands of ministering Spirits, or 
when they lie. 

As if some Protean art the change had 
wrought. 

In listless quiet o’er the ethereal deep 
Scattered, a Cyclades of various shapes 
And all degreqg of beauty. O ye 
Lightnings ! ^' 

Ye are their perilous offspring; and 
the Sun— 

Source inexhaustible of life and joy. 

s^BMsMype of man’s far-darting reason, 
therefore [verse. 

In old time worshipped as the god of 
A blaaing intellectual deity— 

Loves his own glory in their looks, and 
showers 

Upon that unsubstantial brotherhood 
Visions with all but beatific light 
Enriched—too transient were they not 
renewed 

From age to age. and did not," while 
we gaze 

In silent rapture, credulous desire 
Nourish tl^e hope that memory lacks 
not power [thought I 

Tq Iceep the treasure unimpaired, Vain 


Yet why repine, created as we are 
For joy and rest, albeit to find themi 
only 

I.odged‘in the bosom of eternal things 7 


SUGGESTED BY A PICTURE* OF 
THE BIRD OF PARADISE ^ 

The gentlest Poet, with free thoughts 
endowed, 

j -And a true master of the gloiWng strain, 

I .Might scan the narrow province Igath 
{ disdain • 

That to the Painter’s skill is here allowed. 
This, this the Bird of Paradise ! disclaim 
The dating thought, forget the name \ 
This the Sun’s Bird, whom Glendoveers 
migti/ own 

.As no uttworthy Partner in their flight 
Through ^s of ether, where the ruffling 
sway ^ 

Of nether air’s rude billows is unknown ; 
Whom Sj'lphs, if •e’er for casual pastime 
they $ • 

Thron^jh Indians spicy re(|jons wing their 
way, V- 

Might bow t» as tljeir Lord. What 
charactest * 

O sovereign Nature t* I appeal to thee. 
Of all thy feathered progeny « 

Is so unearthly, and what shape so 
fair ? 

So richly decked in variegated down. 
Green, sable, shining yellow, shadowy 
brown. 

Tints softly with each other blended. 
Hues doubtfully begun and ended ; 

Or hilcrshooting, and to sight 
Lost and recovered, as the rays of light 
Glance on the conscious plumes touched 
here and there ? 

Full surely, when with such proud 
gifts of life 

Began the pencil's strife, 

O’erweening Art was caught as in a 
snare. 

A sense of seemingly presumptuous 
wrong 

Gave the first impulse to the Poet’s 
song; 

But, of his scorn repenting soon, he 
drew 

A fUster judgment from a calmer view ; 
And, with a spirit freed fcAn discontent. 
Thankfully took an effort that Was meant 
Not with God’s bounty, Nature’s love, 
to vie. 

Or made with hope to please that 
inward eye » * 

Which ever strives in vain itself tO 
satisfy, ' ^ " 



POEMS OF THE IMAGINATION 


189 


But to recall the truth by some faint 
• trace » 

Of power ethereal and celestial gf ace» 
That in the living Creature find on 
orsth a^lace. 


L 

A JEWISH FAMILY 

(iff A SMALL VALLEY OPPOSITE S7» GOAR. 
UPON THE RHINE) 


Genius of i^phael! if thy wings 
Might bear thee to this^Ien, 

With faithful memory left of things 
To pencil dear and pen. 

Thou would’st forego*the neighbouring 
Rhine, » 

And all his majesty— 

A studious forehead to incline 
O’er this poor family. •, ^ 

The Mother—her thou must l*=wc seen. 

I» spirit, ere she came 
To d^ell these rifted rocj^s between, 

Or found on earth a name ; 

An image, too, 6f*that sweet lioy. 

Thy ipspiratious give— • • 

Of playfulness,cind loveMAid joy, 
Predestined her* 4o liye." 

Downcast, or shooting glances far^ 

How b^utiful his eyes. 

That blend the nature of the star 
With that of summer skies 1 
1 speak as if of sense beguiled ; 

Uncounted months arc gone. 

Yet am I with the Jewish Child, 

That exquisite Saint John. 

I see the dark-brown curls, the brow. 
The smooth transparent skin. 

Refined, as with intent to show 
The holiness within ; 

The grace of parting Inf.mcy 
By blushes yet untamed ; 

Age faithful to the mother’s knee. 

Nor of her arms ashamed. 


Two lovely Sisters, still and sw'eet 
As flowers, stand side by side ; 
.^eir soul-subduing looks might cheat 
« The Christian of his pride : 

Such beauliy hath the Eternal poured 
Upon them not forlorn, 

Though of a lineage once abhorred. 
Nor yet redeemed from scorn. 


M^terious safeipiard, that, in spite 
Of poverty and wrong, • 

Doth here preserve a living light. 
From Hebrew fountains sprung ; 
That gives this ragged group to cast 
Ar%und the dell a gleam « 

Of Palestine,^ of ^ory past. 


And prou^^J er^alem I 


LI 

ON THE POWER OF SOUND 

ARGUMENT 

The Ear addressed, as oqpupied by a spiritual 
functionary, in commuDioti with sounds, 
individual, or combined in studied harmony. 
—Sources and effects of those sounds (to the 
close of 6 th Stanza).—^The power of music, 
whence proceeding, exemplified in the idiot. 
—Origin of music, and its effect in early ages 
—how produced (to the middle of 10th 
.Sftiiiza).—The mind recalk'd to sounds acting 
casually and severally.—Wish uttered (nth 
St.-inza) that these could be united into a 
set^me or system for moral interests and 
inimlectual contc'mplatioii.—(Stanza lath). 
The Pyth.igore.\n Uieory of numbers and 
music, with their suppo^ power over the 
motions of the universe—imaginations con¬ 
sonant With such a theory. —Wish expressed 
(ill iitli Stanza) re;ilised, in some degree, 
by the representation of all sounds under 
the form of tliaiik.sgiving to the Creator.— 
(Last Stanza) tlie destruction of earth and 
the plaiiet.ary system—the survival of aucUble 
harmony, and its support in the Divine 
Nature, as revealed in Holy Writ. 

I 

Thy functions are ethereal. 

As if within thee dwelt a glancing mind. 
Organ of vision ! And a Spirit aerial 
Informs the cell of Hearing, dark and 
blind ; I thought 

Intricate labyrinth, more dread for 
To enter than oracular cave ; 

Strict passage, through which sighs are 
brought, 

And wliispers for the heart, their slave : 
And shrieks, that revel in abuse 
Of shivering flesh ; and warbled air. 
Whose piercing sweetness can unloose 
The chains of frenzy, or entice a smile 
Into the ambush of despair ; 

Hoi^nas pealing down the long-drawn 
•aisle. 

And requiems answered by the pulse 
that beats 

Dovoutly, in life’s last retreats ! 

II 

The headlong streams and fountains 
Serve Tlice, invisible Spirit, with untired 
powers ; 

Cheering the wakeful tent on S}/Tian 
mountains, 

1 They lull perchance ten thousand thou- 
• sand fiowers. 

That roar, the prowling lion’s I/ere lam. 
How fearful to the desert wide ! 

That bleat, how tender ! of the dam 
Calling a straggler to her side. 

Shout, 'cuckoo !—let the vernal soul 
Go with thee to the frozen zone ; 

Toll from thy loftiest perch, lone belli 
bird, toU I 
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At the still hour to Mercy dear, 

Mercy from her twiliffht throne 
Listeuing^ to nun’s faint throb of holy 
4ear, 

To sailor’s pra^hr breathed from a 
darkening sea. 

Or widow’s cottage-lullaby. 

Ill 

Ye Voices, and ye Shadows 
And images of voice—to hound sand 
horn 

From rocky steep and r(x:k-bestudded 
meadows « 

Flung back, and. in the sky’s blue caves, 
reborn— , 

On with your pastime I tjll the church- 
tower bells 

A greeting give of measured glee ; 

And milder echoes from their cells 
Repeat the bridal symphony. 

Then, or far earlier, let us rove 
Where mists are breaking up or gone. 
And from aloft look down into a cove 
Besprinkled with a careless quire. 

Happy milk-maids, one by one 
Scattering a ditty each to her desire, 

A liquid concert matchless by nice Art, 

A stream as if from one full lieart. 

IV 

Blest be the song that brightens 
The blind man’s gloom, exalts the 
veteran's mirth ; 

Unscorned the peasant’s whistling breath, 
that lightens 

His duteous toil of furrowing the green 
earth. 

For the tired slave, Song lifts the languid 
oar. 

And bids it aptly fall, with chime 
That beautiries the fairest shore. 

And mitigates the harshest clime. • 

Yon pilgrims see—in lagging file 
They move; but'soon the appointed 
way 

A choral Marie shall beguile. 

And to their hope the distant shrine 
Glisten with a livelier ray : 

Nor friendless he, the prisoner of the 
mine, 

Who from the well-spring of his own 
clear breast 

Can draw, and sing his griefs to rest. 

v * 

When civic renovation 
Dawns on a kingdom, and f«: needful 
haste 

Best eloquence avails not. Inspiration 
Mounts with a tune, that travels like 
a blast 

-Piping through cave and Cattlemen ted 
tower; 


Then starts the sluggard, pleased A) 

* meet 

That voice of Freedom, in its power 
Of promises, shrill, wild, an^ sweqjl! 
Who. from a martial ^spreads 

Incitements of a battle-day, • 
Thrilhng the unweaponed crowd with 
plumeless heads ?— ^ 

Even She whose Lydian airs inspire 
Peaceful striving, gentle play 
Of timid hope and Innocentkdesire 
Shot from th% dancing Graces, as'Hiey 
move * 

Fanned by the plausive wings of Love. 

• * V* 

How oft along thy mazes. 

Regent of sound*, have dangerous Pas- 
syJhs trod ! 

O hThou, through whom |he temple 
rin’S^wlth praises. 

And blackening clouds in thunder 
speak of 41 od. 

Betray not by the couryige of sense 
Thy votaries, wooingly resigned 
To ft volupttmus influCTice 
That taints Jh^purer, bStter, mind j 
But lead siqk Fencjfta a harp 
That ]iath in nohle^asks been tried ; 
And, if the virtuous feel a ^ang .too 
sliarp. 

Soothe it into patience,—stay 
The uplifted arm of Suicide ; « 

.And let some mood of thine in firm array 
Knit every thought the impending 
issue needs. 

Ere martyr burns, or patriot bleeds I 

VII 

As Conscience, to the centre 
Of being, smites with irresistible pain 
So shall a solemn cadence, if it enter 
The mouldy vaults of the dull idiot’s 
brain. 

Transmute him to a wretch from qlliet 
hurled— 

Convulsed as by a jarring din ; 

And then aghast, as at the world 
Of reason partially let in 
By concords winding with a sway 
Terrible for sense and soul! * 

Or, awed he weeps, struggling to quell 
dismay. 

I'^oiut not these mysteries to an Art 
Lodged above the star^ pole ; 

Pure modulations flowing from the heftrt 
Of divine Love, where Wisdom, Bedtitjr, 
Truth 

With Order dwell, in endless youth ? 

• viii • * 

Oblivion may not.eoyer 
AH treasures boardW d% the miser. 
Time. 



POEMS OF THE IMAGINAtlOU tot 


drphe&n Insight I truth's undauntei^ 

lover, » 

To the first leagues of tutored passion 
cUmb, • 

When Music deigned within this grosser 
sph^e 

Her subtle essence to enfold, 

AM voice and shell drew forth a |ear 
Softer than Nature’s self could mould. 
Yet strenuous was the infant Age : 

Art. daring tfficause souls ^ould feel. 
Stirred nowhere but an urgent equipage 
Of rapt imagination sped her march 
Through the realms of woe and weal: 
Hell to the lyre bowed low ; the upper 
arch * 

Rejoiced that clamourous spell and magic 
• verse , 

Her wan disasters could disperse* ^ 

• IX 

The Gift to king Amphion 
That walled a city witli fts melody 
Was for bclicfvriP dream :—thy skill, 
Arion ! ^ ^ 

Could humanize the creatures of the 
sea, ^ ■ 

Where men were raorAtei^. A last 

grace he craves* ^ 

Leave foaoiie chant ;—the dulect sound 
Steals from the deck o’er willing waves. 
And listening dolphins gather round. 
Self-cast, as with a desperate course, 
’Mid that strange audience, he bestrides 
A proud One docile as a managed horse; 
And singing, while the accordant hand 
Sweeps his harp, the Master rides ; 

So shall he touch at length a friendly 
strand. 

And he, with his preserver, shine 
star-bright 

In memory, through silent night. 

X 

The pipe of Pan, to shepherds 
Couched in the shadow of Masnalian 
pines. 

Was passing sweet; the eyeballs of the 
leopards. 

That in lijgh triumph drow the Lord of 
vines. 

How did they sparkle to the cymbal’s 
clang I 

While Fauns and Sat^TS beat the groumt 
In cadence,—ail'd Silenus swang a 

This way arid that, with wUd lowers 
crowned. 

To life, to li/e give back thine ear : 

Ye who are longing to be rid 
Of ft.ble, thou^ to truth subservient, 
hear 

The little sprinkjng of cold earth that 
fell • 

Echoed from the coffin-lid ; 


The convict’s summons in the steeple’s 
knell; 

‘^TThe vain distress-gun," from a leeward 
shore. 

Repeated—heard, an<| heard no more i 

XI 

For terror, joy, or pity. 

Vast is the compass and the svrell of 
notes : 

Ftofn the babe’s first cry to voire of 
regal city, 

Rolling a solemn sca-like bass, that 
jfioats 

Far as the woodlands—with the trill 
to blend • 

Of that shy songstress, whose love-tale 
Might tempt an angel to desr.cnd, 
Wliilo hovering o’er the moonlight vale. 
Ye wandering Utlerar^ces, Jhas earth no 
scheme. 

No scale of moral music—to unite 
Powers that survive but in tlie faintest 
dream 

Of memory ?—O that ye might stoop 
to bear 

Cliains, such precious chains of sight 
As laboui'ed minstrelsies through ages 
wear ! 

O for a balance fit the truth to tell 
Of the Unsubstantial, pondered well ! 

XII 

By one pervading spirit 
Of tones and numbers all things are 
controlled. 

As sages taught, where faith was found 
to merit 

Initiation in that mystery old. 

The heavens, whose aspect makes our 
minds as still 

As they themselves appear to he, 
Inrfumerable voices fill 
With everlasting harmony ; 

The towering headlands, croivncd with 
mist. 

Their feet among the billows, knov' 

That Ocean js a mighty harmonist ; 

Thy pinions, universal Air, 

Ever waving to and fro. 

Are delegates of harmony, and bear 
Strains that support the Seasons in 
their round ; 

Stern Winter loves a dirge-like sound. 

XIII 

Break forth into thanksgiving. 

Ye banded instruments of wind and 
chords ; 

Unite, to magnify the Evqr living. 

Your inarticulate notes with the voice of 
words! [mead. 

Nor hushed be service from the lowing 
Nor mute the forest hum of noon i 
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Thou too be heard, lone eagle ! freed 
From snowy peak and cloud, attune 
Thy,hungry barkings to the hymn 
Of joy, that from^er utmost walls 
The six-days’ Work, by flaming Seraphim 
Transmits to Heaven ! AsDeeptoUeep 
Shouting through one valley calls. 

All worlds, all natures, mood and measure 
keep 

For praise and ceaseless gratulation, 
poured 

Into the ear of God, their Lord ! 

XIV • 

A Voice to Light gave Leing; 

To Time, and Mail kis earthborn 
chronicler; 

A Voice shall finish doubt and dim 
foreseeing. 


A“d sweep away life's visionary stirs ^ 
The tiumpet (we. intoxicate with pride. 
Arm at its blast for deadly wars) 

To archangelic lips applied, * 

The grave shall open, quench the stars, 
p Silence ! are Man’s noisy yeaH 
wo more than momenta of tiiy life ? 

Is Harmony, blest queen of srdfies 
and tears. 

With her smooth tunes and discords 
just, , 

Tempered into rapturous strife, 

1 Thy destined bond-slave"? *>10'. though 
j earth be dus^t 

I And vanish, though the heavens dissolve. 
I ter stay 

' Is in the Woitn, that shall not pass 
, aw#y. 

I ' 1828. 
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A TALE 

What’s in .a Name ? 

* * * * 

Hriitiis will start a Spirit as soon as C 5 ie&ax ! 

• . ^ 

TO ROBERT SOUTHEY, ESQ., P.L., ltc., etc. * 

Mr Dear Fhifmd, 

The Tale ol Peter Bell, which I now introrluce to your notice, and to that of the Public, 
has, in its Manuscript state, nearly survived its mtnor^v :—for it first saw the light in the sunimet ■ 
Of Z7!}8. During this long interval, p.uiis have been taken at difTerent times to make the production 
less unworthy 01 a favourable reception ; 01, rather, to fit it for filling permanerUlv a station, how¬ 
ever humble, in the Literature of our Country. This has, indeed, been tiie aim of alt my endeavours 
in Poetry, which, vou know, have been sufliciciitly laborious to prove that I deem the Art not 
lightly to be approached; and that the attainment of excellence in it, may laudably be made 
the principal object of intellectual pursuit by any man, who, witli reasonable consideration of cir¬ 
cumstances, has faith 111 his own impulses. 

The of Peter Bull, as the Piolugue will show, was composed under a belief that the Imagi¬ 
nation not only does not require for its exercise the intervention of supernatural agancy, but tliaL 
tI.ough sudi agency be- excluded, the faculty may be called forth as imperiously and for kindred 
results of pleasure, by incidents, witliin the -ompass of poetic probability, in the humblest depart¬ 
ments ol doily life. Since that Prologue i^s written, you have exhibitra most splendid effects of 
judicious daring. 111 me oppiisite and usual course. Let this acknowledgment make my peace 
with the lovers of the sujxTiiatural; and I am persuaded it will be admitted, that to you, as a 
Master in that province of the uit, tlie folio ving Tale, whether from contrast or congriiity, is not 
an uiiappropriate offering. Acr.ept it, then, as a public testimony of affectionate admiration from 
one with whose name yours has been often coupled (to use your own words) for evil and for good; 
and believe me to be, with earnest wishes that life and health may be granted you to complete 
the many important works in which you are engaged, and with high respect. 

Most faithfully yours, 

WILLIAM WORDSWORTH. 

But if perchance your faith should fail, 
Look up—and you shall see me soon ! 

' The wi^ods, my Friends, are round 
you roaring, 

Rocking and roaring like a sea ; 

The noise of danger’s in your ears. 

And ye have all a thousand fears 
Both for my little Boat and me ! 

Meanwhile untroublecKf admita 
The pointed horns of my canoe 1 


RvnAi. Mount, April 7, iSiq. 
PROLOGUF- 

Th£re’s something in a flying horse, 
There’s something in a huge balloon ; 
But through the clouds I'll never float 
Until I have a little Boat, 

Shaped like the crescent-moon. 

And now 1 have a little Boat. 

In shape a very crescent-moon: 

Fast through the clouds my boat can 
sail; 
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Alkd, did not pity touch my breast, i 
To see how ye axe all distrest, • 

Till my ribs ached, I'd laugh at you I 

Away Wf go,'my Boat and I— 

Frail man ne’er sate in such another ; 
Whethet among the winds we strive, ^ 
Or deep into the clouds we dive, 

EaSh is contented with the othecc 

Away we go—and what care we 
For treasons.otemults, and for wars ? 

We are as calm in our delight I 

As is the cces«jpnt-moon so bright 
Among the scattered stars. 

Up goes my Boat among the stars . 
Through many a breathless field of 
light, 

Through many a long blue field ofcether. 
Leaving ten thousand stars beher^h 
her: • 

Up gies my little Boat so bright ! 

The Crab, the Scorpion. aUd the Bull— 
We pry among tlwup all; have shot 
High o’er the red-haired racc,of Mars. 
Covered from too to toe wijh scars ; 
Such company I likg y; no\! • 

The towns in Saturn are decayed. 

The melancholv Spectres throng thcfli ;— 
The Pleiads, tliat appear to kiss u 
Each other in the vast abyss, 

^ith joy I sail among them. 

Swift Mercury resounds with mirth. 

Great Jove is full of stately bowers ; 

But these, and all that they contain. 
What are they to that tiny grain. 

That little Earth of ours ? 


Never did fifty things at once 
Appear so lovely, never, never 
How tunefully the forests ring I 
To hear the earth’s soft murmuring 
Thus could 1 hang lor ever ! 

Shame on you! ” cried my little 
Boat, 

“ Was ever such a homesick Loon. 
Witlnn a living Boat to sit, 

Andtfnake no better use of it r 
A Boat twin-sister of the crescent-moon 

Ne’erthe breast of full-grown Poet 
Fluttered so faint a heart before ; — 

Was it the inii.^r of the spheres 
That overpowered your mortal ears ? 

—Such dm shall trouble them no more. 

These nether procincls do not lack 
Charms of their own;—then come 
with irie ; 

T want a comrade, and for yon 
There’s nothing that I w^ou'ld not do ; 
Nought is there that you shall not see. 

Haste ’. and above Siberian snows 
We ’ll sport amid the boreal morning ; 
Will mingle with her lustres gliding 
Among the stars, the stars now hiding. 
And now the stare adorning. 

I know the secrets of a land 
Where human foot did never stray ; 

Fair is that land as evening skies. 

And cool, though in the depth it lies 
Of burning .Africa. 

Or we ’ll into the realm of Faerv, 


Then back to Earth, the dear green 
Earth :— 

Whole ages if I here should roam, 

The world for my remarks and me 
Would not a whit the better be ; 

I’ve left my heart at home. 

Sec ! there she is, the matchless Earth ! 
There spreads the famed Pacific Ocean ! 
*">14 Andes thrusts yon craggy spear 
Though the grey clouds; the Alps 
are heA, 

tike waters in commotion I 

Yon tawTiy slip is Libya’s sands ; 

That silver thread the river Dnieper ; i 
And look, w'herP clothed in brightest 
green • 

Is a sweet Isle, of ides the Queen ; 

Ye fairi'*.s, from all evil keep her I 

And the town where I was horn f 
Around those hat^iy fields we span w 
In boyish gambols i^I was lost 
Where I hav^ beenrbut on this coast 
I fed I am a man. 


Among the lovely shades of things ; 

The shadowy forms of mountains bare. 
And streams, and bowers, and ladies 
Jair, 

The shades of palaces and kings I 

Or, if you thirst with hardy zeal 
Less quiet regions to explore. 

Prompt voyage shall to you reveal 
How earth and heaven are taught to 
feel 

The might of magic lore ! ” 

“ My little vagrant Form of light. 

My gay and beautiful Canoe, 

Well have you played your friendly 
• part ; 

As kindly take what from mv heart 
Experieriee forces—then adieu 1 

Temptation .'urks among your words ; 
But, while these pleasures you’re pursu¬ 
ing 

Without inipedirnent or let. 

No wonder R you quite forget 
What on the earth is doing.. 


W,P. 
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There was a time when dll mankind 
Did Usteh a faith sincere 
ToMtuncfui tongues in niystery versed ; 
Thin Poets fearlesslv rehearsed 
The wonders of a Wild career. 

Co—(but the world’s a sleepy world, 

And His, 1 fear, an age too late) 

Take i^-ith you some ambitious Youth ! 
For, restless Wanderer ! I, in truth. 

Am all unfit to be your mate. 

].x>n'g have I loved what 1 behold. 

The night that calms, the day that 
cheers ; 

'The common growth of mother-earth 
Sufiire.s me — ner tears, fier mirth. 

Her humblest mirth and tears. 

The dragon’s wing, the inagie ring, 

T shall not covet for my dower. 

If 1 along that lowly way 
With sympathetic heart may stray, 

And with a soul ol jrtmor. 

These given, what more nr-ed I desire 
To stir, to soothe, or elevate ? 

What nobler marvels than the mind 
Nfsev Wift’s, h.vi.4, 

"MaV find or there creaU*"? 

A potent wand doth Sorrow wield ; 
What spell so strong as guilty Fear! 
Repentance is a tender .Sprite ; 

If aught on earth have heavenly might 
’Tis lodged within her silent tear. 

But grant tny wishes,—let ns now 
Descend from this ethereal height; 

Then take thy way, adventurous Skiff 
More daring far than Hippogriff, 

And be thy own delight! 

To the stone-table in my garden. 

Loved haunt of many a summer ^lour. 
The Squire is come : his daughtcj'Bess 
Beside him in the cool recess 
Sits blooming like a flower. 

With these are many more convened ; 
They know not I have been so far ;— 

I see them there, in number nine. 
Beneath the spreading Weymouth-pine ! 
I see them—there they are ! 


O. here he is l'’ cried lUlle BbSS— ^ 
She saw me at ihh gardeti-door ; 

" We’ve waited anxiously ahd Idng.” 
They cried, and all atound me mrongf^ 
Full nine of them or more ! 

' Reproach nle not —yqilr fears be Still—^ ■ 
Be thankful We again have met:— 
Resume, my Friends ! within the shade 
Your seats, and quick!v shall be paid 
The well-rememhered deU* " 

I spake with faltering voic^, like oSfc 
Not wholly rescued from the pale 
Of a wild dream, or worse Illusion ; ^ 
Butj straight, to cover my confusionT 
Begun the ]tToimsed Tale. 

^ PART FIRST 
A- 1 . 'wv the moonlight river side 
('.roan^^ the poor Beast—alas in vain ; 
The staff was raised to loftier heigl t, 

And the blows fell with heavier weight 
I As Peter struck—and struck again. 

“ Hold ! ” cried the* Squire, “ against 
the rule" 

Of common se ise you’rte surely sinning ; 
\H\v\s\eap \)s ISKVtvwYjtfifi ; 

Who Peter was, le*- that be told. 

And start from the beginning,” 

-“A Potter,1 Sir, he was by trade,” 

Said I, becoming quite collected ; 

' “ And wheresoever he appeared, 

Full twenty times was Peter feared 
For once that Peter was respected. 

He, two-and-thirty years or more, 

Had been a wild and woodland rover; 
Had heard the Atlantic surges roar 
On farthest Cornwall’s rocky shore, 

.And trod the cliffs of Dover. 

And he had seen Caernarvon’s towers. 
And well he knew the spire of Sanim 
.And he had been where Lincoln h^Il 
Flings o’er the fen that ponderous knell— 
A tar-renowed alarum 1 f, 

At Doncaster, at York, and Leeds, 

And merry Carlisle had he been ; 

And all along the Lowlands fair, 

All through the bonny shire of Ayr ; 
And far as Aberdeen. 


There sits the Vicar and his Dame ; 

And there mv good friend. Stephen*' 
Otter ; 

And, ere the light of evening fail. 

To them I must relate the Tale 
Of Peter Bell the Potter.” 

Off flew the Boat—away she flees, 
Spurning her freight with indignation ! 
And L, as well as 1 was able. 

On two poor legs, toward my stone-table 
Limped on with sore vexation. 


And he had been at Inverness ; 

'And Peter, by the mountain-rffls. 

Had danced his roun^ with Hi^lalad 
lasses : 

And he had lain beside his assea 
On lofty Cheviot Hills : 

And he had trudged ^roogh Yotkslxici^ 
* dales. 

Among the rocks andwindfng setm ; 

t In the dia]e<tt of a hawkcr'ogC 

earthenware is thus desigoatlid.. 
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V^i6re deep nnd low the hamlets lie , 
Beneath their little patch of sky* 

And little lot of stars : 

And dlLaloiT^ the indented coast, 
BespaUered with the salt-sea foam : 
Wherever a knot of houses lay • 

On headland, or in hollow bay ;— 

Siffe never man like him did roam ! 

As well might Peter, in the Fleet, 

Have been ^t bound, a begging debt¬ 
or 

He travelledtohere, he travelled there;— 
But not tbe value of a hair 
Was heart or head thelbetter. 

He roved among the vales and streams. 
In the green wood and hollow dell: 

They were his dwellings night ami day,— 
But nature ne’er could find the wily # 
Into the heart of Peter Bell. ^ 

In >fai.n,, through every changeful vear, 
Did Nature lend him as iJhfdre; 

A primrose by i^r^ver's brim 
A yellow primrose was to hyu. 

And it w'as nothing mure, m * 

SpiaW change it inyeter's heart 
To see his gentle paimiered train 
With more than vetflal pleasure iaeding. 
Where'er the lender grass wag leading 
Its earliest green along the lane. 

• In vain, through water, earth, and air. 
The soul of happy sound was spread, 
When Peter on some April morn. 
Beneath the broom or budding thorn, 
Made the warm earth his lazy bed. 

At noon, when, by the forest’s edge 
He lay beneath the branches high, 

The soft bliuj sky did never melt 
Into his heart: he never felt 
The witchery of the soft blue sky ! 

Op a fair prospect some have looked 
And felt, as I have heard them say. 

As if the moving time had been 
A thiM as steadfast as tbe scene 
On which they gazed themselves away. 

'"Within the breast of Peter Bell 
These sileat raptures found no place ; 
He was a Carl as wild and rude 
As ever hue-and-cry pursued. 

As ever ran p felon's race. 

0| pU that lead iplawless life. 

Of all that love their lawless lives,* 

In city or in village small, 

He was the wildest far'of all;— 

He had p dozen wedded wives. 

Hay,* start pot 1—wedded • wives—and 
t^welvel [him. 

But how ope wiM^uld e’er come near 
In simple I cannot tell; 


For, be it said of Peter Bell, 

To see him was to fear him- 

Though Nature could not touch his 
heart • 

By lovely forms, and silent weather, 

Aiid tender sounds, yet you might see 
.\t once, that Peicr Bell and she 
ffad often been together. 

A savage wildness round him hung 
.\s tft a dweller out of doors ; 

In his whole figure and his mien 
A savage character was seen 
Of mfmntains and of dreary moors. 

To all the unshpped half-human thoughts 

Which sohtary Nature feeds 

’Mid summer storms or winter's ice. 

Had Peter joined whatever vice 
The cruel city breeds. 

( 

His fare was keen as is the wind 
That cuts along the hawthorn-fence ; 

Of courage you saw little there. 

But, in its stead, a medley air 
Of cunning and of impudence. 

He had a dark and sidelong walk. 

And long and slouching was his g^ait} 
Beneath his looks so bare and bold. 

You might perceive, his spirit cold 
Was playing with some inward bait. 

His forehead wrinkled w.as and furred, 
A work, one half of which was done 
By thinkiugof liis “ whens ” and “ hows ; ” 
And half, by knitting of his brows 
Beneath the glaring sun. 

There was a hardness in his cheek. 
There was a hardness in his eye. 

As il the man had fixed his face. 

In many a solitary place. 

Against the wind and open sky I ” 

One Night, (and now my little Bess I 
We’ve reached at last the promised 
Tale;) 

One beautiful November night. 

When the full moon was shining bright 
Upon the rapid river Swale, 

Along the river’s winding banks 
Peter was travelling all alone ;— 
Whether to huy or sell, or led 
,, By pleasure running in his headr 
^To me was never known- 

He trudged along through copse and 
brake, 

He trudged along o’er hill pne) dale ; 

Nor for the moon cared he a tittle. 

And for the st ars he cared as little. 

And for the murmuring river Swale. 

But, chancing to espy a path 
That pregnispd to cut short the way; 
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As- many a' wiser man hath done, 
f.He left'a trusty guide for one 
That might' his steps betray. 

To a thick wood he soon is brought 
Where cheerily his course he wesives, 

And whistling loud may yet be heard, 
Though often biuried, like a bird 
Darkling, among the boughs and leaves. 

But quickly Peter’s mood is changed, 

And on he drives with chocks that burn 
In downright fury and in wrath ;— 
Thei'e’s little sign the treacherous,path 
,Will to the road return ! 

The path grows dim, and* diiiiiiicr sliU: 
Now up, now dow'ii, the Kover wends, 
VV’ith ail the sail that ho can carry. 

Till brought to a deserted quarry— 

And there the pathway cuds. 

He paused—for shadows of strange 
shape. 

Massy and black, before him lay ; 

But through the dark, and through 
the cold, 

And through the yawning fissures old, 

Did Peter boldly press his way 

Right through the quarry ;—and behold 
A scene of soft and lovely hue ! 

Where blue and grey, and tender green. 
Together make as sweet a scene 
• As ever human eye did view. 

Beneath the clear blue sky he saw 
A little field of meadow ground ; 

But field or meadow name it not ; 

Call it of earth a small green plot. 

With rocks encompassed round. 

The Swale flowed under the grey rocks. 
But he flowed quiet and unseen ;— 

You need a strong and stormy gale 
To bring the noises of the Swale 
To that green spot, so calm and green ! 

And is there no one dwelling here. 

No hermit with his beads and glass ? 

And does no little cottage look 
Upon this soft and fertile nook ? 

Does no one live near this green grass ? 

Across the deep and quiet spot 
Is Peter driving through the grass— 

And now has reached the skirting trees ; 
When, tUTuing roimd his head, he sees* 
A Bcflitary Ass. 

. “ A prize ! ” cries Peter—but he first 
Must spy about him far and near : 
There’s not a single house in sight. 

No woodman’s hut, no cottage light—^ 
Peter, you.need not fear ! 

There's nothing to be seen but woods, 

. And rocl^ that spread a hoary gleam, 


'And this one Beast, that from the bed 
Of the green meadow hangs his head 
Over the silent stream. , „ 

His head is with a baiter bound ; 

The halter seizing, Peter leapt 
Upon the Crc.ature’s back, and plied 
With r^ady heels his shaggy side ; 

But still the Ass his station kept. 

Then Peter gave a sudden jerk, 

A jerk that ffom a dungeon-floor 
Would have pulled up an iron ring ; 

But still the heavy-headed Thing 
Stood just as he had stood before ! 

I 

QuotU Pet(T. leaping from his seat, 

“ There is sonic plot against mo laid ; ” 
Once, ruirc the little meadow-ground 
AiiJ cKl the huiiry cliffs around 
He cauC iusly surveyed. 

All, all is silcut—crocks and woodSi, ' 

All still and siVt*nt—far and near ! 

Only the Ass, with mfftim dull, 

Upon the pivot of his ^kull 
Turns round:' is long left ear. 

Thought P^tCv, What can mean all 
this ? ' 

Some'ugly witchcriitt must be here ! 
—Once more the .Ass, with inbtion dull, 
Upon the iiivot of his skull 
Turned round his long left car. r. 

Suspicion ripened into dread ; 

Yet with deliberate action slow. 

His staff high-raising, in the pride 
Of skill, upon the sounding hide. 

He dealt a sturdy blow. 

The poor Ass staggered with the shock ;■ 
And then, as if to take his ease. 

In quiet uncomplaining mood. 

Upon the spot where be had stood. 
Dropped gently down upon his knees ; 

As gently on his side he fell: 

And by the rivet’s brink did lie ; 

And, while he lay like one that mourned. 
The patient Beast on Peter turned ^ 
His shining hazel eye. 

’Twas but one mild, reproachful look, 

A look more tender than severe ; 

And straight in sorrow, not in dread, 

'He turned the eye-ball in his head 
Towards the smooth riwr deep and clear. 
♦ 

Upon the Beast the sapling rings ; 

His lank sides heaved, his limbs they 
stirred ; 

He gave a groan, and then anothei^ 

Of that which went bdfore the brother. 
And then he gave a third. 

All by the moonlight river tide 
He^gave three miserab^ groans | 
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^And not till now hath Peter seen 
How gaunt the Creature is,—^h8w lean 
And sharp his staring bones 1 

Wits legs stretched out and stiff he lay:— 
No wprd of kind commiseration 
Fell at the sight from Peter’s tongue ; 
With hard contempt his heart was wrung. 
With hatred and vexation. * 

The meagre beast lay still as death ; 

And Peter’aPtlps with fury quix'cr ; 

Quoth he. *' You little mulish dog, 
ril fling your carcass like a log 
Head-foremost dowii^the river ! ” 

An impious oath confirmed the tlvlreat — 
Whereat from the earth on which he laj' 
To ^1 the echoes, south and north. 

And east and west, the Ass sli^t toth 
A long and clamorous bray ! ^ * 

Thlh outcry, on the heart of Peter, 

Seem's like a note of joy#o strike,— 

Joy at the heart of Peter knocks ; 

But in the ecli S9t the rocks 
Was somethingtReter di^Aot like^ 

Whether to cheer^hjs ct^ard breast. 

Or that he could not brdak Aho rl.aiii, 

In this serene and aolcmn hour, • 

Twined aound him by demoniac power. 
To the blind work he. turned again. 

0 Among the. roeks and winding crags; 
Among the luountains far away; 

Once more the A.ss did lengthen out 
More ruefully a deep-drawn shout. 

The hard dry see-saw of his horrible bray! 

What is there now in Peter’s heart! 

Or whence the might of this strange 
sound ? 

The moon uneasy looked and dimmer, 
The broad blue heavens appeared to 
glimmer, 

And the rocks staggered all around— 

From Peter’s hand the sapling dropped ! 
Threat has he none to execute ; 

If any one should come and see 
. That I am here, they’ll think," quoth he, 
*■ I’m he\^jng this poor dying brute.” 

He scans the Ass from Umb to limb. 

And ventures now to uplift his eyes ; 
More steady looks the moon, and clears■ 
More like themaelves the rocks appear 1 
And touch more quiet skies. • 

His scorn returns—his hate revives ; 

He stoops the Ass’s neck to seize 
- With malice—that again takes flight; 
Forlh the pool« startlinl'eight 
Meets him, among the inverted trees. 

Is it the HKNcm’^istorted face ? 

The ghost-lUce image of a cloud ? 


Is it a gallows there portrayed ? ■ 

Is Peter of himself afraid ? 

Is it a coffin,—or a shroud? 

A grisly idol hewn in*stone ? 

Or imp from witch’s lap let fall ? 

Perhaps a ring of shining fairies ? 

.Such as pursue their feared vagaries 
In sylvan bower, or haunted hall ? 

Is it a fiend that to a stake 

Of fire his desperate self is tethering ? 

Or stubborn spirit doomed to yell 
In i^olitary ward or cell, 

Ton thousand miles from all his brethren ? 

Never did lurlsc so quickly throb, 

.And never heart so loudly panted ; 

Hi; looks, he cannot choose but look ; 
Like some, one rc'.admg 111 a book — 

.A book that is enchanted. 

Ah. well a day for Peter Bell! 

Ho will be turned to iron soon. 

Meet Statue for the court of Fear ! 

His hat is up—and every hair 
Bristles, and whitens in the moon! 

He looks, he ])onders, looks again; 

He sees a luotion—hears a groan : 

His eyes will burst—Ins heartwill break— 
He gives a loud and frightful shriek, 

And back he falls, as if his life were 
flown! 

PART .‘^ECOND 
We left our Hero in a trance. 

Beneath the alders, near the river; 

The Ass is by the river-side. 

.And, where the. foeble breezes glide. 
Upon the stream the moonbeams quiver. 

A happy respite ! but at length 
He feels the gliinincriiig of the moon ; 
Wakes with glazed eye, and feebly sigh¬ 
ing— 

I To sink, perhaps, where he is lying, 

1 Into a second swoon ! 

He lifts his head, he sees his staff ; 

He touches—’tis to him a treasure ! 
Faint recollection seems to tell 
That he is yet where mortals dwell— 
A thought received with languid 
pleasure ! 

His head upon his elbow propped, 
Becoming less and less perplexed. 
Sky-ward he looks—to rock and wood— 
And then—upon the glassy flood 
His wander, ng eye is fixed. 

Thought he, that is the face of one 
In his last sleep securely bo^nd ! 

So toward the stream his head he bent. 
And downward thrust his staff, intent 
The river’s depth to sound, t 
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Xow —like a tempest-shattered bark. 
That overwhelmed and prostrate lies, 
And in a moment to the verge 
Is lifted of a foanjing surge— 

Full suddenly the Ass doth rise 1 

His staring bones all shake with joy. 
And close by Peter’s side he stands : 
While Peter o’er the river bends. 

The little Ass his iicck extends. 

And fondly licks his hands. 

Such life is in the Ass’s eves. 

Such life is in his limbs and oars ; 

That Peter Bell, if he had been 
The veriest coward ever seen. 

Must now have thrown as^idu his fears. 

The Ass looks on—and to his uork 
Is I’eter quietly resigned ; 

He touches here—he touches there— 
And now among the dead niau's hair 
His sapling I’etor has entwined. 

He pulls—and looks - and pulls again ; 
And he whom the poor Ass has lost. 
The man w^ho had been four days dead, 
Head-foremost from the river’s bed 
Uprises like a ghost ! 

And Peter draws him to dry laud : 

And through the brain of Peter pass 
Some poignant twitches, fast and fa.stt'r : 
No doubt," quoth he. " he is the 
Master 

Of this poor miserable Ass ! ’’ 

The meagre Shadow that looks on— 
What would he now ? what is he doing ? 
His sudden fit of joy is flown,— 

He on his knees hath laid him down. 

As if he were his grief renewing ; 

But no—that Peter on his back 
Must mount, he shews well as he can : 
Thought Peter then, come weal or :voe. 
I’ll do what he would have me do. 

In pity to this poor drowned man. 

With that resolve he boldly nioiiuts 
Upon the pleased and thankful Ass ; 
And then, without a momiMit’s stay. 
That earnest Creature turned away. 
Leaving the body on the grass. 

Intent upon his faithful watch. 

The Beast four days and nights had 
past; 

A sweeter meadow ne’er was scon, 

And there the Ass four days had been, 
Nor ever once did break his fast : 

Yet firm his step, and stout his heart; 
The mea^ is crossed—tlie quarry's 
nioutn 

Is reached-; but there the trusty guide 
into a thicket turns aside, 

And deftly gmbiQS towards the soqth. 


Whe^hark a burst of doleful sound 1 i 
Xnd I^ter honestly might sgy. 

The like camo never to his ears. 

Though he has been, full thirty years, 
A rover—night and day ! ' 

’Tis not a plover of the moors, 

’Tis not a bittern of the fen ; 

Nor can- it he a barking fox, *’ 

Not night-bird chambered in the 
rocks, 

Nor wild-cat iu a woody gfen ! ^ 

The Ass is startled—and stvps short 
Right in the middle of the thicket : 
And Peter, wont‘to whistle loud 
Whetlier alone or iu a crowd. 

Is silent as a silent cricket. 

What ail's you now, my little Bess ? 

WcV nl'ay you tremble and look grave ! 
This cr\'^that rings along the wood. 
This erv' - that floats adowni the fl(*<(>d. 
Comes from the. entrance of a cave : 

T sec a blooming Woofi^^oy there. 

And,if I had the pnwe/ to say 
H()w’sorrowfik*.,the w'anflerer is. 

Your heart wovid bf^ 9 s sad as his 
Till YOU had kissed nis tears away ! 

(Iraspi'fig a hawthorn branch iyi hand, 

•All bright with berries ripe and red, 

Into the cavern’s mouth he peeyjs ; 
Tiioiiee back into the moonlight creeps ; . 
Whom see.ks he--whom ?—the silent 
dead : 

His father !—Him doth he require—■ 

Him hath he sought with fruitless pains. 
Among the rocks, behind the trees ; 

Now creeping on his hands and knees. 
Now running o’er the open plains. 

And hither is he come at last, 

When he through such a day has gone, 
Bv this dark rave to be distrest 
Like a poor bird—her plundered nest 
Hovering around with dolorous moan I 

Of that intense and piercing cry 
The listening Ass conjectures well ; 

Wild as it is, he there can read 
Some intermingled notes thabplead 
Witli touches irresistible- 

But Peter—when he saw the Ass 
only stop but turn, and change 
' The cherished tenor of hts pace 
That lAnientable cry to chase— 

It wrought in him conviction strange ; 

A faith that, for the dead man’s sake 
And this pooy slave who loved,hiii} ” 
well, ’ 

Vengeance upon his head wiU fall* 

Some visitatiup wptse'^than all 
Which evg^ till thi* sight b^wi. 
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Meanwhile the Ass to reach his ]|iome^ 
Is striving stoutly as he may ; 

But, while he climbs the woody hill, , 
The tsy grbws weak—and weaker still ; 
And pow at last it dies away. 


So with his freight the Creature turns 
Iwto a gloomy grove of beech, 

Along the shade with footstepslrue 
Descending slowly, till the two 
The open ififeonlight rcq^h. 

And there, along the narrow dell, 

A fair smooth pathway you discern, 
A length of green and open road— 

As if it from a fountain flowod-ir 
Winding away betw'eca the fern. 


The rocks that tower on either jide 
Build up a wild fantastic sccna: m 
Temples like those among the inaoos. 
And mosques, and spires, and abbey 
windows. 

And castles all with ivy green ! 

And, while the Aik pursues his w^ay. 
Along this solitfry dull, • 

As pensively ifis steps IcT^auce, [aiire. 
The mosques aiKPsiliresihjiiige r«-'uutoM- 
Aiicl look at Peter pell l 


That unfnlelligiblu cry 

Hath left him high in preparation,— 

Convinced that he. or soon or late, 

This very night wjll meet his fate— 
And so he sits in expectation ! 

The strenuous Animal hath clomb 
With tlie green path : and now he 
wends 

Where, shining like the smoothest sea, 
In undisturbed immensity 
A level plain exteiids. 

But whence this faintly-rustling sound 
By which the journeying jiair are 
chased ? 

—A withered leaf is cloae behind, 
Light plaything for the sportive wind 
Upon that solitary waste. 


A stain—as of a drop of blood 
By moonlight made more faint and 
wan ; 

Ha ! why these sinkings of despair ? 
He knows not how the bJootf comes 
there— 

And Peter is a wicked man. 

At length he spies a bleeding wound, 

^Where he had struck the Ass’s head ; 
He sees the blood, knows what it is,'— 
A glimpse of sudden joy was his, 
But^tlieii it quickly fled': 

Of him whom sudden death had seiacd 
He thought,*—of thee, O faithful Ass I 
.And once again those ghastly pains. 
Shoot to and fro through lieart and 
reins. 

And through his brain like lightning 
pass. 

PART THIRD 

I ’ VK hoard of one, a gentle Soul, 
Though given to sadness and to gloom, 
.And for the fart will vouch,—one night 

II chaiircd that by a taper’s light 
This man was reading in his room ; 

Beiuliug, as you or 1 might bend 
.At night o'er any pious book. 

When sudden blackness overspread 
The snow-white page on which he read. 
And made the good man round him 
look. 

The chamber wall.s were dark all 
round.— 

And to Ins book he turned again ; 

—The light had left the lonely taper, 
And formed itself upon the paper 
Into large letters— bright and plain 1 

The godly book was in his hand— 

And, on the page, more black than coal 
Appeared, set forth m strange array, 

A tmtrd —which tf> liis dying day 
I’crplexcd the good man's gentle soul. 


When Peter spied the moving thing. 

It only doubled his distress ; 

*♦ Where there is not a bush or tree. 

The very leaves tney follow me— 

So huge hath been my wickedness ! ” ^ 

To a close lane»4hey now are come, i 
Where, as before, the enduring Ass 
Moves on without a moment's stop. 
Nor once turns round his head to crop 
A bramble-leaf or blade of grass. 

Between the hedges as thc^ go. 

The white dust sleeps upon the lane ; 
And Peter, evesAnid anon 
Ba^-lotflcing, sees, upon a stone. 

Or in the dustk a. crimson stain. 


The ghostly word, thus plainly seen, 

Did never from his lijis depart; 

But he hath said, poor gentle wight! 

It brought full many a sin to light 
Out of the bottom of his heart. 

Dr(?.'id Spirits ! to confound the meek 
Why w'andcr from your course so far, 
Disordc'rmg colour, form, and stature ! 
—T^t good men feel the soul of nature. 
And see things as they are. 

Yet. potent Sjurits ! well I know, 

How ye, thr.t play with soul and sense. 
Are not unused to trouble friends 
Ot goodness, for most gracious ends— 
And this J speak in reverence V 
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But mi^t 1 give advice to you. 

Whom ini-my fear I love so well; 

From men of jjensive virtue go. 

Dread Beidgs ! am] your empire show 
On hearts like that of Peter Bell. 

Your presence often have I felt 
In darkness and the stormy night; 

And, with like force, if need there be. 
Ye can put forth your agency 
Whene^rth is calm, and heaven is bright. 

Tlien, coming from the wayward world. 
That powerful iK'orld in whicli yo dwell, 
Come, Spirits of the Mind ! and try' 
To-night, beneath the moonlight sky. 
What may be done with Peter Bell ! 

—O, would that some more skilful voice 
My further labour might prevent 1 
Kind Listeners, that around me sit, 

I feel that 1 am all unfit 
For such high argument. 

k j 

I’ve played, I’ve danced, with my nar¬ 
ration ; 

I loitered long ere I began : 

Ye waited then on my good jilcasurc ; 

' Pour out indulgence still, in measure 
As liberal as ye can ! 

Our Travellers, ye remember well. 

Are thridding a sequestered lane ; 

And Peter manv tricks is trying, 

And many anodynes applying. 

To ease his conscience of its pain. 

By tliis his heart is lighter fm ; 

And, finding that he can account 
So snugly for that crimson stain. 

His evil spirit u[> again 

Does like an empty bucket mount. 

And Peter is a deep logician 
Who hath no lack of wit mercurigl; 

“ Blood drops—leaves rustle—yet>” 

quoth he, 

** This poor man never, but for me. 
Could have had Christian burial. 

And, say the best you can, ’tis plain, 
lliat here has been some wicked dealing ; 
No doubt the devil in me wrought ; 

I’m not the man who could have thought 
' An Ass like this was worth the stealing ! ” 

' So from his pocket Peter takes 
His shining horn tobacco-box ; 

And, in a light and careless way. 

As men who with their purpose play. 
Upon the lid he knocks. 

' Let them whose voice can stop the clouds. 
Whose cunning eye can see the wind. 
Tell to a ctlrious world the cause 
Why, making liere a sudden pause, 

, The Ass turned round his head, and 
; grinned. 


AppaFing process 1 1 have marked 
The like on heath, in lonely wood ; 

And, verily, have seldom met 
A spectacle more hideous-*-yet „ 

It suited Peter's present mood. ' 

And, grinning in his turn, his teeth* 

He in jocose defiance showed— 

When, ki upset his spiteful mirth. 

A murmur, pent within the earth. 

In the dead earth beneath road, 

Rolled audibly I it swept along, 

A muffied noise—a rumbling sound 1— 
’Tw-as by a troop of miners made. 
Plying with gunpoWder their trade. 

Some twenty fathoms underground. 

Small cause of dire effect I for, surely. 

If ever^illortal. King or Cotter, 

Belif vc'd that cartli was charged to quake 
And yai^ for his unworthy sake, 

’Twas Peter Bell the Potter. , 

But, as an oak m breathless air 
Will stand though to ti'iC* centre hewn : 
Or a^-the weakest things if frost 
Have stiffened 1£Y>m,main^ain their post; 
So he, beneath t^e g>ii7,hig moon !— 

The Beast bestridiiif^ thus, he reached 
A spot'where, in a sheltering cqve, 

A little, chapel stands alone. 

With greenest ivy overgrown. 

And tufted with an ivy grove ; 

Dying insensibly away 

From human thoughts and purposes, 

Ii seemed—wall, window, roof and tower 
—To how to some transforming power. 
And blend with the surrounding trees. 

As ruinous a place it was. 

Thought Peter, in the shire of Fife 
That served my turn, when following Still 
From land to land a reckless will 
L married my sixth wife I 

The unheeding Ass moves slowly on. 
And now is passing by an inn 
Brim-full of a carousing crew, 

'J'hat make, with curses not a few. 

An uproar and a drunken din. 

ir 

I cannot well express the thoughts 
Which Peter in those noises found 
A stifling power compressed bis frame, 
While-as a swimming darkness came 
'Over t^at dull and dreaf^ sonnd. 

For well did Peter know the sound j 
The language of those drunken joys 
To him, a jovial soul, I ween, 

But a few hours ago, had^been r 
A gladsome and a welcome noise. 

Now, turned adrift intMhc ^ast. 

He finds no solace in his course ; 
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e planet-stricken men of yore» • 
He trembles, smitten to the core * 

By strong compunction and remorse- 

But, nSore tlTan all. his heart is stung 
To think of one, almost a child ; 

A sweet and playful Highland girl, 
ASglight and beauteous as a squirrel, ■« 
As neauteous and as wild ! • 

Her dwelling was a lonely house, 

A cottage in^heathy dcU'; 

And she put on her gown of p-een. 

And left hei:*mothcr at sixteen. 

And followed Peter Bgll. 

But many good and pious thouglits^ 

Had she ; and, in the kirk to pray. 

Two long Scotch miles, through rain or 
snow, •, 

To kirk she had been used to go,^ ^ 
Twije every Sabbath-day. 

And, A'hen she followed %itcr Bell, 

It was to lead an honest life ; 

For he, with tiAypiu* not used to falter 
Had pledged hiaatroth beware the altar 
To love her as feis wedd^i^’ife- 

A mother's hope iS Hers, :*~biit soon 
She drooped and pined like one fc^loru ; 
From Senipture she a uaiuc did borrow ; 
Benuni, or the child of sorrow. 

She called her babe unborn. 

Fear she had learned how Peter lived. 
And took it in most grievous part; 

She to the very bone was worn, 

And, ere that little child was bom. 

Died of a broken heart. 

- And now the Spirits of the Mind 
Are busy with poor Peter Bell ; 

Upon the rights of visual sense 
Usurping, with a prevalence 
More terrible than magic spell. 

Close by a brake of flow'ering furze 
(Above it shivering aspens play) 

He sees an unsubstantial creature, 

Hfo very self in form and feature, 

K'rt four yards from the broad highw'ay . 

And stretttied beneath the furze he sees 
The Highland girl—it is no other ; 

And hears her crying as she cried, 

The very moment that she died, , 

“ My mother I jjJi ray mother ! ” 

The sweat pours down from Petee's face, 
So grievous is his heart's contrition ; 
With agony his eye-balls ache 
While he beholds by the fuize-brake 
Thi&nniserable vision 1 , 

Calm is the well-deserving brute, 

Hts peace hath i^ offence betrayed ; 
But now, while aown that slope he 
wdads, , 


iOt 

A voice to Peter's ear ascends. 
Resounding from the woody glade : 

The voice, though clamorous as a horn 
Re-echoed by a nake<f rock. 

Comes from that tabernacle—‘List! 
Within,,a fervent Methodist 
Is preaching to no heedless flock ! 

“ Repent l repent! ” he cries aloud, 

“ Wyiilc yet ye may find mercy j— 
strive 

To love the Lord with all your might; 
Turn^to him, seek him day and night. 
And save j'our souls alive 1 

Repent! repeat ' though ye have gone. 
Through paths of wickedness and woe, 
After the Babylonian harlot; 

And, though your sins be red as scarlet. 
They shall be wiiite as snow'! ” 

liven as he passed the door, these words 
Did plainly rome to Peter’s ears ; 

And they such joyful tidings were, 

The jov w'as more than he could bear 1— 
Hfc uicltcd into tears. 

Sweet tears of hope and tenderness ! 

And fast thev fell, a plenteous show’er ! 
His nerves, his sinews seemed to melt ; 
Through all his iron frame was felt 
.A gentle, a relaxing, power ! 

liach fibre of his frame was weak ; 

Weak all the animal within , 

But. in its helplessness, grew mild 
And gentle, .as an infant child, 

An infant that has known no sin. 

’Tis said, meek Beast! that, through 
Heaven’s graee. 

He not unmoved did notice now 
The eross upon thy shoulder scored. 

For; lasting impress, bv the Lord 
To whom all human-kind shall bow; 

Memorial of his touch—that day 
Wlien Jesus humblv deigned to ride, 
Fnleriug the proud Jerusalem, 

By an immeasurable stream 
Of shouting people deified ! 

Meanwhile the persevering Ass, 

Turned towards a gate that hung in view 
Across a shady lane ; bis chest 
Against the yielding gate he pressed 
And quietly passed through. 

.And up the stony lane he goes j 
No ghost more softly ever trod ; 
Among the ^'tones and pebbles, he. 

Sets down his hoofs inaudibly. 

As if with felt his hoofs were shod. 

Along the lane the trusty Ass 
Went twice two hundred yards or more^ 
And no one cc>uld have guesse^his aixq,*^ 
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Till to a loiidly house he calm 
Anil stopped besidb the door. 

Thought Peter, 'tis the poor man’s home I 
He listcaas—not a sf)und is heard 
Save from the trickling household rill 
But, stepping o’er the cottage-sill, 
Forthwith a little Girl appeared. 

She to the Meeting-house was bound 
In hopes some tidings there to gatber 
No gliinjise it is, no doubtful gleam : 

She saw—and uttered with a scream, 

“ My father ! here’s my father ! ", 

The very word was plainly hc.xrd. 

Heard plainly hy the xvrctehpd Mother— 
Her joy was like a d(!ep affright : 

And forth she rushed into the light. 

And saw it was another ! 

And, instantly, upon the earth. 

Beneath the full inoon shilling bright, 
Close to the Ass's feet she fell ; 

At the same moment Peter Bell 
.Dismounts in most unhapxw plight. 

As he beheld the Woman lie 
Breathless and motioiiluss, the mind 
Of Peter sadly was mniused ; 

But, though ti< such demands imused. 
And helpless almost as the blind. 

He raised her up : and, while he held 
Her body propped against his knee. 

The Woman w'aked-- and when she s^iicd 
The poor Ass standing bv her side. 

She moaned most bitterly. ^ 

“ Oh ! God be i>raised—iiiy heart’s at 
ease— 

Fur he is dead—I know it well ! " 

—At this she wept a bitter flo»)d : 

And, in the best way that he could, 

His tale did Peter tell. 

i 

He trembles—he is pale as dc*,illi; 

His voice is weak with perturbation ; 

Me turns aside his head, he pauses : 
poor Peter from a thousand causes. 

Is crippled sore in his narration. 

At length slic leoi'ncd how he espied 
The Ass in that small meadow-ground 
And that her Husband now lav (lead. 
Beside that luckless river’s bed 
In which he had been drowned. 

A piercing look the Widtrw cast 
Upon the Beast that near her stands . 
She sees 'tls he, that ’tis the same ; 

She calls the poor Ass by his name. 

And wrings, and icings' her hands. 

“ O wretched loss—untimely stroke 1 
If he hsd died upon liis heel ! 

He knew not one foreivartiing pain ; 

;Hu never will cotrte home again— 

'?s dead* foi^ever dead ! ’’ 


Besid^the Woman Petet stands; 

His heart is opening more and more ; 

, A holy sense pervades his mind ; 

He feels what he fur huuiaft kin<f 
Had never felt before. 

.\t length, by Peter’s arm sustained. 
The Woman rises from the ground— f 
“ Oh, rticrcy ! something must be doiiei 
My little Rachel, vou must run,— 

Some willing neighbour uwset be found. 

Make haste—my little Rachel—do, ^ 
The first you meet with—bM him coine. 
Ask him to lend Ips horse to-night. 

And ^^this good Man, whom Heaven 
rctiuite. 

Will hell! to bring the body home.” 

Avwiv gflcs Rachel weeping loud ;— 
An\iif;jjjt, waked by her distress. 

Makes in the house a piteous cry 
And Peter hears the Mother sigh, 

“ Seven are thfy, and all fatherless 1 ’’ 

And now is Peter tnuglft. to feel 
That man’s heart is a Loly thing ; 

And Nature, nirough a world of dc-ith, 
Breathes intfi Pm. n eeeoiid breath. 
More scarehhig than the breath of spring. 
, * 

Ui>on a stone the Woman sits # 

In agonv of silent grief— 

' I'rom his own. thfuiglits did Peter start; 
He longs to press her to his heart. 

From love that cannot find relief. 

But roused, as if through every limb 
Had past a sudden shock of dread. 

The Mother o’er the threshold flics. 

And up the cottage stairs she hies. 

And on the pillow lays her burning head. 

And Peter turns his steps aside 
Into a shade of darksome trees, 

I Where he sits dowm, he knows not how* 
With his hands pressed against his brow. 
His elbows on his tremulous knees. 

There, self-involved, does Peter sit 
Until no .sign of life he makes, 

I As if his mind were sinking deep 
Through years that have been long 
asleep ! 

The trance is passed away—he wakes : 

He lifts his head—and sees the .-'ss 
l^Ylpt standing in the deaf,moonshine ; 
Whe^j shall I be as good as thou ? 

Oh ! would, poor beast, that I had now 
A heart but half as goou as thine 1 ’’ 

But fie —who deviously hath sought 
His Father through the kmesomC w6ods« 
Hath sought, proclaiming to the ear 
Of night his grief an^orrowfui fear—‘ 
He comes, escaped from fields and 
floods 
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ith weary pace is dnswing nigh ; 
He sees the Ass—and nothing living 
Had ever such a fit of joy 
As hruth thiilittle orphan Boy, 

For he nas no misgiving ! 

• 

Forth to the gentle Ass he springs, 
A|^ up about his neck he climbs ; 
Inloviiig words he talks to him,* 
He kisses, kisses face and limb, — 
He kisses hin^a thousand times ! 

This Peter sees, while in tEe shneU* 
He stood buBi4e the cnttagci-door ; 
And Peter Bell, the rn|[jan wild. 
Sobs loud, he sobs even like a rhild. 
“ Oh ! God, 1 ran endure no nifire ! ’ 


I —Here ends my Tale : ftir in a irico 
Arrived a neighbour with his horse; 
Peter went forth with him straightway; 
And, with due care, ere break of day. 
Together they brought back the Corse. 

And many years did this poor Ass. 
Whom onre it wa': my luck to see 
Cropping the shrubs of Leming-Lane, 
Help by his labour to maintain 
Sl'h(^ Widow and her family. 

.4nd Peter Bell. who. till that night. 

Had been, the wildest of his clan. 
h’orsBiik Ins crimes, renounced his folly 
And, after ten nionllis’ melancholy, 
Beraiiie a gooft and honest man. 


miscellaneous sonnets 

I'DllAIIOX 

To- 


HaI’PV the ferling*~fiii tl« huMnii tlnowii 
III perfect shape (wl^se beaut> 'Dmc sh.tll^p-tre 
Though a lirralh iiptU* it) 1 ilt 6 jiDuhhli- blAvii 
hor summer pustime into WcAtu^ air . 

Happy the tlioiight lltisP likewtd to a btore 
Of the sea-beadi, when, nolislied Vith nice c.-ue, 
V'eitis it discovers exquisite .ind rare, • 

PART 1 

1 

Nun.s fret not at their convent’s narrow 
room : 

And hermits arc contented with their cells; 
And students with their pensive citadels ; 
Maids at the wheel, the weaver at his 
loom, 

Sit blithe, and happy ; bees that soar for 
bloom, 

High as the highest Peak of Furn css- 
fells, [bells : 

Will murmur by the hour in foxglove 
In Ixuth the prison, unto wrhich we doom 
Ourselves, no prison : and hence for 
me, [bound 

Tn sundry moods, ’twas pastime to be 
W'thin the Sonnet’s scanty plot of 
ground ; 

Pleased if some Souls (for such there 
needs must be) 

Who have felt the weight of too much 
liberty, | founi. 

Should find bn9lf solace there, as I have’ 

II 

ADMONITIOK 

.Intended more particularly for t)ie perusal of 
thote who may,have happened to be cna- 
nourod of some beautiful Place of Retreat, 
ill the Country of^e Lakes. 

Well may’st thiSu bait—and gAxe with 

eye i 


W'hii li (i'll' the. loss, of that moist gleam atone 
I'Ji.it tenijitfd first to gathei it. That here, 

(> rliiet of Friends ! such feelings 1 present. 

To tliv regrii'd, with thoughts so fortunate, 
WWe a vain notimi ; but the liope is dear, 

'I'h.it thou, if noi with partial joy nato, | content! 
Wilt smile upon this gift with more than mild 

The luvi'ly. Cottage in the guardian nook 
Hath stirred thee deeply ; with its own 
dear brook, 

Its own small ])aslure, almost its own 
skv! 

But covet not the Abode forbear to 
sigh, 

As manv' do, rcpimiig w'hile. they look ; 
Intruders—who would tear fropi Nature’s 
book 

This precious leaf, with harsh impiety. 
Thiiik what the Home must be if it were 
thine. 

Even thine, thoiigli few thy wants !— 
Roof, window, door, 

The very flowers are sacred to the Poor, 
The roses to the porch wbicli they en¬ 
twine ; 

Yea, all, that now cncfiants thee, from 
the day 

On which it should be touched, woulc) 
melt away. 

in 

“ Beloveo Vale ! ” I said, “ when I 
shall con 

Those nian^' records of my childish 
years. 

Remembrance of mj-self and of r.iy peers 
Will press me down : tci think of what is 
gone 

Will be an awful thought. If life huve 
one,” 



2Q4 


MISCELLANEOUS SONNETS 


But, >fhen Into the Vale 1 came, no fears 
Distressed me : from mine eyes escaped 
no tears ; 

Deep thought, op dread remembrance, 
had 1 none. 

By doubts and thousand petty fancies 
crost 

1 stood, of simple shame the blushing 
Thrall; 

So narrow seemed the brooks, the fields 
so small ! *' ' 

A Juggler's balls old Time about him 
tossed ; 

1 looked, 1 stared, 1 smiled, 1 lau|,hed ; 
and all 

The weight of sadness waffiu wonder lost. 

IV 

AT APPLETIIWAITE, NEAR KESWICK 
1804 

Beatjmont ! it was thy wish that 1 should 
rear 

A seemly Cottage in this sunny Dell, 

On favoured ground, thy gift, where 1 
might dwell 

In neighbourhood with One to me most 
dear. 

That undivided we frcmi year to year 
Might work m our high Calling— a bright 
hope 

To which our fancies, mingling, gave 
free scope 

Till cheeked by some necessities severe. 
And should these slacken, honoured 
Beaumont ! still 

Even then we may x>erhaps in vain 
implore 

Leave of our fate thv wishes to fulfil. 
Whether this boon be granted us or not, 
Old Sluddaw will look down upon the 
Spot 

With pride, the Muses love it evermore. 

. V 
1801 

Pelion and Ossa flourish side by s;de. 
Together in immortal books enrolled : 
His ancient dower Olympus hath nut 
.sold ; 

And that inspiring Hill, which "did divide 
Into two ample horns his forehead wide,” 
Shines with poetic radiance as of old ; 
While not an English Mountain we 
behold 

'' By the celestial Muses glorified. 

Yet round our sea-girt shore they rise in 
crowds : 

What was the great Parnassus’ self to 
Thee, [eignty 

Mount ^iddaw ? In his natural sover- 
Out British Hill is nobler far ; he shrouds 
His double front among Atlantic clouds, 
,Aud pours forth streams more sweet 
than Castaly. 


Ther^ is a little unpretending Rill 
Of limpid water, humbler far than aught 
That ever among Men or Naiada ^»ought 
Notice or name I —It quivers down the 
hill. 

Furrowing its shallow way with dubious 
will ; * 

Yet to my mind this scanty Stream is 
brought 

Oftener than Ganges cSr the Nile ; a 
thought * 

Of private recollection swdfct and still ! 
Months perish w,ith their moons; year 
^♦reads on year; 

But, faithful Emma ! thou with me 
canst say 

That, twhilc ten thousand pleasures 
\ cKsappear, 

And their memory fast almost as 
they ; * 

The inunortaV.Spirit of one hap^iy day 
Lingers beside that Rill, in vision dear. 

I' * 

, • VII«. 

Her only pil^^the softS'breeze, the boat 
Lingers, but Raney ki well satisfied ; 
With keen-eyed IJope, with Memory, 
a't her side. 

And the glad Muse at liberty to note 
All that to each is precious, as we float 
Gently along; regardless who shalL 
chide. 

If the heavens smile, and leave us free to 
glide. 

Hap])y Associates breathing air remote 
From trivial cares. But, Fancy and the 
Muse, 

Why have I crowded tliis small bark with 
you 

And others of your kind, ideal crew ! 
While here sits One whose brightness 
owes its hues 

To flesh and blood ; no Goddess l|K>m 
above, 

No fleeting Spirit, but my own true 
Love ? 

VIII 

The fairest, brightest, hue#* of ether 
fade ; 

The sweetest notes must terminate and 
f. die ; 

, 0 Friend ! thy flute Jsas breathed a 
ha“mony 

Softly resounded through this rocky 
glade ; 

Such strains of rapture asi the Genius 
played ir * 

In his still naunt on Bagdad’s summit 
high; ^ 

He who stood visibii to Mirza’s eye« 

; . See .the Visioa of Mirza fn the SptcMor, - 
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before to human sight beteayeal. 
Lo, in the vale, the mists of evening' 
spread! ^ 

The ^sionsdy Arches axe not there. 

Nor t^e green Islands, nor the shining 
Seas ; 

Yet sacred is to me this Mountain’s head, 
lienee 1 have risen, upliftedt ou the 
breeze 

Of harmony ^bove all earthly care. 

IX 

UPON Tire sfbHT OF A BEAUTIFUL PICTURE 
Painted by Sir G. H.*Beauii]oat, Bart. 
pRAiSKn be the Art whose subtle ^lower 
could stay 

Yon doud, and fix it in that^ gl<)ri«)us 
shape; . * » 

Nor would permit the thin siji#jke to 
^escape, 

Nor those bright sunbeams to forsake the 
day; • 

Which stopped band of travellers on 
their way, ^ # •, 

lire they werf lost wit>m the sliady 
wood; , , * • 

And showed the Bark *lip(in the glassy 
flood » • 

For ev^ieaiichored in her sheltering bay. 
Soul-soothing Art! whom Morning, 
Noon-tide, liven. 

Do serve with all their changeful page¬ 
antry : 

Thou, with ambitifm modest yet sublime. 
Here, for the sight of mortal man, hast 
given 

To one brief moment caught from 
fleeting time 

The appropriate calm of blest eternity. 

X 

“Why, Minstrel, these untuneful inur- 
murings— 

DfR, flagging notes that with each other 
^ar 

“ Think, gentle Lady, of a Harp so far 
l^om its own country, and forgive the 
^ strings.” 

A simply answer ! but even so fortli 
springs. 

From the Castalian fountain of the heart. 
The Poetry of Life, and all fAaf Art 
Divine of words quickening insensate 
things. •• • 

From the submissive necks of guiltless 
men 

Stretched on the block, the glittering axe 
recoils ; [toils 

Sun f moon, and* stars, all struggle in the 
Of mortal sympathy : what wonder then 
That the poor l^p distempered music 
yields [fields ? 

To its sad Lord, tar from his native 


XI 

Aerial Rock —whose solitary brow 

From this low threshold daily meets my 
sight ; 

When 1 step forth to hail the morning 
light; 

Or quit the stars with a lingering fare¬ 
well—how 

Shall Fancy pay to thee a grateful vow ? 

kUmv, with the Muse's aid, her love at¬ 
test ? 

—By planting ou thy naked head the 
•crest 

Of ail imperial Castle, which the plough 

Ot ruin shgll not ti>u<'h. Imioi'cut 
scheme ! 

That doth presume no more than to 
supply 

A grace the sinuous vale and roaring 
s( roam 

Want, through neglect of hoar Antiquity. 

Rise, then, ye votive Tower.*, ! and catch 
a gleam 

Of golden .sunset, ere it fade and die. 

XII 

TO SLEEP 

O GENTLE SleI'.p ! do they belong to thee. 

These twinklings of oblivion ? Thou 
dost k)vc 

To sit in meekness, like the brooding 
Dove. 

A captive never wishing to be free. 

This tiresome night, O Slceji ! thou art to 
me 

A Fly, that up and down hiuiself doth 
shove 

Upon a fretful riimlct, now above 

Now on the ivatcr vexed w'ith inoekery. 

1 have no pain that calls for patience, 

■ no; 

Hence am I cross and peevish as a child: 

Am pleased by fits to have thee for my 
foe. 

Yet ever willing to be reconciled : 

O gentle Creature ! do not use me so, 

But once and deeply let me be beguiled. 

XIII 

TO SLEEP 

Fond words have oft been spoken to thee,' 
Sleep ! 

* .And thou hast had thy store of tendcrest' 
names; 

The very sweetest. Fancy culls or 
frames. 

When thankfulness of heart is strong, 
and deep ! 

Dear Bosom-child we call thee, that dost 
steep 

In rich reward all suffering ; Balm that 
tames • 
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All anguish; ^kunt that evil thoughts and 
aims 

Takest away, and into souls dost creep, 

Like to a breeze ^om heaven. Shall 1 
alone, 

I surely not a man ungently made. 

Call thee worst TjTaiit by which Flesh 
IS crost ? 

Perverse, self-willed to own and to 
disown, 

Mere slave of them who never for thee 
prayed. 

Still last to come where thou art wauled 
most! 'I 

XIV 

TO SI.EEP 

A FLOCK of sheep that leisurclv pass by. 

One after one ; the sound of rain, and 
bees 

Murmuring ; the fall of rivers, winds .'ind 
seas, 

Smooth fields, w’hite sheets of water, and 
pure sky ; 

1 have thought of all by turns, and yet 
do lie 

Sleepless ! and soon the small birds' 
melodics 

Must hear, first uttered from my orchard 
trees 

And the first cuckoo's melanr.htdy cry. 

Even thus last night, and two nights 
more, 1 lay. 

And could not win thee. Sleep ! by any 
stealth ; 

S<i do not let me we.ar to-night away : 

Without Thee what is all the morning's 
wealth ? 

Come, blessed barrier between day and 
day, 

Dear mother of fresh thoughts and joyous 
health ! 


XV 

THE WILD DUCK'S NEST 

The imperial Consort of tfie Fairy-king 

Owns not a sylvan bower ; or gorgeous 
ceil 

With emerald floored, and with pim- 
pureal shell 

Ceilinged and roofed; that is so fair 
a thing 

As this low structure, for the tasks of 
Spring, 

Prepared b'y one vrl^p loves the buoyant 
swell 

pi the brisk waves, yet here consents to 

< '^well;, 

^Abd spreads in steadfast peace her brood¬ 
ing wing. 

^ords paniiot pajnt tbe o'ershadowing 
yew-trfee bough. 


And dlmly-glegiplilff Nest,—a bollQ^ 

cKiwn' . 

Of golden leaves inlaid with silver down. 
Fine as the mother's softest nlumes 
allow: . ' ‘ 

I gazed—and, self-accused while gazing, 
Sighed 

For human-kind, weak slaves of cuit|' 
brtjus pride I 

XVI ^ 

WRITTEN VroU A BLANK LEAF IN %THE 
COMPLETE ANGLEJl ” 

While flowing rivers yield a blameless 
sport. 

Shall live the name of Walton : Sage 
benign 1 

Whose pen, the mysteries of the rod and 
^ hvte 

luifolclotg, did not fruitlessly exhort 
To reverend watching of each »still 
report 

Th.st Nature uUers from her rural siirine. 
Meek, nobly versed |iil simple discip¬ 
line— , , 

He found th04}pngest summer day too 
short, ' ^ 

To his loved-pa^ime given by sedgy Lee, 
Or (lov-n the tempting maze of Shawford 
brook— ' 

Fairer than life itself, in this sweet Hook, 
The cowslip-bank and shady willow-tree; 
And the fresh meads—where flowed, ' 
from every nook 

Of his full bosom, gladsome Piety t 

XVII 

TO THE POET, JOHN OYER 

Bard of the Fleece, whose skilful genius 
made 

That work a living landscape fair and 
bright; 

Nor hallowed less with musical defight 
Than those soft scenes through whipotty . 
childhood strayed, 

Those southern tracts of Cambria, dpep 
embayed. 

With green hills fenced, wifh ocean’s 
murmur lull'd;” 

Though hasty fame hath man;; a chaplet 
culled 

For worthless brows, while in the ponsjvp 
« shade 

Of cold neglect she leaves thy head 
un graced. 

Yet pure and powerful minds, hearts 
meek and still, ILl^y, 

A grateful few, shall love thy modest 
Long as the shepherd’s bleapng fle^k 
shall stray 

O’er naked Snowdon’s wide ferial wafifg; 
Long a*; the thrush shall pipe qn Crongar 
Hill I 
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• XVlIl 

osr THE detraction WHtcH foiJlowed 

THE FUDLICATION OF A CERTAIN POEM 

• • 

See Mill’s Sonnet, beginning' “A Book was 
writ of late called ‘Tetrachordon.’*’ 

Book came forth of late, called 
PETER Bell ; • 

Not negligent the style ;—the matter ? 
—good •}>» 

As aught that song rec*I>rds of Robin 
Hood 

Or Roy, renowned through many a 
Scottish deil; * 

But some (who brook those hackftcj'ed 
themes full well, 

NOr heat, at Tam o’ Shaiiter's name, 
their blood) * , 

Waxed wroth, arid with foul ijifiwf, a 
harpy broodr 

OnT?ard and Hero clamorously fell. 

Heed not, wild Rovei*once tiinmgli 
heath and flax, 

Whoinad’stat Imgth the better life thy 
chuioe, ^ Vnen 

Heed not suen onset! if praise of 

To thee appear nAt an immeanJng voice, 
Lift up that grey-haired tnrelio:)^!, and 
rejokxe 

In the just tribute of thy Poet’s pen ! 

XIX 

Grief, thou hast lost an ever ready friend 
Now that the cottage Spinniug-wliccl 
is mute; 

And Care—a comforter that best could 
suit 

Her froward mood, and softliest repre¬ 
hend ; 

And Love—a charmer’s voice, that used 
to lend. 

More efficaciously than aught that flows 
bxjgp harp or lute, kind influence to com- 
JPPpose 

The throbbing pulsp—else troubled 
without end : 

Byen Joy could tell, Joy craving truce 
* and rest [sedate 

From hoR own overflow, what power 
Gn those revolving motions did await 
Assiduously—to soothe her aching breast; 
And, to a peunt of just relief, abate , 
The mantling ^iumphs of a day tAu 
blest. j 

XX 

30 S. Tl, 

Exqusb is negdless whqti with love 
sincere 

Of occupation, not by fashion led. 

Thou turo’st the'wheel that slept with 
dust o'eespread; 


My nerves from no such murmur shrink. 
—tho’ near. 

Soft as the Dorhawk's to a distant car. 
When twilight sliadcy darken the moun¬ 
tain's bead. 

Ea cti She who toils to spin our vital 
thread 

Might smile on wr)rk, O Lady, once so 
dear 

To household virtues. Venerable Art, 
T’ofii from the Poor ! yet shall kind 
Heaven jirotcct 

Its own ; thougb Rulers, with undue 
^■espcct, 

Trusting to crowded factory and mart 
.And proud discoveries of the intellect. 
Heed not the pillage of man’s ancient 
heart. 

XXI 

COMPOSED IN ONE OF THE VALLEVS OF 
WESTMORELAND, ON EASTER SUNDAY 
With each recurrence of this glorious 
morn 

That saw the Saviour in his human 
frame 

Rise from the. dead, erewhile the Cottage- 
dame 

Put on fresh raiment—till that hour 
unworn : 

Domestic hands the home-bred wool 
had shorn. 

And she who span it culled the daintiest 
fleece. 

In thoughtful reverence to the Prince of 
Peace, 

Whose temples bled beneath the platted 
thorn. 

A blest estate when piety sublime 
These humble props disdained not! 0 

green dales ! 

Sad may I be who heard your'sahbath 
• chime 

When .Art’s abused inventions were un¬ 
known ; 

Kind Nature’s various wealth was all 
your own ; 

And benefits were weighed in Reason's 
scales! 

XXII 

DECAY OF PIETY 

Oft have 1 seen, ere Time had ploughed 
my cheek. 

Matrons and Sires—who. punctual to the 
call ^ 

Of their loved Church, on faM or festival 
Through the long year the House of 
Prayer would seek : 

By Christmas snows, by visitation bleak 
Of Easter winds, unscared, from hut dc 
hall [stall. 

They came to lowly bench or sculptured 
But with one fervour of devotion meek. 
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1 see the places where they once were 
known, 

And ask, surrounded even by kneeling 
crowds, 

•Is ancient Piety for ever flown ? 

Alas I even then they seemed like fleecy 
clouds 

That, struggling through the western sky, 
have won 

Their pensive light from a departed sun ! 

XXIII 

COMPOSED OS THE EVE OF THE MARRIAGE 
OF A FRIEND IN THE VALE OF GHAS- 
• MERE, x8i2 

What need of clamorous bells, or ribands 
gay, [grace ? 

These humble nuptials to proclaim or 
Angels of love, look down upon the place ; 
Shed on the chosen vale a sun-bright 
day ! 

Yet no proud gladness would the Bride 
di'^play 

Even for such promise :—serious is her 
face, 

Modest her mien : and she, whose 
thoughts keep paee 

"With gentleness, in that becoming way 
Will thank voii. Faultless does the 
Maid appear ; 

No disproportion iii her soul, no strife: 
But, when the closer view of wedded life 
Hath shown that nothing human can be 
clear 

From frailty, for that insight may the 
Wife 

Toher indulgent Lord become more dear. 

XXIV 

FROM THE ITALIAN OK MICHAEL ANGELO 
I 

Yes ! hope may with my strong desire 
keep pace. 

And I be undcluded, unbetrayed : 

For if of our affections none finds g-acc 
In sigh t of Heaven, then, wherefore hath 
#God made 

The world which we inhabit ? Better 
pica 

Love cannot have, than that in loving 
thee 

Glory to that eternal Peace is paid. 

Who such divinity to thee imparts 
As hallows and makes pure all gentle 
hearts. 

His hope is^treacherous only whose love 
dies 

With beauty, which is varying every 
hour; [power 

' But, in chaste heart uninfluenced by the 
Of outward change, there blooms a 
deathless flower. 

That breathes on earth the air of paradise. 


^ ■ . . XXV >. - - 

( FROM THE SAME 
II 

No mortal object did these 'hyes Bhhold 
When first they met the placid light of 
thine. 

And my Soul felt her destiny divine. , 
And hepe of endless peace in me grbw 
bold: 

Heaven-born, the Soul ^ heaven-ward 
course mujt hold ; 

Beyond the visible world she soars to 
seek 

(For what delight: the sense is false and 

Vvcak) 

Ideal Form, the universal mould. 

The wise man, T affirm, can find no rest 
In that ',/hich perishes : nor will he Irni 
His',heart to aught which doth on time 
defend. 

’Tis sense, unbridled will, and not true 
love. 

That kills the soul: love betters what is 
best, " 

Even* here below, but more in heaven 
above. ' ■* 

.. ' XXVI 

FROM* THE SAME. 'tO THE SUPREME 
BEING 
III 

The prayers I make will then be sweet 
indeed 

If Thou tlie spirit give by which I pray : 
M y unassisted heart is barren clay, 

Tliat of its native self can nothing feed : 
Of good and pious works thou art the 
seed. 

That quickens only where thou say’st it 
may : 

Unless Thou shew to us thine own true 
way 

No man can find it: Father ! Thou 
lead. 

Do Thou, then, breathe those thoughts 
into my mind 

By which such virtue may In me be 
bred 

That in thy holy footstep:; 1 may 
tread ; 

The fetters of my tongue do Thou unbind, • 
That I may have the power to sing of 
thee, 

~And sopnd thy praises ^erlastingly, 

XX vn 

Surprised by joy—^impatient as the 
Wind 

I turned to share the transport—^Oh I 
with whom 

But Thee, de^ buriedm the silent tomb* 
That spot which no vicissitude can find ? 
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Lflve, faithful love, recalled thee to my 
^ mind— 

But how could I forget thee ? Thoough 
what power, 

Even fpr tbejeast division of an hour. 
Have I Been so beguiled as to be blind 
To my* most grievous loss ?—That 
thought’s ret urn 

Wn& the worst pdng that sorrow ever* 
bore, » 

Save one. one only, when I stood forlorn, 
Knowing my heart’s best treasure was no 
more; ^ 

That neither, present time, nor years 
unborn 

Could to my sight th<ft heavenly face 
restore. ^ 

XXVIII 

I * 

4 m 

MnTHouGHT I saw the footsteps a 
^rone 

Wbichinists and vapours from mine eyes 
did shroud - - '* 

Nor \iew of might sit Ihoroon 

allowed; ^ , 

But all tUe*Step^and gruiyii about were 
strown , ^ • 

With sights the rucfullest^hal flesL and 
bone • • 

Ever put »u ; a miserable crowil. 

Sick, hale, old. young, who cried bcfvirc 
that cloud. 

Thou art our king, O Death I to thee 
we groan.” 

Those steps I cloinb ; the mists before 
me gave 

Smooth way ; and I beheld the face of 
one 

Sleeping alone within a mossy cave, 

With her face up to heaven ; that seemed 
to have 

Pleasing remembrance of a thought fore¬ 
gone ; 

A ^||^ly Beauty in a summer grave I 
XXIX 

' ^ NOVEMBER, 1836 

‘ II 

Even so fdf' me a Vision sanctified 
The sway of Death ; long ere mine eyes 
had seen ^ 

Thy countenance—the still rapture of thy \ 
mien— 

When thou, dear Sister I wert .become 
Death’s Bride : 

No trace of pain or languor could abide 
That change :—age on thy brow was 
^oothed—thy cold 

Wan cheek at dnee was jllrivileged to 
unfold ^ 

A loveliness to living youth denied. 

W.P. 


Oh ! if within hope should e’er declinOi 

The lamp of mith, lost Friend! too 
' faintly burn ; 

Then may that heaven'revealing smile of 
thine. 

The bright assurance, visibly return : 
And let my spirit in that power divine 
Rejoice, as, through that power, it ceased 
to mourn. 

XXX 

It is fi. beauteous evening, calm and free. 
The holy time is quiet as a Nun 
Breathless with adoration ; the broad 
sun 

Is sinking down in its tranquillity ;, 

The gentleness nf heaven broods o'er the 
Sea : 

Listen ! the mighty Being is awake. 
And doth with his e.ternai motion make 
A sound like thunder—everlastingly. 
Dear Child ! dear Girl ! that walkcst 
with me here. 

If thou appear untouched by solemn 
thought, 

Thv nature is not therefore less divine : 
Thou best in Abraham’s bosom all the 
year ; 

And worship'st at the Temple’s inner 
shrine, 

God being with thee when we know it not. 

XXXI 

Where lies the Land to which yon Ship 
must go ? 

Fresh as a lark inoiinting at break of day, 
Festively she puts forth in trim array ; 
Is .she for tropic suns, or polar snow ? 
What boots the inquiry ?—Neither friend 
nor foe 

She cares for ; let her tra\'el where she 
may. 

She liiids familiar names, a beaten way 
Evei; before her, and a wind to blow. 

Yet still I ask. what haven is her mark ? 
And, almost as it was when ships wore 
rare, 

(From time to time, like Pilgrims, here 
and there ^ 

Crossing the waters) doubt, and some¬ 
thing dark. 

Of the old Sea some reverential fear. 

Is with me at thy farewell, joyous Bark I 

" XXXIl 

With Ships the sea was sprinkled far 
and nigh. 

Like stars in heaven, and joyously it 
showed ; 

Some lying fast at anchor in the road. 
Some veering up and down, one knew 
not why. 

A goodly Vessel did 1 then espy 
Come like a giant from a haven broad | 



210 


MISCELLANEOUS SONNEfS 



And lu&tiiy along the she strode. 
Her tackling rich, and oi apparel high, 
tins Ship was naught to me, nor 1 to her. 
Yet I pursued her with a Lover’s look: 
This Ship to all the rest did I prefer : 
When will she turn, and whither ? She 
will Inrook 

No tarrying; where She comes the 
winds must stir : 

On went She, and due north her journey 
. took. 

XXXIII 

>' The world is too much with us ; lace 
and soon. *■' 

Getting and spending, we lay waste 
our powers : ’ 

Little we see in Nature that is ours : 
iWe have given our hearts away, a 
5(n:did boon ! 

This Sea that bares her bosom to the 
moon ; 

The winds that w'ill be howling at all 
hours. 

And are up-gathered now like sleeping 
' -flowers; 

this, for everything, w’e are out of 

fit moves us not.—Great God ! I’d rather 
be 

» A Pagan suckled in a creed outworn ; 

^ So might I. standing on this pleasant lea, 
* Have glimpses that would make me 
« ^ less forlorn : 

^^Have sight of Proteus rising from the 
^ sea i 

^ Or hear old Trittwi blow liis wreathed 
horn. N, 

XXXIV 

^A VOLANT Tribe of Bards on earth are 
found. 

Who, while the flattering Zephyrs round 
them plav. 

On " coignes of vantage ” hang their 

nests of clay; 

'How quickly from that aery hold 
unbound. 

Dust for oblivion ! To the solid ground 
Of nature trusts the Mind that builds 
for aye ; 

Convinced that there, there only, she 
can lay 

Secure foundations. As the year run| 
round, 

Apart she toils within the chosen ringf'; 
While the stars shine, or while day’s 
purple eye 

Is gently closing with the flowers of 
spring; 

Where even the motion of an Angel’s 
wing 

*Would interrupt the Intense tranquillity 
Of silent hills, and more than silent sky. 


XXX"^ 

Wbak is the win of lian, his judg* 
ment blind ; ^ 

“ Remembrance porsecut^s, l:it4..Hppe 
betrays; < 

“ Heavy is woeand joy, for.haman.> 
kind, 

“ A mournful thing, so transient is the 
blaze!” ^ 

Thus might he paint our lot of mortal 
days 

Who wants the glorious faculty l^igned 
To elevate the more-than-reasoning 
Mind, 

And colour life’j dark cloud with orient 
■" rays. 

Imagination is that sacred power. 
Imagination lofty and refined : 

'Tis h'ers to pluck the amaranthine 
b flower 

Of I^th, and round the Sufferer’s tem¬ 
ples bind 

Wreaths that endure affliction’s heaviest 
shower, 

And do not shrink frbm sorrow’s keenest 
' wind.- 

XXXVI 

TO THE M'EMORV OF KAISLEY CALVERT 

^ I 

Calvfrt ! it must not be I’nheard by 
them 

Who may respect rny name, that I to 
thee *.. 

Owed many years of early liberty. - 
This rarc‘ was thine when sickness did 
condemn 

Thy youth to hopeless wasting, root 
and stem— 

That'I, if frugal and severe, might stray 
Where’er I liked ; and finally array ^ 

. My temples with the Muse’s diadem. 

; Hence, if in freedom I have loved the/' 
I truth ; . 

If there be aught of pure, or good, or 
great, ♦ 

In my past verse ; or shall be, in the lays 
Of higher muod, which now I meditate;— 

It gladdens me, O worthy, short-lived. 
Youth ! 

To think how much of this, will be thy 
praise. 

PAI^T II 
1 

Sco^ not the Sormef^ Critic, you ha've 
Yrowned, 

Mindless of its juM honours ; With this 
i key 

I Shakspeare unlocked his heart, The 
! melody « ® 

; Of this small lute gave ease to Petralfcfli’s 
wound; 'v- (sound; 

! A thousand times this pipe did Tasso 
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^ith it Canipenv soothed an exile’s 

RTlfif * • 

The bonnet glittered a ^ay myrtle leaf 
Amid the cypress with which Dante 
•rownod 

His visionary brow : a glow-worm lamp, 
It chdered mild Spenser, called from 
Faery-land 

Tw straggle through dark way%; and, 
when a damp 

Fell round the path of Milton, in his hand 
The Thing beCkine a trumiMit; whenre he 
blew 

Soul-animating strains—alas, t(x> few ! 

II * f 

How sweet it is, when mother Fancy 
rocks 

The wayward brain, to saunter “through 
a wood ! * f 

An old place, full of many a lovely 
•brood, 

Tall trees, green arbour* and gnumd- 
flowers in f|^)cks ; 

And wild rose till -toe upon hawthorn 
stocks. • • 

Like a bmd G*l, who ^lays her agile 
pranks • • S ^ 

At Wakes and Fajfs witlT wandering 
Mountebanks,— • 

When she stands cresting the Clown's 
head, and mocks 

^ The crowd beneath her. Verily I 
think, 

Such place to me is sometimes like a 
dream 

Or map of the whole world : thoughts, 
link by link, 

Enter through ears and eyesight, with 
such gleam 

Of all things, that at last in fear I shrink. 

. And leap at once from tlie delicious 
\ stream. 

III 

TO B. R. HAYPOM 

HipH is our calling, Friend t—Creative 
Art 

(Whether the instrument of words she 
use. 

Or pencil flregnant with ethereal hues,) 
Demands the service of a mind and heart. 
Though sensitive, yet, in their weakest 
" part, m 

Heroically fashismed-to infuse 

Faith in the wbispers of the tonely 
Muse, 

While the whole world seems adverse 
to desert. 

An0, ph ! when j^ature sipl^, as oft she 

of obscure 


Still to be atrenuQus for the bright 
reward. 

And in the soul admit of no decay, 

Brook no continuance of weak-minded¬ 
ness— * 

Great is the gloryi for the strife is hard I 
IV 

From the dark chambers of dejection 
freed. 

Spurning the unprofitable yoke uf cafe, 
Gillies, rise : the gales of youth 
shall bear 

Thy genius forward like a winged steed. 
Thoflgh bold Bellerophon (so Jove 
decreed 

la wrath) felf headlong from the fields 
of air. 

Yet a rich guerdon w.'iits on minds that 
dare, 

If aught be in them of immortal seed. 
And reason govern that audacious flight 
(AVbich heaven-ward they direct. —Then 
droop not thou, 

Hrroneoiisly renewing a sad vow 
In the low dell 'mid Koslin’s faded 
grove : 

A e.lieerinl life is what the Muses love, 
A soaring spirit is their prime delight. 

V 

Fair Prime of life ! were it enough to 
gild 

With ready sunbeams every straggling 
shower ; 

And, if an unexpected cloud should 
lower. 

Swiftly thereon a rainbow arch to 
build 

For Fancy's errands,--then, from fields 
half-tilled 

Gathering green weeds. to mix with . 
poppv flower. 

Theft might thy Minions crown, and 
chant thy power. 

Unpitied by the wise, all censure stilled. 
Ah ! show that worthier honours are 
thy due : 

Fair Prime of life ! arouse the deeper 
heart ; 

Confirm the Spirit glorying to pursue 
Some path of steep ascent and lofty aim ; 
And, if there be a joy that slights the 
claim 

grateful memory, bid that jOy depart. 

* VI 

I WATCir, and long have watchec), with 
calm regret 

Yon slowly-sinking star—immprtgl SJirp 
(So might he seem) of all the glittering 
quire I 

Blue ether still surrounds him—yet— 
and yet: 
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But now the horizon’s rocky parapet 

Is reached, where, forfeiting his bright 
at'fire. 

He burns—transmuted to a dusky fire— 

Then^ ^ays submissively the appointed 

To the flying moments, and is seen no 
more. 

Angels and gods ! We struggle with 
our fate. 

While health, power, glory, from ^hei^ 
height decline, 

. Depressed ; and then extinguished : and 
our state, , 

, In this, how different, lost Star, from 
thine, 

That no to-morrow shall our beams 
restore ! 


Cool air I breathe} while the unincuj^.* 

• Mind 

By some weak aims at services assigned 

To gentle Natures, thanks not Heaven 
amiss. .. * , • 

ix' 

Not Love, not War, nor the tumultuous 
swell 

Of civil conflict, nor the wrecks of 
change. 

Nor Duty struggling With afflictions 
strange— * 

Not these alone inspire the tuneful shell; 

But where untroubled peace and concord 
^dwell. 

There also is the Muse not loth to range. 

Watching the twilight smoke of cot 


1 HEARD (alas ! ’t was onlv in a dream) 
Strains—which, as sage Antiquity be¬ 
lieved, • 

By waking ears ha\’e sometimes been 
received [stream; 

Wafted adown the wind from lake or 
A most melodious requiem, a supreme 
And perfect harmony of notes, achieved 
By a fair Swan on drowsy billows heaved, 
0%T which her pinions shed a silver 
gleam. 

For is she not the votary of Apollo ? 
And knows she not. singing ns he inspires. 
That bliss awaits her which the imgenial 
Hollow 1 

Of the dull earth partakes nut, nor 
desires ? 

Mount, tuneful Bird, and join the im¬ 
mortal quires 

She soared—and I awoke, struggling 
in vain to follow. 


RETIREMEKT > I 

Iv the wVvolc wcvftht. ot wVval we t,Vao\s.\ 
and Ice), 

Save only far as thought and feeling 
blend 

With action, were as nothing, patriot 
Friend ! 

From thy remonstrance would be no 
appeal; 

But to promote and fortify the weal 
Of our own Being is her paramount end 
A truth Vhich tliey alone shall compre¬ 
hend • 

Who shun the mischief which they 
' cannot heal. [bliss; 

Peace in these feverish times is sovereign 
Here, with no thirst but what the stream 
can slake, 

' And startled only by the rustling brake, 
t See the PhndoB of Plate, by which this 
Sonnet was suggested. 


or, grange. 

Skyward ascending from a woody dcU. 
Meeks^^spirations please her, lone endea¬ 
vour, j 

And sage content, and placid melancholy; 
She loves to feaze upon a crystal river— 
Diaphanous because’t<travels slowly ; 
Soft is the jnusic tha^. would charm for 
ever * 

The flower of, sweetest 'smell is shy and 
Jowlv.. ' 

- 'X 

Mark the concentred hazels that enclose 
You old grey Stone, protected from 
the ray 

Of noon-tide suns;—and even the'' 
beams that play 

And glance, while wantonly the rough 
wind blows, [grows 

Arc seldom free to touch the moss that 
Upon that roof, amid embowering gloom. 
The very image framing of a Tomb, 

In which some ancient Chieftain finds 
repose 

Among the lonely mountains.— Live, ye 
trees V 

I And tiaou, grey Stone, the pea^ve 
likeness keep 

Of a dark chamber where 'the Mighty 
sleep: [bends 

For more than Fancy to the influence 
When solitary Nature condescends 
To mimic Time’s forlorn huiflanities. 


•COMPOSED AFTER A JOURNEY ACR08#’ 
THE HAHBLETON H1M.S, YORKSHIRE 

Dar!^ and more 'dark the shades of 
evening fell ; 

The wished-for point was reached—but 
at an hour 

When little could be •gained froth that 
rich dower 

Of prospect, wh«:el*f many thousands 

. . teU. 
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did the Rawing west with matvellous | For me. who under kindlier laws belong 
power , 'To Nature’s tuneful quire, this rustling 

Salute us ; there Stood Indian citadel, • dry 

Temple of Greece, and minster with its Through leaves yet green, and yon 
t<^iuer “ crystalline sky, • 

SubstaQtially expressed—a place for bell Announce a season potent to renew. 

Or clock to toll from I Many a tempting Mid frost and snow, the instinctive joys 
isle, of song, 

Wffh groves that never were imagined. And nobler cares than listless summer 
lay knew. 

*Mid seas how^teadfast! objects all for t • 

the eye • XIV 

Of silent rapture ; but we felt the while November i 

We should Torget them; they are of _• i i i i i 

the skv, • How'clear, how keen, how marvellously 

And from' our earthly memor> •fade ^ j- , ^ 

The effluence •from yon distant inoiiu- 

tain’s head, 

XII • Which, strewn with snow smooth as 

—— * * they are of the sky, • ^ shed. 

And from our earthly memory fadJ^way," chines like another sun—on mortal 

Thosh words were uttered as in pensive iTnnsc.ii, as if to check approaching 
mood » Night. 

We turned, departing from that solemn And all her twinkling stars. Who now 
sight: u * A » I 4 . would tread, 

A contrast and reproach t^grossdenght, jf so he might, yon mountain's glittering 
.And life s un^iritual 'blewisures daily ho.^d— 

wooed! , Terrestrial, but a surface, bv the flight 

But now upon thi* thought I gaimot of sad mortality’s earth-sullying wing, 

. ; - , . , Unswept, unstained? Nor shall the 

It IS unstable as a dream of night; aerial Powers 

Nor will 1 praiseacloud, howevCTbright. Dissolve that beauty, destined to endure, 

* Dispmaguig Mans gilts, and^projicr White, radiant, spotless, exquisitely 
food. pure. 

Grove, isle, with every shape of sky-buiJt Through all vicissitudes, till genial 
dome, ^ Spring 

Though clad in colours beautiful and jj^s filled the laughing vales with wel- 

pme, . ^ , come flowers. 

Find in the heart of man no natural 

home: XV 

The immortal Mind craves objects that 

endure: composed during a storm 

These cleave to it; from these it cannot Ost who was suffering tumult in his soul 
Toam, \Vet iaiicd to seeh. the sure reViei oi 

Nett they from it: their fellowship is\ prayer, 

secure. Went forth—his course surrendering 

V to the care, 

- Xlll Of the fierce wind, while mid-day light- 

SEPTEMBERi i8x5 nings prow’l 

While n«t a leaf seems faded ; while Insidiously, untimely thunders growl; 

the fields. While trees, dim-seen, in frenzied num- 

With ripening harvest prodigally fair, bers, tear 

In brightest sunshine bask ; this nipping The lingering remnant of their yellow hair, 
air , •• And shivering wolves, surprised with 

Sent from sotft£ distant clime, where’ darkness, howl 

Winter wields As if the sun were not. He raised his eye' 

His icy scimitar, a foretaste yields Soul-smitten ; for, that instant, dud 

Of bitter change, and bids the flowers appear 

beware : Large spi..ce (mid dreadful clouds) of 

And^Uspers t® the silentabirds, “ Pre- purest sky, 

pare An azure case—shield of Tranquillity; 

Against the tb^atening foe your Invisible, unlocked for, minister 
trustiest shield^i'* Of providential goodness ever nigh ! 
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XVI 

.. TO A SNOW-DROP 

Lone Flower, hemmed in with snows 
and white as they 

But hardier lar, *once more 1 see thee 
bend 

Thy forehead, as if fearful to offend. 

Like an unbidden guest. Though day 
by day. 

Storms, sallying from the mountain-tops, 
way-lay • e 

The risiaig sun, and on the plains descend; 
Yet art thou wclcoine, welcoine as a 
friend i 

•Whose zeal outruns his promise ! Blue- 
eyed May r 

Shall soon behold this border thicklv set 
With bright jonquils, their odours lavish¬ 
ing 

On the soft west-wind and his frolic 
peers : 

Nor will 1 then thy modest grace forget. 
Chaste Snow-drop, venturous harbinger 
of Spring, 

And pensive monitor of fleeting years ! 

XVII 

TO TIIF I.AI>Y MARY I.OWTIIl.R 

With a selection from the I’lH'ins of Anne, 
Countess of Wiiidiilse.'i ; ;md extrcicts of 
similar charaiter from other WiiU-rs ; trans¬ 
cribed by a female friend. 

Lady ! 1 rilled a Parnassian Cave 
(But seldom trod) of iiiildly-gleainiiig ore; 
And culled, from sundry beds, a lucid 
store 

Of genuine crystals, pure as those that 
pave 

The azure brooks, where Dian joys to lave 
Her spotless limbs ; and ventured to 
explore 

Dim shades—for reliques, upon L-the’s 
shore. 

Cast up at random by the sullen wave. 
To female hands the treasures \«'ere 
resigned ; 

And lo this Work 1—a grotto bright and 
clear _ 

From stain or taint ; in which thy 
blameless mind 

May feed on thoughts though pensive 
not austere ; 

Or. if thskdeeper spirit be inclined 
To holy musing, it may enter here- , 

XVIII 

TO LADY BEAUMONT 

Lady ! the songs of Spring were in 
the ^ove 

While 1 was shaping beds for winter 
flowers; 


While I was planting gre^ unfad^ 

• bowers, 

And Shrubs—to Ijang upon the warm 
alcove, 

And sheltering wall; and still, as Fancy 
wove * 

The dream, to time and nature's blended 
Iiowers 

I gavq, this paradise for winter houre, . 
A labyrinth. Lady ! which your feet 
shall rove. 

Ves ! when tjae sun of libi more ■feeVly 
shines, ’ 

Becommg thoughts, I trus«t, of solemn 
gloom I 

Or ef f>igh gladness you shall hither 
bring ; 

A nd these perennial bowers and murmur- 
inft pines 

Be^gew-ious as the music and the bloom 
Aiifl .tA' -the mighty ravishment of spring, 

XIX .. * 

c 

T/fj A’/ iJ! « ftleasure in poetic pains 
Which only Poets hnom ,~’t was rightly 
•said ; *■ t 

Whom could tho Muses elre allure to .read 
Their smoothiist p'lths, to wear their 
lightest chains ? 

W'lu'ii' hapiiiest Fafrcy has inspired the 
strains, *■' 

TImv oft the malice of one luckless word 
i'ursues the hnthiisiast lo the .social 
board, *' 

Haunts him belated on the silent plains ! 
Yet he repines not, if his thought stand 
clear. 

At last, of hindrance and obscurity, 
Fresh as the star that crowns the 
brow of mom; 

Bright, speckless, as a softly-moulded 
tear 

The moment it has left the virgin's eye. 
Or rain-drop lingering on the pointed 
thorn. 

XX 

The Shepherd, looking eastward, softly 
said, 

" Bright is thy veil, O Moon, as thou 
art bright! ” 

Forthwith, that little cloud, in ether 
spread 

And penetrated all with tender light, 
bhe cast away, and showed her fulgent 
hfad 

Uncovered; dazzling the Beholder’s 
sight 

As if to vindicate her beauty’s right. 

Her beauty thoughtlessly disparaged. 
Meanwliile that veil, reftnoved or tilrown 
aside, . [went; 

W'ent floating from Iter, darkening it 
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fcrd a huge mass, to bury or to hide, , 

Approached this glory of the Armament; 

Who meekly yields, and is obscured— 
(intent 

With dne calm triumph of a modest 
pride. 

XXI 

WTien haughty expectations pfustrato 
lie. 

And f^andowr crouches like a guilty 
thing, • 

Oft shall thc^owly weak, till nature bring 

Mature release, in fair society 

Survive, and Fortune’s utmost anger 
try ; 

Like these frail snow-drops that together 
cJing, 

And nod their helmets, smitteif ^ly the 
wing * f 

Of many a furious whirl-blast sweeping 
%y. 

Observe the faithful floffers ! if small 
tt) great 


“ How silently, and with how waii a 
face ! ” 

Where art thou ? Thou so often seen 
on high 

Running among tile* clouds a Wood- 
nyinpli's race ! 

Unhappy Nuns, whose common breath’s 
a sigh 

Which they would stifle, move at siicli 
a jiace ! [chase, 

fl'hs northern Wind, to call thee to the 
Must blow to-night his bugle horn. 
Had I 

Thc*power of Merlin, Goddess 1 this 
slioiikl be : 

And all the «tars, fast as the clouds 
were riven. 

.Sliiuild sally forth, to keep thee company, 
Hurrviiig and sparkling through the 
clear blue heaven ; 

Hut, Cynthia ! should to thee the palm 
be given. 

Queen both for beauty and for majescy> 

Mav lead the thcflights, thus struggling ' XXIV 

' used 4o stEuifi • j Lvi v a>, a <lrugoii's rye that feels the 

stress 

Of a bedimming sleep, or as a lamp 
Suddenly glaring through sepulchral 


The Cmathian (Phalanx, ifol^jv obstinate ; 

And so the bri^fht** irnftioj;tal Theban 
band, • , 

',Vhoni onset, fiercely urged at Jove’s | 
command, 

Idight overwhelm,but could not separate! 

XXII 

Hail, Twiright, sovereign of one peaceful 
h our ! 

Not dull art Thou as undiscerning i 
Night ; 


**But stuilious only to remove from sight.! 

Day’s mutable ' distmetions-—Ancient 
Power ! 

Thus did the waters gleam, the moun¬ 
tains lower, 

Tp the rude Briton, when, in wolf-skin 
vest 

Here roving wild, he laid him down 
" to rest 

‘ I'On the bare rock, or through a leafy 
bower 

Looked ae his eyes were closed. By 
him was seen 

The Mlf-same Vision which we now 
bihold. 

At thy meek bidding, shadowy Powe»? 
brought fofrii ; 

These mighty barriers, and tfle gulf 
between ; 

The flood, the stars,—a spectacle as old 

As the beginning of the heavens and 
«arth 1 • , 


damp. 

So burns von Taper ’mid a black recess 
Of moiiutains, silent, dre;iry, motionless ; 
The lake below reflects it not; the sky 
Mulfled in clouds, affords no company^ 
To mitigate and cheer its loneliness. 

^’et. round the body of that joyless 
Thing 

Which sends so far its melancholy light. 


XJflll 

WiTK how sad steps, O Moon, tliou 
climb’s! the sky. 


Perhaps are sealed in domestic ring 

A gay society with fares bright. 

Conversing, reading, laughing ;—or they 
sing, [unite. 

Whale hearts and voices in the song 

XXV 

The stars are mansions built by Nature’s 
hand. 

And. haply, there the spirits of the blest 

Dwell, clothed in radiance, their immor¬ 
tal vest; 

Huge Ocean shows, within his yellow 
strand, ♦ 

A habitation marvellously planned. 

For life to occupy in love and rest; ■ 
4 All that we see—is dome, or vault, of 
nest. 

Or fortress, reared at Nature’s sage 
con 1 man d. 

Glad thought for every season I but 
the Spring 

Gave it vi^hile cares were weighing on 
my heart, 

’Mid song of birds,and insects monnuf- 
ing; 


» ■ 
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And while the youthful year’s prolific 
art— 

Of bud, leaf, blade, and flower—-was 
fashioning 

Abodes where seU*disturbance hath no 
part. 

XXVI 

t Desponding Father ! mark this altered 
bough, 

' So beautiful of late, w'ith suns]^iii^ 
warmed. 

Or moist with dews ; what more un¬ 
sightly now, 

blossoms shrivelled, and its fruit, 

_ if formed, 

InvisibUj ? yet Spring hcV genial brow 
Knits not o’er that discolouring and 
decay 

As false to expectation. Nor fret thou 
At like urtJovelv jiroress in the May 
Of human life: a Stripling's grams 
blow. 

Fade and are shed, that from their 
timely fall 

(Misdeem it not a cankerous change) 
may grow ' 

Rich mellow bearings, that for thanks 
shall call: ' 

. In all men, sinful is it to be slow 
. To hope—in Parents, sinful above all. 

XXVTI 

CAPTIXaTy.-MARY (JI'EPN OF -SCOTS 

“ As the cold aspect of a sunless way 
Strikes through the Traveller’s frame 
with deadlier chill. 

Oft as appears a grove, or obvious bill. 
Glistening with unpiirlicipated ray. 

Or shining slope avIkto he niu.st never 
stray ; 

So jovs, remembered without wish or 
will. 

Sharpen the keenest edge of present 
ill,— , 

On the crushed heart a heavier burthen 
lav- 

Just Heaven, contract the compass of 
my mind_ 

To fit proportion with my altered state ! 
Quuich those felicities whose light I find 

. Reflected in iny bosom all too late !— 
Obe mv spirit, like my thraldom, strait; 
And, like mine eves that stream wdth 
sorrow, blind! " 

XXVIII 

ST. CATHERINE OF LEDBURY 

.When human touch (as monkish books 
attest) 

^ Nor was applied nor could be, Ledbury 
bells 


Broke forth in concert :flung adown 
• dells. 

And iJpward. high as Malvern’s cloudy 
crest; *• 

Sweet tones, and caught ^y g •noble 
Lady blest 

To rapture I Mabel listened at .tfie side 
Of her loved mistress; soon the music 
difd, 

.^nd Catherine said, S set Up fits rest* 
Warned in a dream, the Wanderet^Idng 
had sought 4 

A home that by such mira^rJe of sound 
Must be revealed:—she heard it now, 
or felt t 

The ^k•ep, deep joy of a confiding thought; 
And there, a saintly Anchoress, she 
dwelt 

Till she exchanged for heaven that happy 
V grtiiind. 

^ XXIX , 

-" gives to airy nothing • 

A Ioc,i] Habitation and a name.” 

Though narrow be i^tfcat old Man's 
('.ares, ar^d near, , 

The poor old JIaii is greater than he 
seems : «■ r • • 

For ho hatt waking empire, wide as 
dunams; «■ 

-■Xn ample sovereignty of eye aftd ear. 

Kich arc his walks with supernatural 
cheer ; 

The region of his inner spirit teems '■ 

With vital sounds and monitory gleams 
Of high astonishment and pleHing fear. 

He the seven birds hath seen, that 
never part. 

Seen the Seven Whistlers in their, 

' nightly rounds. 

And counted them : and oftentimes ■ 
will start— 

For overhead are sweeping Gabriel’s 
Hounds 

DooiTicd, with their impious Lord, the 
flying Hart 

To chase for ever, on aerial grounds] 
XXX 

Four fiery steeds impatient of the rein 
Whirled us o’er sunless grouna beneath 
a sky 

As void 'of sunshine, when. froiJf that 
< * wide plain, 

fClear tops of far-off mouibtains we descry. 
Like a Cierra of cerulean Spain. 

All light and lustre. Did no heart reply ? 
Yes, there was Qne;—for C^e. asunder fly 
The thousand links of that etherem 
chain: ^ ^ » 

.And green vales open out, with grove 
and field, V [Home; 

And the fair front (rf many a happy 
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Such tempting qpots as into vision come 
While Soldiers, weary of the arms they 
wield ^ • 

And sick at heart of strifeful Christen- 

Gaze on the moon by parting clouds 




XXXI 


Brook ! whose society the Poet seeks. 


Intent his wasted spirits to renew ; 

And whom the curious •Painter doth 


pursue 

Through roCky passes, among flowery 
creeks, • 

And tracks thee dancing down* thy 
water-breaks ; 

If wish were, mine some type of thee to 
view, • 

Thee, and not thee thyself, I woifldflot 
do _ • 

Lik^ Grecian Artists, give thee human 
cfle6ks» • 

Clliannels for tc;us ; no Naiad should'st 
thou be,— # 

Have neither timbs, f«>t, fcatiicrs, 
joints nor hairs : • 

It seems the Etemah Sojil ^s cli.lhed in 
thee • 

With purer robes fhan those of flesh 
and blood, 

And hath bestowed on thee a safer good; 

0 Unwearied joy, and life without its 
cares. 

XXXII 

COMPOSED ON THE BANKS OF A ROCKY 
STREAM 


, Dogmatic Teachers, of the snow-white 
fur ! 

Ye wrangling Schoolmen, of the scarlet 
hood ! 

Who, with a keenness not to be with¬ 
stood. 

Press the point home, or falter and demur, 

- Checked in your course by many a teasing 
’f burr; 

These natural council-seats your acrid 
bloocL 

Might cool ; —and, as the Genius of the 
flood 

Stoops'^ willingly to animate and spur 

Each lighter function slumbering iff* 
the brain. • • ' • 

Yon eddying balls of foam, thesellrrowy 
gleams 

That o’er the pavement,^f the surging 
streams 

WelfKT and flash, a synod plight detain 

With subtle speculations, haply vain. 

But surely leas so Aan your far-fetched 
thenm 1 


XXXIII 

THIS, AND THE TWO FOLIoWIKG, WERE 
SUGGESTED BY MR. W. WESTALl'S 
VIEWS OF THE CAVES, ETC., IN YORK¬ 
SHIRE • 

Pure element of waters ! wheresoe'er 
Thou dost forsake thy subterranean 
haunts, 

Green hert>s. bright flowers, and btitry- 
bearing plants, 

Kiss into life and in thy train appear : 
And, through the sunny portion of the 
year, [vants: 

Swif^ insects shine, thy hovering pursui- 
And, if thy bounty fail, the forest pants ; 
And hart andahind and hunter with his 
spear, 

Languish and droop together. Nor 
unfelt [nign: 

In man’s perturbed soul thy sway be- 
And, haply, far within the marble belt 
Of central earth, where tortured Siiirits 
pine 

For grace and goodness lost, thy mur- 
murs melt 

Their anguish,—and they blend sweet 
soiigs with thiiie.'- 

XXXIV 

MALIIAM COVE 

Was the aim frustrated by force or guile. 
When giants scooped from out the 
rocky ground. 

Tier under tier, this scmicirquc profound ? 
((Hants—the same who built in Erin’s 
isle 

That Causeway with incomparable 
toil!)— [wound 

O, had this v'ast theatric structure 
With fiiiished sweep into a perfect round. 
No mightier work had gained the plau- 
, sive smile 

Of all-beholding Phoebus ! But, alas. 
Vain earth ! false world ! Foundations 
must be laid 

In Heaven; for, ’mid the wreck of is 
and WA.s, [trayed 

Things incomplete and purposes be- 
Make sadder transits o’er thought's 
optic glass 

Than noblest objects utterly decayed. 

XXXV 

GORDALE 

At early dawn, or rather when the air 
Glimmers with fading light, and shadow* 
Eve 

Is busiest to confer and to bereave ; 

> Waters ia.s Mr. Westall informs us in the 
letter-press prefixed to his admirable views) 
are invariably found to flow through these' 
caverns. 
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Then, pensive Votary! let thy feet 
repair 

To Gordale-chasm, terrific as the lair 
Where the young liotis couch ; for so, 
by leave • 

Of the propitious hour, tliou niay’st 
perceive 

The local Deity, with oozy hair 
And^ mineral crown, besidie his jagged 
um, 

Eecumbetit: Him thou may’st bch«ld,« 
who hides , 

His lineaments by day, yet there pre¬ 
sides, • 

Teaching tlie docile waters how to turn. 
Or (if need be) iiiipediincnt to spurn. 

And force their passage to the salt-sea 
tides I 

XXXVI 

COMPOSED UPON WESTMINSTER IlKinCE, 
SEPT. 3 , 1 K 02 

Earth has not any thing to show more 
fair : 

Dull would he be qf soul who could puss 
by 

A sight so touching m its majesty ; 

This City now doth, like a garment, 
wear * 

The beauty of the morning; silent, 
bare. 

Ships, towers, domes, theatres, and 
temples lie 

Onen unto the fields, and to the sky : 

All bright and glittering in the smokeless 
air. 

Never did sun more beautifully steep 
In his first splendour, vallev, rock, or 
hill; 

Ne’er saw I, never felt, a calm so deep ! 
The river glideth at his own sweet will ; 
Dear God ! the very houses seem asleep ; 
And all that mighty heart is lying sf^ ! 

XXXVII 

CONCLUSION 
TO- 

If these brief Records, by the Muses’ art 
Produced as lonely Nature or tlie strife 
That animates the scenes of public life > 
Inspired, may in thy leisure claim a 
part; [heart 

And if these Transcripts of the private 
Have gained a sanction from thy 
falling tears : 

Then I repent not. But my soul hath 
fears 

Breathed from eternity ; for as a dart 
Cleaves the blank air. Life flics : now 
every day [wheel 

la but a glimmering spoke in the swift 

t This fine alludes to Soouets which will be 
found in another Class. 


Of the revolving week. ,Away. awayi— 
All fitful cares, all transitory zeal! 

So timely Grace the immortal wing 
..may heal, , , 

And honour rest upon the senseless clay. 

PART III 
I 

ThouoA the bold wings of Poesy affect 
The clouds, and wheel around the moun¬ 
tain tops ■■ Tl. 

Rejoicing, from her loftiest height 
drops « 

Well pleased to skim the plain with 
wild flowers dbekt. 

Or iiuise in solemn grove whose shades 
protect 

The lingering dew—there steals along, 
or^siops 

Wacchiiig the least small bird that 
round her hops. 

Or creeping worm, with sensitive recpect. 
Her fiiiictioii^ are they therefore less 
divine, c 

Her thoughts less diep, or void of 
Jp'ave in^iit « 

Her sinipleiif. *fancies ?* Should that 
fear be * * 

Aspiring Votary, er^ thy hand present 
One cjffenng, kneel before her modest 
shrine. 

With brow in penitential sorrow bent! 


ll 

OXFORD, MAY 30, iSsO 
Yil sacred Nurseries of blooming Yo\ith ! 
In whose collegiate shelter England’s 
Flowers 

Expand, enjoying through their vernal 
hours ^ 

The .air of liberty, the light of truth : 
Miieh h.avc ye suffered from Time’s 
gnawing tooth : 

Yet, O yc si)ires of Oxford ! domes and 
towers! 

Gardens and groves I your presence over¬ 
powers 

The soberness of reason ; till, in sooth. 
Transformed, .and rushing on a bold 
exchange, 

I slight my own beloved Cam, to range 
Where silver Isis leads iny stripling feet; 
Pace the long avenue, or glide adown 
*lKie stream-like windings of that glorious 
stmet— • ® 

An eag» Novice robed in fluttering gown { 

OXFORD, MAY 30, I82O 

SuAMF. on ttiis faithless heart f 'that 
could allow - 

Such transport, thou|;h but for a nio- 
meut’s space; 
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Mbt while—to aid the spirit^of the 
place— "# ^ , 

The crescent moon clove with its glit¬ 

tering prow 

The slnuclsv or night-bird sang from 
sh^dy bough ; 

But id jSlain daylight;—She, too, at 
my side. 

'VmiOj with her heart's experience satis¬ 
fied. * 

Maintains inviolate its slightest vow ! • 

Sweet Fancy*! other gi^s must 1 re¬ 
ceive ; 

Proofs of adiigher sovereignty I claim ; 

Take from her brow the withering 
flowers of eve, • ^ 

And to that brow life’s morning wreath 
restore : 

l«t her be comprehended in the frame 

Of these illusions, or they piq^is^ no 
mure. , « ^ 


Gently hast sunk into the quiet tomb. 

Why should we bend in grief, to sorrow 
cling. 

When thankfulness were best ?—Fresh- 
fl owing tears, ^ * 

Or, where tears flow not, sigh succeeding 
sigh. 

Yield to such ■'ifter-thought the sole 
reply 

Which justly it can claim. The Nation 
hears 

*In*this deep knell, silent for threescore 
years, . 

An unexampled voice of awful memory 1 
* VI 

• JUNF, 1820 

rAMi-; tells of groves—from England 
far avvav— 

droves * that inspire the Nightingale to 
trill 


• IV 

RECOLLECTION OF THE* PORTRAIT OF 
KING TIENR^ I’lCHTH, TRINITY' LOpOF, 
CAMUKIUGE # 

The imperial Stature, the^ilossul Aride, 
Arc yet befo~e*nie ; vpt*df\I behold 
The broad full vS5if||e, <;%e§t of amplest 
mould, • , 

The ves%nents 'broidered with barbaric-, 
pride; 

And lo ! a poniard, at the Monarch’s 
side, 

Hangs ready to be grasped in sympathy 
With the keen threatenings of that 
fulgent eve. 

Below the white-rimmed bonnet, far- 
descried. [mood ? 

Who trembles now at thy capricious 
’Mid those yurounding Worthies, haugh¬ 
ty Kinfr 

We rather think, with grateful mind 
sedate. 

How Providence 'educeth, from the 
spring ■ 

Of lawless will, unlooked-for streams 
of good. 

•'Which neither force shall check nor 
time abate ! 

• V 

ON THE DEATH OF HIS MAJESTY (GEORGE 
THE THIRD) 

Ward of the Law ! —dread Shadow o^a 
King ! • « 

Whose realm had dwindled <'ito one 
stately room ; 

Whose uqiverse was gloom immersed 
in gloom. [fling, 

Daikness as thick ^ life n’er life could 
Save haply for some feeble glimmering 
Of Faith and Hop#—if thou, by nature’s 
doom. 


And modulate, with subtle reach of skill 

lCls(!where unmatched, her ever-varying 
lay : 

Such bold report 1 venture to gainsay : 

For I have heard the quire of Richmond 
hill 

Chanting, with indefatigable bill. 

Strains that recalled to mind a distant 
day: 

When, haply under shade of that same 
wood. 

And scarcely conscious of the dashing 
oars 

Plied steadily between those willowy 
shores, 

The sweet-souled 1‘oet of the Seasons 
stood— 

Listening, and listening long, in raptu¬ 
rous mood, 

Ye heavenly Birds ! to your Progenitors. 

VII 

* A PARSONAGE IN OXFORDSHIRE 

Where holy ground begins, unhallowed 
ends. 

Is marked by no distinguishable line ; 

The turf unites, the pathways inter¬ 
twine ; 

And, wheresoe'er the stealing footstep 
tends. 

Garden, and that Domain where kindred, 
friends. 

And neighbours rest together, here 
confound 

Their several features, mingled like 
the sound 

Of many vraters, or as evening blends 

With shady night. Soft airs, from 
shrub and flower. 

Waft fragrant greetings to each silent 
grave ; 

I Wallachia is the oountry alluded ta 
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And while those lofty poplars gently 
wavCj 

Their tops, between them comes and 
goes a sky ja 

Bright as the gunipses of eternity, 

To saints accorded in their mortal hour. 

VIII 

.COMPOSED AMONG THE RUINS OF A CASTLE 
IN NORTH WALES 

' Through shattered galleries, ’mid rrof<«| 
less halls, 

Wandering with timid footsteps oft 
betrayed, c 

The Stranger sighs, nor scriir'les to 
upbraid , 

Old Time, though he, gentlest among 
the Thralls 

Of Destinv, upon tbeie wounds hath 
laid 

His lenient touches, soft as light that 
fidls. 

From the wan Moon, upon the lowers 
and Willis, 

Light deepening the profuundest sleep 
of shade. 

Helic of Kings! Wreck of forgotten 
wars. 

To winds abandoned and the prying 
stars. 

Time loves Thee ! at his call the Seasons 
twine 

Luxuriant wreaths around thv fore¬ 
head hoar ; 

And, though past pomp no changes 
can restore, 

A soothing recompence, his gift, is 
thine • 

IX 

TO THE LADY E. B. AND THE HON. MISS P. 

Composed in the Grounds of Plass Newidd, 
near Llangollen, 1624 ^ 

A Stream, to mingle with your favourite 
Dee, 

Along the Vale of Meditation * flows ; 

So styled hy those fierce Britous, pleased 
to see 

in Nature’s face the expression of re¬ 
pose ; 

Or haply there some pious hermit chose 

To live' and die, the peace of heaven 
. his aim ; 

To whom the wild sequestered region 
owes. 

At this late day, its sanctifying name. 

Glyn Cafaillgaroch, in the Cambrian 
tongue. 

In ours, the Vale of Friendship, let 

> - thi$ spot 

, Be named ; where, faithful to a low- 
roofed Cot, 

% Glyn Myrvr, 


On Deya's banks, ye Jmve abode m 
. long; ^ 

vSister^in love, a love allowed to climb, 
Even on this earthy ^ove the reach 
of Time! • _ • 


TO THE torrent AT THE DEVIL*S BRIDGE. 

( NORTH WALES. zS24 

How art thou named ? In search oi 
what strap ge land ‘ % 

From what huge height, descending: 

Can such force ■ 

Of waters issue fr^un a British source. 

Or liath not Pindus fed thee, where 
the liand 

Of I’atTiots scooiJ their freedom out, 
with hand 

Dc^>e»'ite as thine ? Or come the 
iiRKssaiit shocks 

From that young Stream, that smites 
the throbbing rocks • 

Of Viainala ? There I seem to stand. 

As in life’s morn ; pciytfttted to behold, 
Froti^ the dfcad chasii^ woods climb¬ 
ing abovtf vgonds, • * 

In pomp thnt^fadgs ,not; everlasting 
snows ; • 

And sillies that nc^er relinquish their 
repose; * r 

Such power possess the family of floods 
Over the minds of Poets, young or old I 

XT 

IN THE WOODS OF' RYDAL 

Wild Redbreast! hadst thou at Jemi¬ 
ma's lip 

Pecked, as at mine, thus boldly, Love 
might say, 

A half-blown rose had tempted thee 
to sip 

Its glistening dews-; but hallowed is 
the clay 

Which the Muse warms ; and I, whose 
head is grey. 

Am not unworthy of thy fellowship ; 
Nor could I let one thought—one mo¬ 
tion—slip 

That might thy sylvan donfidenCA 
betray. 

For are we not all His without whose 
care 

(Vouchsafed no sparrory, falleth to the 
grsund ? 

Who gives his Angels wings to speed 
through air. 

And rolls the planets through the blue 
profound; ,, 

Then peck dr pefbh, fond Fluttererl 
nor forbear w 

To trust a Poet In stul musings bound. 
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^HKN Philocn^s'-in the Lemnian isfe 
like a Form sculptured on a monument 
Lay pouched; on him or his dread 
- TOW unbent 

Some awild Bird oft might settle and 
beguile 

rigid features of a transient smile, 
Dsperse the tear, or to the sigh give 
vent, I 

Slackening the pains of ruthless banish* 
ment • 

From his lov’d home, and from heroic 
toil. 

And trust that sjfiritual Cre^ures 
round us move. 

Griefs to allay which Reason cannot 
' heal; 

Vea, veriest reptiles have sufficed to 
prove « ^ 

To fettered wretchedness, that no Bastilc 
Is enough to exclude the light of 
love, * 

Though man fog brother man has Le<>sed 
to feel. • 

* • • • 

• XIII • • 


The captive ’mid damp vaults Unsunned, 
unaared, 

Measuring the periods of his lonely doom. 

That cry can reach ; and to the sick 
man’s room • 

Sends gladness, by no languid smile 
declared. 

The lordly eaglc-race through hostile 
search 

May perish ; time may come when 

_ never more 

The wilderness shall hear the lion roar ; 

But. long as cock shall crow from house* 
hold perch 

To rouse the dawn, soft gales shall 
speed thy wing. 

'Vnd thy errafic voice be faithful to the 
Spring ! 


[Miss not the occasion : by the forelock take 
That subtile PowtT, the nevci-'halting Time, 
I.e5ta mere moment's putting-o£F should make 
Mischance almost as heavy as a crime.] 

Wait, pritlico, wait I ” this answer 
Lcsbia threw 


While Anna’s peers and« early play¬ 
mates tread, • _ • 

In freedam, mountaiu-turf and river’s 
marge ; 

Or float with music in the festal barge ; 

# Rein the proud steed, or through the 
dance are led; 

Her doom it is to pri^s a weary bed— 

Till oft her guardian Angel, to some 
charge 

More urgent called, will stretch his 
wings at large, 

And fiiends^^o rarely prop the languid 
head. 

Yet, helped by Genius—untired com¬ 
forter. 

The presence even of a stufied Owl for 
her 

Can cheat the time ; sending her fancy 

' ;To ivied castles and to moonlight skies. 

Though he can neither stir a plume, 
nor s^out; 

Nor veil, with restless film, his staring 
eyes. 


Forth to her Dove, and tot>k no further 
heed. 

Her eye was busy, while her fingers flew 

Across the harp, with soul engrossing 
speed ; 

But from that bondage when her 
thoughts were freed 

She rose, and toward the close-shut 
casement drew. 

Whence the poor unregarded Favourite, 
true 

To old affections, had been heard to 
plead 

With flapjiing wing for entrance. What 
a shriek 

Fosced from that voice so lately tuned 
to a strain 

Of harmony —a shriek of terror, pain. 

And self-reproach ! for, from aloft, a 
Kite 

Pounced,—and the Dove, which from 
its ruthless hetik 

She could not rescue, perished in her 
sight \ 

XVI 


XIV 

TO ^hE CUCKOO , 

Not the whole warbling grove in concert 
heard 

' When sunshine follows shower, the 
breast can ^Ji^ill ^ , 

Like the first summons. Cuckoo.' of 
thy bill, ^ 

Witb it* twin .notes inseparably paired. 


THE INFANT M- M- 

Unquiet Childhood here by spedal 
grace 

Forgets her nature, opening like a flower 

That neither feeds nor wastes its vital 
power 

In painful struggles. Months each, 
other chase. 

And nought untunes that Infant's 
voice i no trace 
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Of fretful:^mpei' $uUies her pure cheek ; 
prompt, lively, self-sufficing, yet so 
meelf* 

That one eprgp^ with gazing on her face 
(Which even the placid innocence of 
death 

Could scarcely make more placid, 
heaven more liright) 

Might learn to picture, for the eye of 
faith. 

The Virgin, as she shone vi'ith kindred 
light; • ^ 

A nursling couched upon her mother’s 
knee. 

Beneath some shady palm of GalilA;. 

XVII , 

TO-, IN HER SEVENTIETH YEAR 

Such age how beautiful ! O Lady 
bright, [fined 

Whose mortal lineaments seem all re- 
Bv favomiiig Nature and a saintly 
Mind 

To something purer and more exquisite. 
Than flesh and blood ; whene’er them 
ineet'st my sight. 

When I behold thy blanehed luiwithcrcd 
cheek, 

Thy temples fringed with locks of 
gleaming white. 

And head that droops because the soul 
is meek. 

Thee with the welconip Snowdrop I 
compare ; 

That child of winter, prompting thoughts 
that climb 

From desolation toward the genial 
prime ; 

Or with the Moon conquering earth's 
misty air. Might 

And filliiig more and more with crystal 
As pensive Evening dee.pcns into night. 

XVIII 

TO ROTIIA Q - 

Botha, my Spiritual Child I this head 
was grey 

When at the. saered font for thee I 
stood : 

pledged till thou reach the verge of 
womanhood. 

And shalt become, thy own sufficient 
stay : 

Too late, I feel, sweet Orphan 1 was the 
day 

For steadfast hope the contract to fulfil : 
Yet shall my blessing hover o’er thee 
still. 

Embodied in the music of this Lay. 
Brhathed forth beside the peaceful 
mountain Stream ^ 

■ 1 The river Rotha, that into Winder- 
mare from the Lakes of Qrasmerp and Rydal. 


* 


Whose murmur soothed thy languid 
, Mother’s ear 

After 4ier throes, this Stream of name 
more dear 

Since thou dost bear memorial 

theme * 

For others; for thy future self,”a spell 
To summon fancies out of Time's dark . 
ceU. 4 

XIX 

A ORAVE-STONte UPON THE FLOOR 
CLOISTERS OP WORCESTER^ATHEPRAL 
“ Mikkrr/musI*' and neither name nor 
date. • 

Prayer, text, or symbol, graven upon the 
stone : 

Nought but that word assigned to the 
uuRnowii, 

Thlt i^tlitary word—to separate 
From all, and cast a cloud around the 
fate . 

Of him who lif*bcneath. Most wretched 
> one, • 

Who chose his epitaptf ?—Himself alone 
Coulfl thus^Juave darlcl the • grave to 
agitate, • ■ 

.4nd claim, iinftmg'^hh dead, this awful 
cr^wn ; * 

Nor doubt that he marked also for his 
own 

Close to these cloistral steps a burial- 
place, % 

That every foot might fall with heavier 
tread. 

Trampling upon his vileness. Stranger, 
pass 

Softly !—To save the contrite, Jesus 
bled. 

XX 

ROMAN ANTIQUITIES DISCOVERED AT 
niSHOPSTONE, HEREFORDSHIRE 

While poring Antiquarians search the 
ground 

Upturned with curious pains, theBgrd.a 
Seer, 

Takes fire :—The men that have beeq 
reappear; 

Romans for travel girt, foi*' husine^^ . 
gowned ; 

.4nd some recline on couches, myrtle- 
crowned, 

,In festal glee : why not ? For fresh 
and clear. 

As if its hues were of the passing year, 
Dawns this time-buried pavaident. 
From that mound 

Hoards may come forth of Trajans, 
Maximinl, 

Shrunk into coins wit^ all thair warliko 
toil: 
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fierce imp^y^s issues with its foil 
t^derness-^be Wolf, whose spckliifg 
' Twins 

The unlettered ploughboy pities when he 

^os * 

The casual treasure from the furrowed 
sod. 


^ XXI • 

1830 I 

Chatsworth I thy stately mansion, an/ 
the pride ' 

Of thy domain, strange contrast do 
present 

To house and home iA many a cjpaggy 
rent 

Of the wild Peak; where new-born 
Waters glide ^ 

Through fields whose thrifty ocQupants 
abide • * 

As in a dear and chosen banishment, 
Witn«every semblance of entire content; 
So kind is simple Natufl, fairly tried ' 
Yet He whose dieart in childhood gave 
her troth ^ ^ ^ 

To pastolhl ds^es, thin-^.^ with modest 
farms, ^ , • 

May learn, if judgment stKngthen with 
his growth, ■ .• 

That, not lor Fancy only, pomp hath 
charms : 

And, strenuous to protect from lawless 
harms 

The extremes of favoured life, may 
honour both. 


' ' XXIT 

A TRADITION OF OKER HILE IN DARi.EV 
DALE, DERDYSIIIKE 

’Tis said that to the brow of yon fair 
hill 

Two Brothers clomb, and, turning face 
from face, 

Nor one look more exchanging, grief to 
still 

Or feed, each planted on that lofty place 
chosen Tree ; then, eager to fulfil 

Tlusir courses, like two new-born rivers, 
they* 

In opposite directions urged their way ' 

Down from the far-seen mount. No 
blast might kill 

Or blight that fond memorial;—the treel 
grew, » • » 

And now entwine their arms ; bAt ne'er 
again 

. Embraced those Brothers upon earth's 
wide plain ; 

'Nort aught of >mutual jgy or sorrow 
knew 

Until their spirits Angled in the sea. 

That to itself takes all. Eternity. 


-- 

, XXIII 

FILIAL PIETY 

(ON THE WAYSIDE BETWEEN PRESTON 
AND LTV]|RP00L) 

Untouched through all severity of cold ; 
Inviolate, whate’er the cottage hearth 
Might need lor comfort, or for festal 
mirth ; 

That Pile of Turf is half a century old ; 
.Yc;^, Traveller ! fifty winters have been 
told 

Since suddenly the dart of death went 
forth 

’Gainst him who raised it,—his last work 
oil earth i 

Thence has i\, with the Son, so strong a 
hold [hands. 

Upon his Father’s memory, that his 
Through reverence, touch it only to 
repair 

Its waste.—Though crumbling with each 
breath of air. 

In annual renovation thus it stands-— 
Hudo Mausoleum! but wrens nestle 
there, 

And red-breasts warble when sweet 
sounds are rare. « 

XXIV 

TO THE author’s PORTRAIT 

TPaiiited at Rydal Mount, l>y W, Pickengill, 
Esq, for St. John’s Coilegc, Cambridge.J 

Go, faithful Portrait ! and where long 
hath knelt 

Margaret, the saintly Foundress, take thy 
place ; 

And, if Time spare the colours for the 
grace 

Which to the work surpassing skill hath 
dealt. 

Thou, on thy rock reclined, though 
kingdoms melt 

Aifd states be torn up by the roots, wilt 
seem 

To breathe in rural peace, to hear the 
stream. 

And think and feel as once the *Poet felt. 
Whate’er thy fate, tliose features have 
not grown 

[h.recogniscd through many a household 
tear 

More prompt, more glad, to fall than 
drops of dew 

By morning shed around a flower half* 
blown ; 

Tears of delight, that ‘testified how true 
To life thim art, and, in thy truth, how 
dear ! 

XXV * 

Wh V art thou silent! Is thy love a plant 
Of such weak fibre that the treacherous 


f 
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Of absei£0)ii ivitliers what ^as once so 
f air ? . 

Is there tio delj!lb to pay, no boon to 
grant ? 

Yet have my thpughts for thee been 
vigilant— 

Bound to thy service with unceasing care, 

The mind’s least generous wish a mendi¬ 
cant 

For nought but what thy happiness 
could spare. 

'Speak—tliough this soft warm heart,' 
once free to hold 

, /A thousand tender pleasures, thine and 
mine, 

Be left more desolate, more dreary cold 

Than a forsaken bird’s-ui;st Tilled with 
snow 

'Mid its own bush of leafless eglantine— 

.Speak, that luy torturiug doubts their 
end may know-l 

XXVI 

TO B. R. HAVDON, ON SEFING IIIS PICTURE 
OF NAPOLEON BUONAPARTE ON THK 
TSLANU OF ST. HELENA 

^ Maydon ! let worthier judges praise the 
skill 

Here by thy pencil shown in truth of 
lines 

And charm of c<Jours ; I applaud those 

>i., signs 

Of thought, that give the true poetic 
thrill ; 

That Tincncumbered whole of blank and 
still. 

Sky without cloud—ocean without a 
wave : 

And the one Man that laboured to enslave 

The World, sole-standing high on the 
bare hill— 

Back turned, arms folded, the unapoar- 
eut face 

Tinged, we may fancy, in this dreary 
place 

With light reflected from the invisible 
sun 

' Set, like his fortunes ; but not set for 
aye 

Like them. The unguilty Power pur¬ 
sues his way. 

And before him doth dawn perpetual 
run. 

xxvn 

A Poet! —He hath put his heart to 
school, 

. . Nor dares to move unpropped upon the 
-ft staff * 

■ Which Art hath lodged within bis hand— 
. must laugh 

3y precept only, and shed tears byrule. 


Thy Art be Nature ; the live current 
, quaff. 

And let the groveller sip his stagnant 
pool, 

In fear that else, when Critics grage and , 
cool ' " 

Have killed him. Scorn should write his ' 
epitaph. .-y. 

How does the Meadow-flower its blqoii . 
unfold ? 

Because the lovely little flower is free 
Down to its root, and, in that frcei^m> . 
bold ; 

And so the grandeur of the Forest-tree 
Conics not by casting in a formal mould,' 
But .-from its oie.'« divine vitality. 

XXVIII 

The most alluring clouds that mount 
the-sky 

liP a troubled element their forms. 
Their hues to sunset. If with raptured 
eye . ‘ 

Wc watch theiV splendour, shall we covet 
storms, , 

And wish the Lord of Oay his slow decline 
Wotild hasVn, that ‘'such pomp may 
float oil high ? ' 

Behold, alre^ady tflWy forget to shine. 
Dissolve—and leav*! to him who gazed 
a sigh. y) 

Nut loth to thank each moment for its 
boon 

Of pure delight, come wheucesoe’er it«- 
may, 

Peace let ns seek,—to steadfast things 
attune 

Calm expectations, leaving to the gav • 
And volatile their love of transient 
bowers. 

The house that cannot pass away be ours. 

XXIX 

V 

ON a PORTRAIT OF THE DUKE OF WELLING¬ 
TON UPON THE FIELD OF WATERLOO, 
BY HAYDON 

By Art’s bold privilege Waijior and 
War-horse stand 

On ground yet strc^\Ti with their Iasi. 
battle’s wreck ; 

,l,ct the Steed glory while his Master’s 
hand 

Lies fixed for ages on his conscious neck ; 

I Bui by the Chieftain’s look, though at 
r ‘ his side 

T Hang^ that day’s treafSfhred sword, hoW 
Arm a check 

Is given to triumph and all human 
pride ! 

Yon trophied Mound shrinks to a 
shadowy spe6k < 

In his calm presenq&! Him the tmgbty 
deed ^ 



‘ prouffg-^amearer tne yave s ^ . " i ' XJCXIl 

. y ^ X -1 u ' * ' ' *'to A fAlSTlIli 

- * «a»-wom fof he Jjjy ^^JJ, . 

' Ssf “■' "““ “"‘ ^““^‘^Uese task V. paint tor me. 

:.In Hea™'n:'hence no one blushei tor Who. yielding not to changes Time has , 


bro^l^tjU^ixearer the grave’s ^ 
y xe&t, '■' - 

As rfiovs thtft'«sjke*w6rn'iace, for he . 
such seed ■'' 


Coiuftieror. mM ‘ some sad thom;hts, 3^ habitual light of memory see 
- 1 ^ Eyes unbediinmed, sec bloom that can- ■ 

divinely ble^t I T not fade. 

. ' ' XXX ^ Afld fimles that from their birth-place ■ 

composso.jon a may mornwg, 1836 , ^ n^er shall flee 

Lira with yoif Lambs, Uke day. is just bef * ' , 

hegun» # And. snp.ino' this, nwn nnthinty in its 


made, 

he habitual light of memory see 
s unliediinmed, see bloom that can¬ 
not fade, ^ 

fmiles that from their birth-place 
ne’er shall flee 


Yet NatS’. seems, to them a heavcOy "’i*’ ““ 

Does*j^y%proaoh? they meet the com- *sr-di 5 tant 


years, 

And snltoniis avoid, as now they shi* O' “|'„w“rScvc“'’ 

Pain , twilight’s lingering glooms.-!hnd p^„tcr! could 

11^1 uie sun a. I 

Couch near their dams, witli,qmet satis- 

or gambol-each his shadow at his , 

v,rJt?.^itcShanx.^hprPTrp»hrmnvr«n. Their Sovereign empire in a faithful,. 


Varying its shapoiwherevcwlife-may run. 
As ihey from turf yetxJionc ^ith sioepy 
de’w ^ 

i{\.U turn, and court tlfb shining and the 
green. * 


XXXIII 

ON THE SAME SUBJECT 

Though I beheld at first with blank 


Where herbs look up, and opening surprise 


« flowers are seen ; 

Why to God’s gcKiduess cannot We be 
true. 


This Work, I now have gazed on it so 
long 

I see its truth with uureluctant eves : 


And so. His gifts and promises between, O, my Beloved I I have done thee ' 


Feed to the last on pleasures ever new ? 
XXXI 


wrong. 

Conscious of blessedness, jj^^ut, whence 
it sprung. 


Lo ! where she stands fixed in a saint-like | Ever too heedless. ^ I now perceive 

'in pass. 


trance, 


Morn into noon din pass, noon into eve, ' 


One upward hand, as if she needed rest And the old day was welcome as the 
From rapture, lying softly on her jjoung, 

breast! As w'elcome. and as beautiful—in sooth -f 


Nor wants her eyeball an ethereal glance ; More beautiful, as being a thing more. 


But not the less—nay more—that 
countenance, 

Wlkile fhus illumined, tells of painful 
• strife • 


holy j 

Thanks to thy virtues, to the eternal,,/ 
youth 

Of all thy goodness, never melancholy; 


For a sick heart made weary of this life To thy large heart and humble mind. 
By love. Ibng crossed with adverse ■ that cast 


circumstance. 

‘Would She were.now as when she 
’ hoped to pass 


Into one, vision, future, present, past.. 
XXXIV 


At God’s appoinjqfi hour to them who?Q ARK ! 'tis the Thrush, nndauntedg. 


tread 


undeprest, 


'Heaven’s sapphire pavement, yet By twilight premature of cloud and'^ 
breathed well content. rain; , 

Well pleased, her foot should print Nor does that roaring wind deaden hi^,;!;! 

euth’s common grass, strai% ^ . 

Lived thankful toi day’s light, for daily Who carols thinking of his Love and ' 


. bread. 


[spent^ 


nest. 


[blest. 


For he^th, and time in obvious duty | And seems, as more incited, still more 
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.Thanks ; tho.^hast snapped a fi^e-side 
Prisoner’“chain, 

Exulting Warbler ! eased a fretted brain. 
And in a moment charmed nty cares to 
rest. ' 

Yes, I will forth, bold Bird ! and front 
the blast. 

That we may sing together, if thou will. 
So loud, BO clear, my Partner thmugli 
life’s day, | 

Mute in hernesf lovc-chosen, if not>4o\ib^ 
built ' 

Like thine, sh;Ul gladden, as in seasons 
past, 

Thrilled by loose snatches of the social 
Lay. ,■ 

Ryoal Mount, i8j8. 

XXXV 

’Tis He whose yester-evening’s high dis¬ 
dain 

Beat back the roaring storm —but how 
subdued 

His day-break note, a sad vicissitude I 
Does the hour’s drowsy weight his glee 
restrain ? 

Or, like the nightingale, her joyous 
vein 

Pleased to renounce, does this dear 
Thrush attune 

His voice to suit the temper of yon 
Moon 

Doubly depressed, setting, and in her 
wane ? 

Rise, tardy Sun ! and let the Songster 
prove 

(The balangu trembling betw'cen night 
and morn 

No«longer) with what ecstasy upborne 
He can pour forth his*spirU. In heaven 
above. 

And earth below, they best can serve 
true gladness' 

Who meet must feelingly the ca’ls of 
sadness. • 

.XXXVI 

. Oh what a Wreck ! how changed in 
'>■- mien and speech ! 

Yet—though dread Powers, that work in 
mystery, spin 

, KntangUngs of the brain; though, 
shadows stretch 

O’er the chilled heart—reflect; far, far 
within 

' Hers is a holy Being, freed from Sin. 
^She is not what she seems, a forlorn 
wretch, . it*- ^ 

But delected Spirits comfort fetch 
• To Her from heights that Reason may 
not win. 

~ ]^e Children, She is privileged tp hold 


v' v-i- 4i 


Divine communion.; ,both do Uve-nnd 
cnove, . , , 

Whate’er to shallow Faith their wayS 
unfold, . ^ 

Inly illumined by Heaven’s pitying love ; 
Love pitying innocence not long to last. 
In them—in Her our sins and sorrows 
■* past. ,, 

XXXVII ^ 

Intent on gathering wool from medge 
and bt.ake 

Yon biisv Littlc-oncs rejoice that soon 
A poor old Dame will bless their, for the 
boon : 

Great is their glee w'hile flake they add 
to flake 

With Jival earnestness : far other strife 
l>ia/i will hereafter move them, if they 
m ake 

Pastime their idol, give their daV of life 
To ple.'istire- snatched for reckless plea¬ 
sure’s s.Tkc. 

Can pump and show allay one heart-bom 
grief ?•. "a 

Pains which the W'orlo inflicts can she 
rcqiiitt ? *•' '• 

Not for an interva,! however brief { 

The Mlent thoughts that search for stead¬ 
fast light. 

Love frrim her depths, and Duty in her 
might, 

And Faith—these rally yield secure 
relief. 

March 8, 1842. 

XXXVIII 

A PLKA FOR AUTHORS, MAY, 1838 

Failing impartial measure to dispense 
To every suitor. liquity is lame ; 

And social J ustice, stript of reverence 
For natural rights, a mockery and a 
shame ; 

Law but a servile dupe of false pretence, 
If, guarding grossest things from common 
claim ■* 

Now and for ever. She, to works that 
came 

From mind and spirit, gruf'ge a short¬ 
lived fence. 

“ What ! lengthened privilege, a lineal 
4 L,tic, 

For Books ! "* Yes, heartless Ones, or b6 
’J; proved " • 

That ’tis a fault in Us to have lived and 
loved 

Like others, with like temporal hopes to 
die ; 

No public harm thatGenius from het 
course 

Be turned ; and streams of truth dried 
up, even at their source I 


\jif- 

■ --V <■ 
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XXXIX 

VALEDICTORY SONKET 


Cloiine the Volanie of Sonnets published in 
. • . • *«38 

Servin(% no haughty Muse,^my hands 
have here 

Disposed some cultured Flowerets 
*( drawn from spots • 

Where they bloomed singly, or in scat¬ 
tered knots). 

Each kind in several beds of bne parterre: 
Both to all arc the casual iLoiterer, 

And that, so placed, my Nurslings m^y 
requite • - 

Studious regard with opportune deliglit, 
Nor be unthanked, unless I fondly err. 
But metaphor dismissed,. and thanks 
apart, * 

Reader, farewell! My last words let^Jiflh 
bo— 

If in fcis book Fancy and Truth agree : 
If simple Nature trained h>«careful Art 
Through It havejivon a passage to tlw 
heart: • 

Grant me tl*y lovcf I crave nrfothcr ffe ! 

• 9 ' 

XLjk • * 

TO THE REV. CIIRISTOPyER WORDSWC^RTH, 
D.D., Mil^TKK OP HARROW SCHOOL, 

After the perusal of his TheopJaius An^icanws, 
re<-ently published 

^Enlightened Teacher, gladly from thy 
hand 

Have 1 received this proof of pains 
bestowed 

By Thee to guide thy Pupils on the road 
That, in our native isle, and every land, 
The Church, when trusting in divine 
‘ command 

And in her Catholic attributes, hath 
trod t 

O may ' these lessons be with profit 
scanned 

To thy heart’s wish, thy labour blest by 
God I Igay 

So.' the' bright faces of the young and 
Sha^l look more bright—the happy, 
happier 'still ; 

Catch, in tbepauses of their keenest play. 
Motions of thought which elevate the will 
And, like the Spice that from your 
classic Hill 

Points heavenward, indicate the end 
and w’ay, * * 

Rvdal Mount, Dee. xx, 1S43. 

XLI 


jpiide^ 


Thee. Vesper ! brightening still, as if the 
nearer 

Thou coni’st to man's abode the ^pot 
gr'ew dearer • 

Night after lught ? True isnt Nature 
I hides 

Her treasures less and less.—Man now 

trembled in his 


I presides 

|n power, where once he tren 
1 4 ){iruakness ; 
pciencp advances with gigantic strides ; 
^But arc we aught enriched in love and 
n\pckness ? 

Alight dost thou sec, bright Star ! of 
pure and wj^se 

More than in humbler times graced 
human story : 

That makes our hearts more apt to 
sympathise 

With heaven, our souls more fit for 
future glory, 

When earth shall vanish from our closing 
eves. 

F.re we lie down in our last dormitory ? 

XLTI 

Wansfell !' this Household has a 
favoured lot, 

Living with liberty on tbee to gaze. 

To watch while Morn first crowns thee 
with her rays. 

Or when along tliv breast., serenely 
float 

Evening’s angelic clouds. Yet ne'er a 
note 

Hath sounded (shame upon the Bard !) 
thy praise 

For all that thou, as if fmtn heaven, 
hast brought 

Of glory lavished rfli our quiet days. 
Bountiful Son of Earth I w'licii we are 
Ronc 

From every object dear to mortal sight, 

As soon w'e shall be. may these wor^ 
attest 

How oft. to elevate our spirits, shope 
Thv visionary majesties of light. 

How in tliy pensiv^e glooms our hearts 
found rest. , • ^ 

• Dec . 2<|, 1842. 

XLIII ' 

I While beams of orient light shoot wide 
^and high, 

Deep in the valo a little rural Town * 
Breathes forth a cloud-like creatbre of 
its own. 

That mounts pot toward thp radiant.. 
mornipR 'sky. 

But. with a less ambitious sympathy. 


^ TO THE PLANPT VENUS, 

Upon its approximation (as an l^cning Star) 

^ tlie Earth, 1838. , , south-east, abpv® 

WHiW ^kirement draw?, w^t J Amhieside. 


> Amblesl^ 


'i^Iang^" o'er its Parent waking to the 
cares •’ 

''Ti^onbles and toils that eveG|r day 
prepares. * 

' So Fancy.'to the musing Poet’s eyo. 
Endears that IJngerer. And how blest' 
her sway 

(Like infliiehce never may my sou 
reject) 

-'If the calm Heaven, now to its atnitiA 
decked * 

With glorious forms in numberless 
array, 

To the lone shepherd on the hills disclose 
i Gleams from a world in which the saints 
repose. 

Jan. 1 , 1843. 

XLIV 

Im my mind's eye a Temple, like a rloud 
Slowly suriiifiuntuig s<iino invidious hill. 

, Rose out of darkness : the bright Work 
stood still : 

And might of its own beauty have been 
proud, 

^ut it was fashioned and to God was 
' vowed 

By Virtues that diffused, in every part, 

, Spirit divine through forms of human 
art : 

Faith had her arch—her arch, when 
winds blow loud, 

. Into the consciousness of safety 
thrillscl: 

And Love her towers of dread founda¬ 
tion laid 

Under theffipave of things ; Hope had 
.. her spire 

Star-high, and pointing still to something 
higher; [it said. 

Trembling I gazed, but heard a voice— 
“ Hell-gates are powerless Phantoms 
. \ when we biiild.” 

XLV 

ON THE rnOjnCTED KENDAL AND WIN¬ 
DERMERE RAILWAY 

■i Is then no nook of English ground 
secure 

^jfll^TOm rash assault?^ Schemes i fr tire- 
ment sown 

1 The degree and kind of attachment whicU^ 
many of the yeomanry feel to their small ff- 
heritan^ can scarcely be over-rated. Near 
,, the house of one of them stands a magnificent 
tree, which a neighbour of the owner advised 
- him to fell for profit's sake. " Fell It! “ ex- 
„ 'claUned the yeoman, “ I had rather fall on my 
\ Imees anil worship it.” It happens, I believe, 
Chat the Intended xailww would pass through 
this little property, and 1 hope that an apology 
'for the answer will not be thought necessary ^ 
who enten into the stmgth of the fwl-! 

* jB * **'t "■ »' * I' ^ f \ 


in yoidth, and min} thiS busy world ke^ 
pure ^ 

As wheh their earliest flowers 0 | hope 
were blown. * - , . 

Must perish.;—bow can they this blight 
endure ? 

And must he' too the ruthless change 
bemoan 

Who scorns a false utilitarian lure 
Mid his paternal fields at random t^own ? 
Baffle the threat, bright Scenel; firom 
Orrest-head 

Given to the pausing traveller’s rapturous 
j glance: e < / 

Plead for thy peace, thou beautiful 
romance 

Or nature; aiid, if human hearts be dead, 
Speakf' passing winds; ye torrents." 
'»> ^'ith your strong 

And constant voice, protest against 
the wrong. ,, 

October is,- r 844. 

XT,y; 

Proud wo.:e ye, Mountaing, when, in 
times pf \jld, 

Your palript^'soiKr. te stem invasive war. 
Intrenched your brows ; ye gloried in 
‘'each scar : * 

Now, for yt>ur shame, a Power, the 
Thirst of tioUl. 

That rules o'er Britain like a banefi^ 
star. 

Wills that your peace, your beauty, 
shall be sold. 

And clear way made for her triumphal 
car 

Through the beloved retreats your arms 
enfold ! 

Heard ye that Whistle ? As her long- 
linked Train 

Swept onwards, did the nsion cross your 
view ? 

Yes, ye were startled ;—and, in balance 
true. 

Weighing the mischief with the promised 
gain. 

Mountains, and Vales, and Floods, I 
call on you 

To share the passion of a ‘^ust disdain. 

XLVII 

AT FURNESS ABBEY 

Here, where,.of havoc tired and rosh 
'undoing, 

Man left this Strncturetobecomfe^^me’s 
prey : ■ ' 

A soothing spirit follows in the way , 
Tbat Natj.ire takes,, %er countsr-work 
pursuing. ^ 

l$ee how her S^j clasps the fiacred 
^tuin ( 

flra tp provimtor beautify decs^ i. ■ 


•*1 


." '.-MEMORIALS OF A TOURsrIN SCOTLANp. >* 


'TTT- 


[nSr ZQpuldered walls^ 

■ bnght, how gay. 

Th 6 flowers in pearly dews their bloom 
rei^wiKg I 

Thanks io 'the place, blessings upon the 
hour i I 

Even es I speak the rising Sun’s firsL 
• smile * 




jXtlST the mouldered walls^ how I I^hear^-^ to grave demeanour all 
' ‘ Hriorht.. Viow irn V. I bound i i 

And from one voice a Hymn with tuneful 
Sound • 

Hallows once more the long-deserted 
Quire 

And thrills the old sepulchral earth. ' 
around. 

Gleams on the grass-crowned top of yonl Others look up, and with fixed eyes 
tall Tower [claimj ■ • admire 
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Whose cawing occupants»with joy pro^ 
Prescriptive title to the shattered pile 
Where, Cavendish, thine seems nothing 
but a name! « ^ 

XLVIII 

AT FURNESS ABBEY 

Weli. have yon Railway Labnetrcrs to 
Tins ground ^ f 

Withdrawn for noontide rest. They 
they walk 

Among the Ruins, but no adlc talk 


That wide-spanned arch, wondering . 
how it was raised. 

To hfiep, so high in air, its strength and - " 
grace : 

.All seem to fc(;l the spirit of the place, 

And by the general reverence God is 
praised : 

Profane Despoilers, stand ye not re¬ 
proved. 

While thus these simple-hearted men ^. 
are moved ? - ^ 

June 21 , 1845 . ' 


•M£MOKaALS OF A TOUR IN 
* * *' SCOTLAND 

1803 


v;v 

■M 


AUGUST, 


► I 

DEPARTURE 

FROM THE VALE OF GRASMERE. 

1803 

The gentlest Shade that walked Elysian 
plains 

Might sometimes covet dissoluble chains; 
Even for the tenants of the zone that 
lies 

Beyond the stars, celestial Paradise, 

' Methinks ’twould heighten joy, to 
overlew 

At will thi§ crystal battlements, and peep 
Into some other region, though less fair. 
To see how things are made and 
' ’ ' managed there. 

Change the worse might please,^ 
incurMon bold 

Into the tracts of darkness and of cold ; 

. O'er Limbo lake with aery flight to steer. 
And on the verge of Chaos hang in fea«.* 
Such animatioiF often do 1 find, ’ 

-.Power in my breast, wings gracing in 
■■'Viny mind, 

Then, when some rock or hill is overpast. 
Perchance without one lookb^hind me 
cast, 

Some barrier with jgiktch Nature, from 
the birth 


O pleasant transit. Grasniero! to resign , 
Such happy fields, abodes so calm as . . 
thine ; 

Nut like ail outcast with himself at strife : - . 
The slave of busi ness, time, or care for. " 

life, ♦ 

But moved by choice ; or, if constrained 
in part, -'f.' 

Yet still with Nature’s freedom at the 
heart ;— 

To» cull contentment upon wildest 
shores. 

And luxuries extract from bleakest,'^'* 
moors; 

With prompt embrace all beauty to . 
enfold. 

And having rights in all that we behold. [: 
—Then why these lingering steps P-aa.':; 

A bright adieu, -- v\v 

For a brief absence, proves that Igye^"' 
is true ; 

Ne’er can the ivav be irksome cr ^rlom- ' 
4 That winds into itself for swaet return. 

II ^ 

AT THE GRAVE OF BURNS 
1803 

SEVEN YEARS AFTER HIS 

I SHIVER, Spirit fierce and bold. 

At thought of what I now behold : 
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^tnk6 pleasure dead, %.• 

So saibj^s comes irom out the rnould 
Where Burns is laid. 

And have I then thy bones so near, 

^ And thou forbidden to appear ? 

As if it were thyself that’s here 
' I shrink with pain ; 

And both my wishes and my fear 
Alike are vain. 

Off weight—nor press on weightf!™# 
away 

'-Dark thoughts !—they came, but not 
to stay ; I 

•'With chastened feelings would I pay 
' The tribute due , 

To him, and aught that hides his clay 
From mortal view. 

Fresh as the flower, whose modest worth 
He sang, his genius * glinted ’ forth. 

Hose like a star tliat touching earth, 

’’ For so it seoins. 

Doth glorify its humble birth 
With matchless beams. 

The piercing eye, the thoughtful brow, 
The struggling heart, where be they 
now i — 

Full soon the Aspirant of the plough. 
The prompt, the brave, 

Sl^t, with the obscurest, in the low 
And silent grave. 

I mourned with thousands, but as one 
. More deeply grieved, for He was gone 
Whose light 1 hailed when first it shone, 
And showed iny youth 
Haw Verse may build a princely throne 
On huiftble truth. 

Alas 1 where’er the current tends, 

' Regret pursues and with it blends,— 
Huge Criffel’s hoary top ascends 

By Skiddaw seen, — ^ 

Neighbours we were, and loving friends 
might have been ; 

True friends though diversely inclined : 
But heart with heart and mind with 
mind, 

Where the main fibres are entwined. 
Through Nature’s skill, 

May even by contraries be joined 
More closely still. 

' The tear will start, and let it flow ; 

Thou * poor Inhabitant below,’ 

At this dp ^ d moment—even so— 

Mi^t we together 
. Have sate and talked where gowansblow. 
Or on wild heather. 

treasures would have then been 
placed 

• ’"'Within my reach : of knowledge graced 
' By fan^ what a itch repast' l 
- But why go on ?—‘ 




-4. 
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Oh! spare to sweep, tho|f mournful ^ 
"His grave grass-grown. ’ ' \ 

There, too, a Son, his joy and pride, 

(Not three weeks past the Stnpling^died,) 
jaes gathered to his Father’s side, 

I Soul-moving sight t 
Yet one to which is not denied 

&ome sad delight. ^ 

, For fie is safe, a quiet bed 
Hath early foi^ua among the dea^ 
Harboured where none can' be misled* 
Wronged, or dis^est ■, 

And surely here ^t may be said 
That such are blest. 

And oh for Thee, by pitying grace 
Checked oft-times in a devious race, 

Mav who halloweth the place 
' t; Where Man is laid 
Receive thy .Spirit in the embrace 
For which it prayed I. , 

• ^ 

SiphuiR I turned away: but ere 
Night fell I heard, or ^eemed to hear, 
Musiv. that sorrow comes not (jear, , 

A rit.l'al'hyinn, c 

Chaunted in'ioi&'e tl'at*casts out fear 
By Sdraphim. 

III 

THOUGHTS 

SUGGESTED THE DAY FOLLOWING, ON THE 
BANKS OF NITH, NEAR THE POET’s 
RESIDENCE 

Too frail to keep the lofty vow 
That must have followed when his brow 
Was wreathed—“ The Vision ” tells us 
how— 

With holly spray. 

He faultered, drifted to and fro. 

And passed away. 

Well might such thoughts, dear Sister, 
throng 

Our minds when, lingering all too long, 
Over the grave of Burns We bung 
In social grief— 

Indulged as if it were a wrong 
• To seek relief. '' t- 

But, leaving each uitquiet theme 
Where gentlest j udgments may misdeem 
’And prompt to welcome every gleam ' 

Of good and fair," 

Let usT>eside this UmiAd Stream 

Breathe hopeful air. ■ 

Enough of sorrow, wreck, and j>li^ht s 
Think raiz:.n^^9f those iq.C)ipents briq^t , 
Whpn to the Co^Tciousness of right 
His course triie, 
lyi^Len Wisdom prospered in fiis sigb^ 

'"'1% And Virtue grew. .jm •/? 
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ouB hearts expand, 

Freely as in youth’s season blana. 

When side by side, his Book in hand, 
•^e wbnt to stray, *’ 

Our pleasure varying at command i 
Of each sweetXay. V 

How oft inspired must he have trod 
Tlfeepathways, yon far-stretching road! 
There lurks his home ; in that Abode, 
With mirth elate, 

- Or in his nobly-pensivc nfbod, i 

The Rustic sate. 

’ Proud thoughts that Image overawes, 
Before it humbly let 4 s pause, # 

And ask of Nature, from what cause 
And by what rules 

She trained her Bums to win applause 
That shames the Schools.* , ^ 
Through busiest street and Ionclies#felen 
Are4it^lt the flashes of his pen ; 

He ruSes mid winter snows^ and when 
Bees fill their hives ; 

Deep in the general heart of men 

His powevurvives. , , 

What need of fields in som^ar dime 
Where Heroes, Saaes/<Jai*d^sublime. 
And all that fetch^ the flowing rhyme 
Fmm genuine? springs, • 

Shall dwdl together till old Time 
Folds up his wings ? 

• Sweet mercy ! to the gates of Heaven 
This Minstrel lead, his sins forgiven; 

The rueful conflict, the heart riven 

With vain endeavour, 

• And memory of Earth’s bitter leaven. 

Effaced for ever. 

But why to him confine the jjrayer. 
When kindred thoughts and yearnings 
bear 

On the frail heart the purest share 
With all that live ?— 

The best of what we do and are 
J ust Ood, forgive! ^ 

.-1^ IV 

' TO THE SONS OF BURNS 


after 


OF THEIR 


Vl^TlNC THE CRAVE 

* Father 

'* Ihe Poet's grave Is lift comer of the church¬ 
yard. We looked at it with meloncholy and 
painful reflections, repeating to each other hjg^ 


ELLEN IRWIN 

OR 

THE BRAES OF KIRTLE* 
Fair Ellen Irwin, when she sate 

own verses—. , - VTpon the braes of Kirtlc, 

iu^raent eleay etc. lov#.lv as a fireeiar. i 

—J^sstrod from the Journal of Miy FMow-travetlcr. 

’Mm crowded obelisks and urns 
t sought the untimely grave of Burns ; 

Sonsnf the Batd^ my heart,siitf*’mouras 
With sorrow tgisTT* 

And more would grir^^f^but that it turns 
Trembling to you 1 

i SeeNota. . . 




- ' IV ' ' ' 


Through twilight shades of good and ill 
Ye now are panting up life’s hill, . 

And more than common strength and skill 
Must ye display; 

If ye would give the better will 
Its lawful sway. 

Hath Nature strung yoxir nerves to bear 
Intemperance with less harm, beware I 
But if the Poet’s wit yc share, 

* • _ Like him can speed 

The social hour—of tenfold care 
There will be need ; 

« 

For honest men delight will take 
Tn spare your.failings for his sake. 

Will flatter you.—and fool and rake 
Your steps pursue ; 

And of your Father’s name will make 
A sn.ire for you. 

Far from their noisy haunts retire. 

And add your voices to the quire . 

That sanctify tflb cottage fire 
With service meet; 

Therp seek the genius of your Sire, * 

His spirit greet ; 

Or where, ’mid “ lonely heights and 
hows,” 

He paid to Nature tuneful vows ; 

Or wiped his h on out able brows , 

Bedewed with toil, 

While reapers strove, or busy ploughs 
Upturned the soil ; 

His judgment with benignant ray 
Shall guide, his fanev cheer, your way , 
But ne’er to a seductive lay 
Let faith be given ; 

Nor deem that "light which leads astray, -t 
Is light from Heaven.” 

l,et no mean hope your souls enslave S 
Be kidependent, generous, brave; 

Your Father such example gave, 

And such revere; 

But be admonished by his grave. 

And think, and tear ! 

V* 


Was lovely as a Grecian maid 
Adorned with wreaths of msrrtle ;. 
Young Adam Bruce beside her layt 
And there did they beguile the day. 

With love and gentle speeches. 

Beneath the budding beeches. 

3 The Kirtle is a river in the southern part, 
of Scotland, oc. the banks of whicb the events 
beca related took place,.. ^. 
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' Fntm many knights and many squires 
■ The Bruce had been selected : 

'Ancb> Gordon, fairest of them all, 

By Ellen was rejected. 

■r Sad Udici^s to tbnt noble Youth ! 

- ‘For it may be proclaimed with truth. 
If Bruce hath loved sincerely, 

/ That Gordon loves as dearly. 

; But wh.^t arc Gordon’s form and face. 
His shattered hopes and crosses. 

To them, 'mid Kirtle's pleasant braes 
Reclined on flowers and mosses ’ 

Alas that ever he was b«irn ! 

The Gordon, couched behind a thorn. 
Sees them and their caressinR ; 

. Beholds them blest and blessing. 

l*roud Gordon .maddened by the thrjuglits 
That through his brain are travelling, 

. ■ Rushed forth, and at the heart of Bruce 
He launched a deadly javelin ! 

Fair Hllen saw it as it came. 

And: starting up to mee^hthe same, 

Did with her body cover 
, The Youth, her chosen lover. 

'And, falling into Bruce’s arms, 

' Thus died the beauteous Blleti, 
r' Thus, Iroin the heart of her True-love, 
,,The mortal spear repelling. 

' •' And Bruce, as soon as he had slain 
; ' The Gordon, sailed away to Spam ; 

And fought with rage incessant 
. Against the Moorish crescent. 

■'' But many davs, and many months. 

- And many years ensuing, 

' T his wretched Knight did vainly seek 
^ The death that he was wooing. 

So. coming his last help to crave 
’^''I-Ieart-brokeu, upon I'lllcu’s grave 
' His body he extended. 

And there his sorrow ended. 

: Now ye, who willingly have heard 

- The,tale I have been telling. 

May in Kirkonnel churchyard view - 
The grave of lovely Ellen 
: By Ellen's side the Bruce is laid ; 
..'/.'And, for the stone^pon his head, 

' ;'Mav no rude hand defence it. 

And its forlorn ^ic j»nt! 


'.O* 


a™'I' 


VI 


TO A HIGHLAND GIRL 

,-V(AT INVERSNEYDC, VPON LOCH LOMOND) 

Sweet Highland Girl, a very shower 
If .■Of .beauty is thy earthly dower ! 

{‘■/.Twice seven consenting years have shed 
'Tlieir utmost bounty on thy head : 

Aud these grey rocks ; that 
O'- lawn I 

Those trees, a veil just half withdrawn t 


This fall of water tbaigdoth make^M.' 

.A muunur near the silent lake ; 

'This bttle bay ; a quet road 
That holds in shelter thy Abode— 

In'truth together do ye se 5 m • * 

Uke something fa^iioned in a (jlream; 
puch T'orms as from their covert peeR 
I When earthly cares are laid asleep 1 
I But, O fair Creature ! in the li^ht *' 

I Of common day, so heavenly bright, 

»Ll bless Thee, Vision as thou art, 

V bless thee \tith a human heart■ 

' God shield thee to thy latest years 1 . , ' 
Thee, neither know I. nor thy p^rs';:. 
Aiu^yet my eyesfire filled with tearaik 

With earnest feeling I shall pray 
For thee when I am far away i ' ]■ 
For never saw I mien, or face, ' 

In^'tijcn more plainly I could trace 
Benigliity and home-bred sense 
Hipenmg in perfect innocence. ^ 

Here scattered, hkc a random seed, 
Keinote froirrmcn. Thou dost not need 
Tlib cuiharrussed look otf shy distress, 
Ancj^ maidenly shami^cedness : 

Tliou wear’^'mion thy iprehckd clear 
The freedonaoj a^oyutainecr : 

A face withrgiadncss overspread! 

.Soft sviiles, by huinnn kindness bred i 
And seemlincss complete, thataiwa3rs 
Thy courtesies, about thee plays ; 

With no restraint, but such as springs' 
From quick and eager visitings 
Of thoughts that lie beyond the reach 
Of thy few words of English speech < 

A bondage sweetly brooked, a strife ' 
That gives thy gestures grace and life i 
So have I, not unmoved in mind, 

Seen birds of tempest-loving kind— 

Thus beating up against the wind. 

What hand but would a garland cuU 
For thee who art so beautiful ? 

O happv pleasure ! here to dwell 
Beside thee in some heathy dell; 

Ad(.)pt your homely ways, and dresB«L 
Shepherd, thou a ShenJ^dess I 
But T could frame a wisn for thee ' 
More like a grave reality : 

Thou art to me but as a wave-*' 

*Of the wild sea ; and I wouliftiave ■ 
Some claim upon th^e, if I could. 

Though but of common neighbourhood, 
kWhat joy to bear thee, and to see ! 

^Thy cider Brother I vr^iddbe. 

Thy Phther—anything to thee I 

Now thanks to Heaven ! that of its 
grace 

Hath led me to this lonely place. 

Joy hai.^r’i»‘'d ; and going hence* 
household 11 bear away myT^mnpence. 

In spots like these iris we prize 
Out Memory, feel that sEe. jhath eyesi 

I, w’i.VirA; 5' !^J- - i-.' 


\ 


i k .W, 
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, Vh«a» why 8boul<|, I be loth to stir ? 

Vl this place iiras made for hexw; 

give new pleasure like the past, ' 
^mtinued long as life shall last. 

' .Vv,,a1n J loth,' though pleased at heart, 
{highland Girl! from thee to part' 
Pormethinks, till I grow old. 

As fair before m# shall behold, 

A#I do now, the cabin small, • 

The lake, the bay, toe waterfall; 

'' \nd Thee, the Spirit of them all 1 

VII 

; GLE'i^ALJ^AIN 

OR, ' 

THE NARROW GLEN 
In this still place, remote from men, 
Sleeps Ossian, in the marrow onteg ; _ 

In this still place, where murmurs #ir 
But one meek streamlet, only one : 

He ^ttg of battles, and the breatli 
Of stormy war. and violent death ; 

And should, mcyiinks, when all was past, 
Have rightfully b#3Ei laid at last 
Where ro«ks wefe rudely jA®^P^th*and 
rent * * , 

As by a spirit turtfhleBt ;• •. 

Where sights were ^ough, and pounds 
^ere«^’ild, • 

Andeverything unreconciled; 

. In some complaining, dim retreat, 

» For fear and melancholy meet; 

But this is calnt ; there cannot be 
A more entire tranquillity. 

Does then the Bard sleep here indeed ? 
Or is it but a groundless creed ? 

What matters it?—1 blame them not 
Whose Fancy in this lonely Spot 
' Was moved ; and in such way expressed 
Their notion of its perfect rest. 

A convent, even a hermit’s cell, 

. Would break the silence of this Deli : 
jt is not quiet, is not ease ; 

Btit' something deeper far than these : 

5 ha,^aration^that is here 
i;df ^he grave ; and of austere 
■ Yet happy feelings of the dead : 

And. .therefore, was it rightly said 
MbAt Ossisft, last of all his race # 

^es buried in this lonely place. 

yni * 

tl'f STEPPIlf« WESTWARD, 

While my Fellow-traveller and 1 were walking 
by the side of Loch Xetterine, one fine evening 
after sunset, in our 'toad to a Hut where, in 
.,; the%ourse of our Tom, we had bee n hos pitably 
ent^lained some,weeks belauiwi!|lc met, iu 
' one of the loneliest that solitary 

' region, two well-dress'' l^omsn, one of whom 
said to us, by way of greeting, " What, you 
are stepping westward 7 




WffATt you are stepping westward ? ” 

. —“ Yea.*' ; ' 

'—’Twould be a wildish destiny, - ' 

If we. who thus together roam 
In a strange Land, and far from home, ' 
Were in this place the guests of Chance : 
Yet who would stop, or fear to advance, 
Though home or shelter he had none, 

With such a sky to lead him on ? < 

|,Thc dewy ground was dark and cold; 
Behind, all gloomy to behold ; 

•And stepping westward seemed to be 
A ki^d of heavanh' destiny : 

I liked thc^rceling ; ’twas a sound 
Of something without place nr bound; 
And seemed to give me spiritual right 
To travel through that region bright. 

The voice was soft, and she who spake 
Was walking by her native lake j 
T he salutation had to me 
The very sound of courtesy : 

T ts power was felt: and while iny eye 
Was fixed upon the glowing Sky, 

The echo of the voire cnwroiight 
A human sweetness with the thought 
OF travelling tliruugh the world that laj^ 
Before me iu my endless way. ''' 

IX 

THE SOLITARY REAPER 

Kkuold her, single iu the field, 

Yon solitary Highland Lass ! 

Reaping and singing by herself; 

.Stop here, or gently pass ! 

.Alone she cuts and binds the grain. 

And sings a melancholy strain ; 

O listen 1 for the Vale profound ^ 

Is uverflowiiig with tiic sound. 

No JJighlengale did ever clmuiit 
More welcome notes to weary bands 
Of travellers in some shady haunt, 

Among Arabian sands : 

A voice so thrilling ne’er was heard 
In spring-time from the Cuckoo-bird 
Breaking the silence of the seas 
Among the farthest Hebrides. 

Will no one tell me what she sings ?— 
Perhaps the plaintive numbers flow 
For old, unhappy, far-off things, . ' 
[And battles long ago : 

^Or is it some more humble lay, 

Famili.'ir matter of to-day ? 

Some natural sorrow, loss, or pain, j." 
That has been, and may be again ? - , v 

What’er the theme, the Maiden sang ', 
As if her song could have no ending; 

1 saw her singing at her work, 

And o’er the sickle bending;— '' 
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1 listened, motionless and still; 
And, as I mounted up the hill. 
The music in my heart I bore. 
Long after it was heard no more. 


X 

ADDRESS 


TO 


KILCHURN 


CASTLE. 

AWE 


UPON L(ATI' 


^ake. ,then, thy seat. Vicegerent un- % 
wl- reproved! , \ 

Now, while a farew'ell gleam of evening ' , 
light • • 

fondly lingering on thy shattered 
front, 

bo thou, in turn, be {i^ramount; and 
rU|^ 

Over the pomp anv beauty of a scene 
Vhosc mountains, torrents, lake, and 
woods, unite 
o pay thee homage; and with these 
arc joined, 

In vulling admiration Md respect, % 

Two^ Hearts, which in thy presence. 
might he called 

Shade of departed 


From the top of the hill a most inipA-ssive 
smne opcnwl upon our view, -a ruined 
Castle on an Island (fur au„ls1.uid the flood 
had made it) at some distance trnin the shore, 

backed by a Cove of the Muiiiiiain Crn.-ichaii, | Youthfill as Spring. 

’down which canic u foaming stream The j Pos'cr, 

Castle occupied every ftxit of the Isl.nid that ci,«eten of unfleshed humanitv 

was visible to us, appearmR to rise out of the it" ,,7,” ® _i,. 

rostt'd unnn l.h« mninitnin sidit. I ^ cRroniclo WCrC WClcOlllft tllAt Should 

call s 

Into the compass of distinct regard 
Thjt toils and striiggli^ of thy infant 

___ I * 


water,—mists rested upon the mountain side, 
vnth spots of siiushiiie ; there w.is a mild 
desolation in the low grounds, a soleinii Rr.au- 
deiir in tlio moiint.iins,' and the Castle was 
wild, yet stately-- not dismantled of turrets 
— nor the w.ills broken ilnwii, thouRh obvi¬ 
ously a riliii .”—Extract from the Jounial of 
^ my Companion. 


Child of loud-throated W.tr ! thnnoun- 
tain Stream 

' Roars in thy hearing ; but tlty hour of 
rest 


years 

Yom foamiag flood seems juotionless 
as ici* * • 

Us dizzy tuAiulcnse aludos the eye, 
l'ro/.fii by efistanre ; 'io, majestic Pile, 
Til tlfh percep^cyi ^if this Age, appear 
Thy fierce beginnings, suf^ned %nd 


subdued 


Is come, and tliou art silent in tby age ; I And quieted in character—the strife. 


Save when the wind sweeps by and 
sounds arc caught 

Ambiguous, neither wholly thine nor 
theirs. 

Oh ! there is life that breathes not; 
Powers there are 

''h.That touch each otlicr to the quick in 
modes 

Which the gross world no sense, hath 
to perceive, t 

No soul to dreaniL of. What art Thou, 
from care 

Cast off—abandoned by thy rugged 
* Nor by soft Peace r. Jopted ; though, in 
■j . place 

'' And m dimcnsion.such that thou might'..it 
seem 

. But a mere footstool to yon sovereign 
Lord, 

Huge Cruachaii. (a thing that meaner 
hills 

Might crush, nor know that it had>! 
suffered harm ;) 

Yet he, not loth, in favour of thv claims 

To reverence, suspends his own; sub* 

• initliug 

'■ ’ AW that the God of Nature hath conferred. 

All that he holds in common with the 
stars. 

To the menuirial loajesty of Time 

lm|»eirsbia|ted in thy calm decay I 


•>1 


Thei pride, the furv unrontrollahle. 

Lost on the acrid licights of the Cru* 
sadcs ! ^ 

XI 

ROB ROY’S GRAVE 

The history of Rob Roy is sufficiently known; 
bis grave is near the head of Loch Ketterihn, 
111 one of those small pinfold-like Burial- 
ground, of neglected and desolate appear¬ 
ance, which the traveller meets with in the 
.Highlands of Scotland. 

A famous man is Robin Hood, '' . 

The English ballad-singer’s joy ! 

And Scotland has a thief as good. 

All outlaw of as daring mood ; 

She ha^cr brave Ron Ro'^ 

Then clear the weeds from off his Grave, 
And let us chant a passing stave, 

^ {n honour of that Hero brave ! 

I Heavgn gave Rob ^y a dauntless' 
I heart 

I And wondrous length and strength of 
arm 


Nor more to quell his foes, 

Or KlSfej:..ihis frflmds from Tiarm. 


1 The tradition is, {Rat the Castle was built 
I by a Lady duriiigJQM absence of her Lord in 
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Vet^as Rob Roy as wise las brave ; .. 

J Forgive me if the phrase be stfonf ;— 
f A Poet worthy of Rob Roy 

^ Must .scorn a timid song. 

' Say, then, that he was wise as brave : 

As wisb in thought as bold in deed : 

For in the principles of things 
9 ^ He sought his moral creeds 

Said generous Rob, “ What need 
books ? , J 

Burn ail the statutes and their shelves^ 
They stir us up against our kind : 

And Worse, against ourselves. 

♦ 

We have a passion—make a law. 

Too false to guide us or control! 

And for the law itself we fight 
In bitterness of soul. * 

«. • I* 

And, puzzled, blinded thus, we loA 
Dis^nctions that are plain and lew ; 
These*find I graven on luv heart: 

^ That tells me what rb do. 

The creatures sce^f flood and field. 

And those^that travel on wind ^ 
With them no strife can ta^; they live 
111 peace, and 'jn!ai.sB.of iiiiiid. 

For why ?—bcrausci»the good oldarulc 
Sufficcth*them, the simple plan, 

Thut they should take, who have the 
• power, V 

• And they should keep who can. 

A lesson that is quickly learned, 

A signal this which all can see. ! 

Thus nothing here provokes the strong 
To wanton cruelty. 

All freakish ness of mind is checked ; 

He turned, who foolishly aspires ; 

While to the measure of his might 
Kach fashions his desires. 

AVL kinds, and creatures, stand and fall 

Bv strength of prowess or of wit : 

’Tis God’s appointment who must sway. 

And who is to submit. 

* 

Since, then, the rule of right is plain, 

" ^And longest life is but a day ; 

have Ay ends, maintain my rights. 
I’ll take the shortest way.” 

1 And thus among these rocks he lived,, 
Through summer heat and winter snow*; 
The Baele^e ira$ lord above, ,, 

; ..'^An^Rob was lord below. 

r . 

So was it— would, at least, have been 
\ But through untowardness of fate ; 

Fofir Polity was too strm>rf<g~ 

He came an ; 

Or shall we say an age too soon. ? 

For. were the I^id Man living nowt 


How Aight he flourish in his pride, 
with buds on every bough ! 

Then rents and factors, rights of chase, 
Sherifls, and lairds and their domains. 
Would all have seemed but paltry 
things. 

Not worth a moment’s pains. 

Rob Roy had never lingered here. 

To these lew meagre Vales confined; 
jBut thought how wide the world, the 
times 

•flow fairlv to his mind ! 

• 

And to his Sword he would have said 
” l.>o Thou inv sovereign will enact. 
From land to land through half the earth ! 
J udge thou of law and fact I 

’Tis fit that we should do our part. 
Becoming, that mankind should learn 
That we are not to be surpassed 
In fatherly concern. 

Of old things all are over old. 

Of good things none are good enough :— 
We’ll shew that we can help to frame 
A world of other stall. 

I, too. will have my kings that take 
From me the sign of life and death : 
Kingdoms shall shift about, like clouds. 
Obedient to my breath.” 

And. if 4:he word had b^en fulfilled, 

As miuht have been,' then, thought 
of joy ! [Boast. 

France would have had her present 
And we our own Rob Roy I 

Oh ! sav not so ; compare them not ; 

I would not wrong thee. Champion, 
brave ! 

Would wrong thee nowhere ; least of all 
Here standing bv thy grave. 

# 

For Thou, although with some wild 
thoughts. 

Wild Chieftain of a savage Clan ! 

Hadst this to boast of ; thou didst love 
The liberty of man. > 

And, had it been thy lot to live 
j With us who now behold the light. 

Thou woiild’st have nobly stirred thyself, 
And battled for the Right. 

For thou wert still the poor man’s stay, 
^The poor man’s heart, the pbdr man's 
hand; [strength'. 

And all the oppressed, who wanted 
Had thine at their coihmahd. 

% 

Bear witness many a pensive sigh 
Of thoughtful Herdsman' when he 
strays 

Alone upon Loch 'Vool’s heights, 

Alid by li^ch Lomond's braes i 
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Andi iar and»uear, through vale a^id And Dryborough* where with chUBiif^.' 
, » i hill, ■ 'V T%reed . \ 

Are faces that attest the same ; The lintwhites sing in chorus I ,, 

The proud heart # 0381110 g through the There’s pleasant Tivjot-dalc. a land • ; 


eyes, 

, At sound of Rob Roy's name. 
SONNET 

COMPOSED AT-CASTLE • • 

Dbgenerate Douglas! oh. the unworthy 
. Lord ! • 

.Whom mere despite of heart rouftl so 
far please, 

.And love of havoc, (for wifh such diseast 
Fame taxes him,) that he could scud forth 
■■ ■ word 

To level with the dust a noble horde, 

A brotherhood of venerable Trees. 


The lintwhites sing in chorus I 
There's pleasant Tivjot-dalc, a land .•' ; 

Made blithe with plough and haitow : -y' 
Why throw away a needful day • 

Wo go in search of Yarrow ? 7 

l\Vhat'« Yarrow but a river bare,'- ♦ 
n'hat glides the dark hills under ? 
u'here are a thousand such elsewhere 
%s worthy of ^our wonder.” 

—Strange w'ords they seemed slight.' 

and scorn ; + ' 

My^Tuc-love sighed for sorrow; 

And looked me in the face, to think 
I thus could speak of Yarrow ! . < ■ 

“ Oh ! ^rceu,” said 1, ” are Yarrp,w’s'-'* 
nhnliiis, '• 

Aud^cct is Yarrow flowing ! 


Leaving an ancient dome, and towers pair hangs the apple frae the 'roeV 
like these. i ~ . ... - • 


But we will l^ve it growing. • 

O’er hillv path, and open Strath. . 

We'll wander Scotland thorough ; 

Butf thougl;^so ne,ar, ^ will not turn 
Into the daW «f Yarro\^ * 

I.et bec\’es a#iA h 0 fndtbred kine partake 


Beggared and outraged !—Manv hearts o’er hillv na 
deplored W6'I1 wandci 

The fate of those old Trees; and oft But«th«Migli 
1 with pain Into the 

The traveller, at this day, will stop and • 

gaze ' l-.et beeves ai 


On wrongs, wjiich Nature scarcely The s^'eots of Burn^mill meadow ; 

J .. 1 _ 1 ^ MhSII ^4 Y 0%\rj^ 


seems to heed 


The swan on still St. Mary’s Like 


- For sheltered places, bosoms, nooks, and Float double, swan and shadow I 

f ‘ ‘ «_ « 


bays. 

And the pure, mountains, and tlfe gentle 
Tweed, 

And the green silent pastures, yet remain. 
XIII 

YARROW UNVISITED 

(See the various Poems the sceiie of which is 


We will not see them ; will not go, 
To-day, nor yet to-fhorrow ; 

E-nough if in our hearts wc know 
There’s such a place as Yarrow. 

Be arrow stream unseen, unknown I 
It must, or wc shall rue it: 

We have a vision of our own ; - -‘T 

Ah ! why should wo undo it ? 


laid upon the hanks of the Yarrow; 111 par- The treasured dreams of times lohgpgst, 
ticular, the exquisite Ballad of Hamilton We’ll keep them, winsome Marrow f* 

&"?rb»,ky,.m,b™n,,b™a,Bri*. ,S'" ’**■ 

Busk busk my ,ms»ou Mamm l '-) ^ , 


ticular, the exquisite Ballad of Hamilton 
beginning 

*' Dusk ye, busk ye. my bonny, bonny Bridh, 
Busk ye, busk ye, my wuisomc Marrow! ”—) 

From Stirling castle we had seen 
'*The mazy Forth iinr"veiled : 

P d trod the bank.s of Clvde, and Tay, 
d with the Tweed had tr.nvelled ; 

. .,.And when we came to Clovenlord, 

Then said my “winsome Marrow" 

” Whate'er betide, we'll turn aside, 
■['And see the Braes of Yarrow.” 

>, ” Let Yarrow folk, frae Selkirk town, 

. Who have been buying, selling, * 

Go back to Yarrow, ’tis their own; 

’ , Each maiden to her dwelling ! 

■‘r Yarrow's banks let herons feed, , 
;flwires couch, and rabbits burrow ! 

« But we will downward with the Tweed 
^'.,Not-turn aside to Yarrow. 

.[h .ThW®’® Galla Water, Leader Haugbs, 


If Care with freezing years should comei. 
And wandering seem but folly,— 

Should we be loth to stir from home. 
And yet be melancholy ; J 

i Should life be dull, and spiri^. low, ; 
'Twill soothe us in our sorrow, 

That earth has something yet to show! 

The bonny holms of Yarrow I ” 

•“ ■> 

SONNET ; 

, JN THE PASS OP KILLICRANKY, 

An iigfyuon being expected, October, 1803 
Six thouSSffkl^eteraeas practised it. i ; 
war’s gamcT^^' 

Tried men, at Kilhcraig|j^y were arrayed 


A/ See Manilla's BfOlaA a# aboye, < ; 
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Agam^t ad' equal host that wore the 

/ - 

, .S]Befiherds»and herdsmen.—Like a whirl* 
Wind came < 1 

The iiighlanderst the slaughter sprted 
like flame ; \ 

^nd Garry, thundering down his moun¬ 
tain road, • j 

Was stopped, and could not breat/^^ 
beneath the load . 

Of the dead bodies.—Twas a day/of 

^ame 1 

For them whom*recept and the pedantry 
Of cold mechanic battle do ensIaWL:. 

O for a single hour of that Dundee, 

, Who on that day the word of onset gave ! 
Edke conquest would the Men England 
sec ; ^ m 

And her Foes flad a like inglorio^R; grave. 


iTOE MATRON OF .^EOROKOUGII 
AND^IER HUSBAND ’ 

'At Jedbocouf^h, ixMiipanioii and I wvnt into 
private lodgings for a jci^d.iys; and thr 
lollowing Versca were lulled forth by thi» 
character and nuihestic «>ituation of our 
Hostess. g , 

' Age ! * twine thy brows with fresh 
spring flowers, 

'.' And call a train of laughing Hours ; 
.'And bid them dance, and bid them sing ; 
And thou, too, mingle in the ring I 
Take to thy heart a new delight ; 

If not, make merr 5 ' in despite 
'That there is One who scorns thy power 
,;;^But dance! for under Jedboroiigh 
Tower, 

, A* Matron dwells who, though .she 
bears 

The weight of more than seventy years, 
Lives in the light of youthful glee, 

■ And-she will dance and sing with thee. 

. Nay! start not at that Figure— 


With all its bravery ofrj in times 
When an alive with merr^ chimes, 

Upon a sun-bright morn of May, 

It roused' the Vale lo holiday. 

I praise thee, Matron I and thy due 
Is praise, heroic praise, and true! 

With admiration I behold 

Thy gladness unsubdued and bold : 

'HJiy looks, Ihy gestures, all present 
The picture of a life W'ell spent: 

,This jjjo I see ; and something more ; 

A strength iinthought of heretofore 1 
Delighted am I for thy .sake ; 

.And yet a higher pjy partake.: 

Our Human-nature throws aw’ay 
Its second twilight, and looks gay ; 

.\ baud of promise and of pride 
Unfolding, wide as life is wido- 

Ah ! see her helpless Charge 1 enclosed 
WiU'.'i himself as seems, composed ; 

To fe.ir of loss, and hope of gain. 

The strife, of happiness and pain, 

Utterly dead ! yet in the guise 
()£ little infants, when their eyes ‘ 

Begin to follow to and fro ' 

The persons that before them go. 

He tracks her motions, quick or slow. 
Her buoyant spirit can prevail 
Where eommori cheerfulness would fail; 
She strikes upon him with the heat 
Of J uly suns ; he feels it sweet; 

An animal delight though dim I 
’Tis all that now remains for him. 

The more I looked, I wondered more—. 
And, wliile I scanned them o’erand o’er. 
Some inward trouble siiddelfly 
Broke from the Matron’s strong black 
eye — 

A reirinunt of uneasy light, 

A flash of something over-bright! 

Nor long this mystery did detain 
My thoughts;—she told in pethsive 
strain 


' there I 

Him who is rooted to hi'? .-.hair ! 

Look at him—look again ! for he 
jHalh Icmg been of thy family. 
ifpVith legs that move not, if they can,* 
And useless arms, a trunk of man. 

He sits, and with a vacant eye ; 

A sight to make a stranger sigh ! 

Deaf, drooping^ that is now his doon>: 
.'H&worW is in this single room^ 

Is this a place for mirthful cheer ? 

. Can merry-Hiaking enter here 


■ The joyous 
Ot him in thA f^pp:-<*€!^ate ! 

He breathes a s'-lrc^raneous damp ; 
Hut bright a$ Vesper shines her lamp : 
He is as mute as J edborough Tower:. 


lan is tj-iii^ate 
l£!3:'<’'€itrate ! 


That she had borne a heavv yoke. 

Been stricken by a twofold stroke 
Ill health of body ; and had pined 
Beneath worse ailments of the mind. 

So be it!—but let praise ascend 
To Him who is our lord and friendX • 

Who from disease and suflecing - 'i‘,\ 

Hath called for thee a second spring'; :," 
Repaid Ihee for that sore distress 
■By no untimely joyousness ; ’ ' 

Which makes of thine a blissful state;*. 
And cheers thy melancholy Mate t , / 


Flv, some .kind Harbinger, to Grasmere*', 
dale! ■ •' 

Sayifhat we come, and come by 
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Fly upon swif^t wim round field and 
heijgfht, ^ 

But chiefly let one Cottage licar the 
tale { ' , 

There let a mystery of joy pre-vaili 
The kitten frolic* like a gainestime sprite, 
And Rover whine, as at a second sight 
,'Of near>approaching good that shall 
. not fail; 

And from that Infant's face let jpy 
appear: * 

Yea, let our hJary's one nompanion 
child— •* 

That hath her six weeks’ solitude 
beguiled 

With intimations manifold and dear, 
While _we have wandered over wood and 
wild— (cheer. 

Smile on his Mother now with bolder 

XVII 

THE BLIND HIGHLAND BOY 

A TALE TOI.D HY THE FIRE-SIDE, AFTER 
RETURNING TO THE VALE OF GRAS¬ 
MERE 

Now we are tired of boisterous joy. 

Have romped enough, iny little Boy I 
• J ane hangs her head upon my breast. 
And you shall bring your stool and rest; 
This corner is your own. 

There i take your seat, and let me see 
That you can listen quietly : 

And, as I promised, I will tell 
That strange adventure which befel 
A poor blind Highland Boy. 

A Highland Boy !—why call him so ? 
Because, Vny Darlings, ye must know 
That, under hills which rise like towers, i 
Far higher hills than these of ours 
He from his birth had lived. 

He ne'er had seen one earthly sight 
The^sun, the day j the stars, the night, 
Or tree, or butterfly, vir flower, 

Or fisli in stream, or bird in bower. 

Or woman, man, or child. 

And yet he neither drooped nor pined. 
Nor Had a melancholy mind : 

For God took pity on the Boy, 

•.And was liis friend ; and gave him joy 
Of which we nothing know. 

' His Mother, too, no doubt, above 
^ Her Other children him did love ■ 

For, was she here, or was she there, 

’i .She thought of him with constant care, 
1;;^' ' And more than mother's love. 

'-.And proud she was of heart, when clad 
, )|i crimson stockings, tartan plaid. 

,v Ai>d bonnet with a feather gay, 

V .I*© Kirk bi? on the sabbatb day ^ 


.\«dog too, had he; not for need, 

But onl to play with and to feed ; > 

Which would have led him, if cSrpfir 
Of company or friends, and deft • 

* Without a better guide. 

d then the bagpipes he could Idow— 
lid thus from house to hoflse would 
go? ■ 

nd all were pleased to hear and see, 
pr none made sweeter melody 

Than md the poor blipp Bpy- 

Vet he liad many a resWess dream ; 

Both when he heasd the eagles screain. 
And when he heard the torrents roar, ^ 
And heard the water beat the shore 

Near which their cottage stood- 

Be.s^Je^lake their cottage stood, 
Not^niaU like ours, a pe^aceful flood: 

But one of ir’ghty size, and strange i 
That, rough or sihootli, is fulbof chenge, 
And .stffring in its bed 

For to this lake, by nigt^'and day. 

The g.cat Sea,-water fimfc its wpy 
Through lon^ long windAigs of the. hills 
And drinks u|^ all MKe pretty rills 

And nvers large and strong ; 

Then hurries back the road it canie— 
Returns, on errand still the same ; 

Tills did it when the earth was new ; 

And tills U>T evermore will do. 

As long as earth shall last.. 

And. with the coming of the tide. 

Come boats and sliips that safely ride 
Between the woods and lofty rocks ;' ' 

And to the shepherds with their flocks 

* Bring tales of distant lands. “ ‘ 

And of those tales, whate’er they were. 
The blind Boy always' had his shdre ; 
Whether of mighty to'wns, or vales ‘ 

With warmer suns and softer gales. 

Or wonders of the Deep. 

Yet more it pleased him, more it stirre<^, 
When from the water-side he heard 
The shouting, and the jolly chQ-'ts ; 

The bustle of the mariners 

In stillness or in storm. 

^trt what do bis desires avail ? 

For He^ust never han'JM sail; . 

Nor mount the mast, nor row, nor float • 
In sailor's ship, or fisher's boat, 
n^pon the rdc^ljgg waves. 

His MotS^^Mitf^hfll^bt, and 5aid,e 
What sin woul^^^i^p her head 
If she should suffer trus ; ^‘My Son, 
whate'et you do. leayp this undone; . 

danger if Sp *'' 




if 


... 
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Vh us lived he by Locli t,even’s side 
Still sounding withjihe soundin^tide, 
Aad'heoffd the billows leap and dance, 
Withftiiit ^'shadow of mischance, 

Till he was ten years old. I 

When one day (and now mark me weflL 
Ye soon shall know how this bcicl) ' 
Ife in a vessel of his own, • \ 

On the swift flood is hurrying down, 

' Down to the migh^ Sea. 

In such a vessel never more ^ 

May bumaa creature leave the shore ! 

If this or that way h%shuuld stir, , 

Woe to the poor blind Mariner ! 

For death will be his doom. 

But say wrhat bears him ?—Ye have seen 
The Indian’s bow, his arrows keen. > 
Rare beasts, and birds with pVimage 
.bright ; 

Giifsvw’hich, for wonder or delight. 

Are brought in shijJfe from far. 

Such gifts had l^jse seafaring men 
Spread ri^uiid tCat haven^tin Uic glen: 
Each hut, pcA:hauce, fiu^t have iN 
own: • '» •, 

And to the Boy they all were known— 
ye knew aifd prized then? ill. 

. .The rarest was a Turtle-shell 
. Which Im, poor Child, had studied well ; 

' A shell of ample size, and light 
As the pearly car of Amphitrite, 

That sportive dolphins tlrew. 

And, as a Coracle that braves 
On Vaga's breast the fretful waves. 

This shell upon the deep would swim. 

And gaily lift its fearless brim 
Above the tossing s^fge. 

And this the little blind Bov knew * 
And he a story strange yet true 
Mad heard, how iu a shell Ukc this 
An English Boy, O thought of blis.->! 

Had stoutly launched from shore ; 

X.aunched from the margin of a bay 
Among the Induri isles, where lay , 

'" Mis father's ship, and had sailed far— , 
To join that gallant ship of war. 

In his delightful shell. 

Our Highland Boy oft visited . , * 

The house tha^held this prize ; and, led', 
- By choice or chance, did thither &ome 
, One day when no one was at home, 

And found the door unbarr^. 

While there he sate« alone and, liimd. 
That stt#y flaslihd uppn;’<ffi('’finnd ;— 

A bold thought rovdVTiiin, and he took 
The shell from out its secret nook, I 
And bore it on bis head. 


He launched liis vessel,-^ahd in pride 
Of spirit, from Loch Levpn’s side. 
Stepped into it—his thoughts all free 
As the light breezes ihut with glee 

Sang through the adventurer’s 
hair. 

A while he stood upon his feet; 

He felt the motion—took his seat; 

Still bettor i>lensod as mure ana more 
The tide retreated from the shore, 

And sucked, aud sucked him in. 

And there he is in f.-icc of Heaven, 

How riipldly the Child is driven ! 

The fourth part of a mile, I ween. 

He thus had gone, ere he was seen 
By any human eye. 

But when he was first seen, oh me 
What shrieking and wh,it misery 1 
I'’(>r many saw ; among the rest 
His Mother, she who loved him best. 

She saw her poor blind Boy. 

Bui for the child, the sightless Boy, 

It is the triumph of his joy ! 

The bravest traveller lu balloon. 

Mounting as if to reach the moon, 

V/as never half so blessed. 

And let him. Jet him go his way. 

Alone, and innocent, and gay I 
I’or, if good Angels love to Wait 
On the forlorn unfortunate. 

This Child will take no harm. , 

But now the passionate lament. 

Which from the crowd on shore was sent 
The cries which broke from old and 
young . . 

In Gaelic, or the English tongue. 

Are stifled—all is still. 

And quickly with a silent crew 
A boat is ready to pursue ; 

And from the shore their course tbejP 
take. 

And swiftly down the running lake 
They follow the blind Bd^. 

But soon they move with softer pactt'i 
.So have ye seen the fowler chase 
Oil Grasmere’s clear unruflled breast 
A youngling of the wild- duck’s lltet 
With deftly-lifted oar j 

Or as the wilv sailors credit 
To seize (while on the Deep it slept) 

The hapless creature which did dwell 
Eiewhile within the dancing shell. 

They steal upon their prey. 

With sound the least that can be made. 
They follow, more and more afraid. 

More cautious as they draw mere near; 
But in his darkness he can hear, 

...And guesses their intent. 


•• f ' 
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** Lfi-gh»^l.ei~gha *’—^he then cried out, 
Lfi-gha — Lei’gha ”—with pager shout; 
. Thus did he cry, and thus did pray, 
'And what he meant was, Keep away, 
.. , And leave me to mvself! 

't 

;;'‘Alas I and when he felt their hands- 

•-J You’ve often heard of magic wands, 

That with a motion overthrow 
; A palace^ of the proudest show. 

Or melt it into air : 

‘So all his dreams- - that iiiv urd light 
With which his soul had shone so bright— 
All vanished ;—’Iwas a heartfelt cro'"' 
To him, a heavy, bitter loss. 

As he had ever knoWrU. 

But hark ! a gratulaling voire. 

' .Vl^itb which the verv hills rejoice : 

"Tis from the crowd, who treuil)lingl5’ 
Have watched the event, and now can see 
That he is safe at last- 

And then, when lie was brought to land, 
Full sure they were a happv band, 
Which, gathering round, did on the banks 
Of that great Water give Oud thanks. 
And welcomed the ptior Child. 

And in the general joy of heart 
>i^;Tbe blind Bov’s little dog took jiart: 
t'' He leapt about, and oft did kiss 
".'Eis master's hands in sign of bliss. 

With .sound like lamentation. 


But most of'all, his Mother dear,' 

She who had fainted with her fear, * 
Rejoiced when wakiqyg she espies 
The Child ; when she can trust her eyes, 
And touches the blind 

5 ^)e led him home, and wept ainaiA, 

I When he was in the house again : 

I Tears flawed in torrents from her evc^jj 
j iihe kissed him—how could she ohastii^e r 
[ . She was too happy far. 

i Tins, after he had fondly braved 
The perilous Deep, the Boy was saygd ; 
And, though his fancies had been ^d. 
Yet L‘j was jilcased and reconciVkl 
To live in peace on shore. 

And in the lonely Highland deU 
Stilt do ttiey keep the Turtlc-sheU ; 

' AiictluCig the story will repeat 
i (.)f the Blind boy's adventurous feat. 

And how he was preserved. ^ 

Notf .—It is recorded in Dampier’s Voyages,, 
that a boy, son of the oaptaiit of a Man-oi-War,, 
scah-d Jiihiself m a Tiirtle-a^ell, and floated in. 

I it from the sbr^ to his father's ship, which lajr 
I at anchor at the distance of'^alf a mile. Ini 
deference to the«,,piidjn of a Priend, I have 
I Mibstit'jted such a shell for the less elegant 
' v(‘sse 1 m which my blinu Voyager did actually 
. entrust himself to the dangerous current of 
' Loch Leveu, as was lelaled to me by an eye-, 
witness. 
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SUGGESTED BY A HEAUIII-I'I. Kl'IV riJON 
ONE OF THE ISLANDS OF I.OCH LO¬ 
MOND, A PLACE CflOSF.N I-OK .THE 
KETRF.AT OF X SOLITARY INIJI- 

I'r • ' vidUm, from whom this haiiita- 

- TION ACQUIRED Tllh N.AMF. OF 

THli BROWN 11: S CKLL 

.7 ;.To barren heath, bleak moor, and 
quaking ten, 

' ';Or depth of labyrinthine glen ; 

•'.'Or into trackless forest set 

With trees, whose lofty iimbragp met ; 

.World-wearied Men withdrew of yore ; 

^i^'j(Penanee their trust, and prayer their 
store;) 

^juAnd in the vdldprness.were bound 
such apartments as tbev found ; 

M^rwith a new ambition raised ; 

might suitably be praised. 


#.11 

High lodged the Warrior, like a bird 
of prey ; 

Or where broad waters round him lay:. 
But this wild Ruin is no ghost 
Of his devices—buried, lost! 

Within this little lonely isle 
There stood a consecrated Pile ; 

Where tapers burned, and mass was 
sung, 

For them whose timid Spirits clung 
To mortal succour, though the tomb . 

If ad hxed, for ever fixed, their doom C 

• ^ 

in 

upon those .servants of another wm-ldl 
When madding Power her bolts had 
hurled, ' ' 

Their shook «—it f«Q. 

.\nd perishedTs^'iipne narrow cell; 
Whither, at length, a Wretch retired 
Who neither grovelled nor aspired ; . ...J.' 
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tie, struggling in the net of pride, 

TJfe future earned, the past defied ; 

Stili tempering, from the unguilty 4 orge 
'Of vain conceit, an iron scourge ! 

• , • IV 

l^oud Kemnant was he of a fearless 
Race, 

Who stood and flourished face to face 
Wifti their perennial hills ;—but Crime, 
Hastening the stern decrees of Time, 
Brought low a Power, which from its 
home * 

Burst, when repose grew wearisome ; 
And, taking impulse from the sword. 
And, mochibg its own plighted word,* 
Had found, in ravage widely dealt. 

Its warfare’s bourn, its travel’s belt! 

V • 

All, all were dispossessed, save >1X1 
whose smile 

Shot lightning through this lonely Isle ! 
No right had he but what h amade 
To this small spo^, his leafy shade : 

But the ground la^within that ring 
To which b0 onlyCared to c\hig ; • 

Renouncing herd*, as wor^ ^an dead, 
The craven few wha* bowed4ne head 
Beneath the change ; ^whu heard a claim 
How louiV-' yet lived in peace * vith 
shame. 

VI 

"'From year to year this shaggy Mortal 
went 

(So seemed it) down a strange descent: 
Till they, who saw his outward frame. 
Fixed on him an unhallowed name ; 
Him, free from all malicious taint. 

And guiding, like the Patmos Saint, 

A pen unwearied—to indite, ^ 

In his lone Isle, the dreams of night; 
Impassioned dreams, that strove to span 
The faded glories of his Qan ! 

VII 

Suns that through blood their western 
harbour sought. 

And stars that in their courses fought: 
Tjt^wers rent, winds combating with 
woods? 

Lands deluged by unbridled floods ; 

. And beast and bird that from the spell 
' Of sleep took import terrible ;— 

These types m^sJierious (if the show 
Of battle and the routed foe • 

' Had failed) would furnish an array 
Of matter for the dawning day I 

VIII 

How 'disappeared He’,i-.jnf»£’'the newt 
and toad, ■ 

'inneritors of his abode : 

'W.P. . 


The otter crouching undisturbed, 

, In her dank cleft j—but be thou curbed, 
O froward Fancy ! ’mid a scene 
Of aspect winning and serene ; 

For those offensive creatures shun 
The inquisition of the s&ii 
‘ And in this region flowers delight, 
l^d all is lovely to the sight. 

IX 

Spring find, not here a melancholy 
• Vreast, 

I When she applies her annual test 
To dead and living ; when her breath 
Qiiickthis, as now, the withered heath ;— 
Nor fiauiiting Summer—when he throws 
His soul into the briar-rose : 

Or calls the lily from her sleep 
Prolonged beneath the bordering deep ; 
Nor Autumn, when the viewlcsS wren 
Is warbling near the Brownie's Den. 

X 

Wild Kelique ! beauteous as the chosen 
spot 

In Nysa’s isle, the embellished grot; 
Whithfcr, by care of Libyan Jove, 

(High Servant of paternal Love) 

Young Bacchus was conveyed—to lie 
Safe from his stcp-dainc Rhea's eye ; 
Where bud, and bloom, and fruitage, 
glowed. 

Close-crowding round the infant-god ; 
All colours,—and the liveliest streak 
A foil to Ins celestial cheek ! 

II 

COMPOSED AT CORA LINN 

IN SICIIT OF WALI.ACE’S TOWER 

“ —How Wallace fought for Scotland, left the 
name 

Of Wallace to he found, like a vi'ild flower, 

AIL over his dear Country ; left the deeds 
Of Wallace, like a faniily of ghosts. 

To people the steep rucks and rii’er banks, 

Her natural sanctuaries wnth a local soul 
Of independence and stern liberty.”— MS. 

Lord of the vale ! astounding Fkiod; 
The dullest leaf in this thick wood 
Quakes—conscious of thy powei’ ; 

»The ciives reply w'ith hollow moan j 
And vibrates, to its central stone. 

Yon time-cemented Tower ! 

k *And yet how fair the rural scene I 
For thou, O Clyde, hast ever been 
Beneficent as strong; 

Pleased in refreshing dews to steep 
The little trembling flowers that peep 
Thy shelving rocks among. 

Hence all who lov#their country, love 
To look on ttee—delight to rove 
Where they thy voice can hear ; 

- R 


* k •'i 
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And, to the patriot'warriur’s Shade, 

Lord of the vale ! to Heroes laid 
In dust, that voice is dear ! 

Along thy bank^ at dead of night 
Sweeps visibly tne Wallace Wight; 

Or stands, in'warlike vest. 

Aloft, beneath the moon’s pale beam, 

A Champion worthy of the stream. 

Yon grey towers living crest ! 

But clouds and envious darkness hidc‘ 

A Form not doubtfully descried :— 

Their transient mission o’er, 

O say to what blind region flee e 
These Shapes of awful phantasy ? 

To what untrodden shoae ? 

Less than divine command they spurn ; 
But this we from the inuuiitaiiis learn. 
And this the valleys show ; 

That never will they deign to hold 
Communion where the heart is cold 
To hiiniau weal and woe. 

The man of abject soul in vain 
Shall walk the MaratUonian plain ; 

Or Ihrid the shadowy gloom. 

That still invests the guardian Pass, 
Where stood, sublime, Leonidas 
Devoted to the tomb. * 

And let no Shave liis head incline. 

Or kneel, before the votive shrine 
By IJri's lake, w'here Tell 
Leapt, from his storm-vexl boat, to 
land. 

Heaven’s Instrument, for by bis hand 
That day the Tyrant fell. 

HI 

EFFUSION 

IN THE PLEASrRE-t.ROI NIJ ON THE 
BANKS OF THE BRAN, NKAK DUNKKI.tl 
'* The waterfall, by a loud roaring, w.-irAed us 
when we must expect it. We wore lirs.t, how¬ 
ever, coiirlucted into a !>maU apartment, wlicrr: , 
the Gardener dosired vis to look at a piuturc of 
Os.sian, which, while he was telling the hialuiy 
ol the young Artist who executed the « irk, 
disappeared, parting in the midrUe—flying 
asuiulct as by the touch of magic.—aud lot we 
are at the entrant'e of a splendid apartment^ 
ivliich w.ts almost dizzy and .dive wltli water* 
falb, that tumbled in all directions : the great 
cascade, opposite the window, which fared us, 
being reflected in inniiinerable murors upon thisi 
ceiling and against the walls.”— Extract fromthf 
Journal of my Fellow Traveller. 

What He—who, mid the kindred throng 
Oi Heroes that inspired his song. 

Doth yet frequent the hill of storms. 

The stars dim-twinjdlng through their 
forms ! 

What t Ossian here—a painted Thrall, 
Mute fixture on a stuccoed wall; 


To serve—an uhsh^ected screen 
' For ^how that must not yet be seen ; 
And, when the moment comes, to part « 
And vanish by mysterious art; 

Head, harp, and body, spht a^iider, 

?For ingress to a world of wonat|,r ; 

/ A gay saloon, with waters dancing 
Upon the sight wherever glancing ; 

One loud cascade in front, and lo ! •* 

A thousand like it, white as snow— 
Streams on the wails, and torrent-foam 
As active round the hollow dome, 

^ Illusive cataracts ! of their terrors 
Not stripped, nor voiceless in the nflgTOrs, 
Tlmt catch the .pageant frcM the &ood 
Tiuuideriug adowii a rocky wood. 

What pains to dazzle and confound ! . 
What strife of colour, shape and sound 
In thic quaint medley, that might <eem 
l^p^ised out of a sick man’s dream ! 
Straiiige scene, fantastic and uneasy 
As ever made a maniac dizzy, , • 

When diseiif hanted from the iiioikI 
That loves on sullen thoughts to brood ! 

O Nature—in thv h^angeful visions, 
ThTough 'dp: tjjiy moit abrupt' transitions 
Smooth, gsaccfiil, tender, or sublime— 
liver aversiwfo fTanfoniime, 

Thc^ncithcr do they know nor us 
Thy servants, who can trifle thus ; 

Else verily the sober powers 
Of rock that frowns, and stream that 
ro.jrs, • 

Exalted by congenial sway 
Of Spirits, and the undying Lay, 

And Names th#t moulder not away. 

Had wakened some redeeming thought 
More worthy of this favoured Spot; 
KecalJcd some feeling—to set free 
Thu Bard from such indignity ! 

The Ethgies ' of a valiant Wight 
I once beheld, a Templar Knight; 

Not prostrate, not like those that rest 
Oil tombs, with palms together picst, 

Hut sculptured out of living stone. 

And standing upright and alone. 

Both hands with rival energy 
Employed in setting his sword free 
Ifrom its dull sheath—stern ^ntinel 
Intent to guard St. Robert’s cell; 

As if with memory of the affray 
Far distant, when, as legends say, 

(.The Monks of Fountain’s thronged to' 
force „ • 

Froift its dear home the Hermit’s 
corse. 

That ill their keeping it might He, 

To CTjown their abbey’.s sanctity. 

So had^iiMa^ushed into the grok 
Of sense despl^tA^^ world forgot, 

I On the banks of the River Nid, near Knaies* 
borough* 
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tqm ]um from his loved retreat. 
Where'altar•stone ani^ rock'hevm ^eat • 
Still bint that quiet best is found. 

Even the Living, under ground ; 

But a po 4 d Khlg^it, the sel^sh aim 
Defeatiim, pUt ^e Monks to shame, X 
There where you see his Image stand 
Bare to the sky, with threatening brand 
WHieh linking Nip is proud to ^ow 
Reflected in the pool below. 

Thus, lik? the men of cqj-Iiest days, 
Our sires set 'forth their grateful praise ^ 
Upcoufh the workmanship, and rude ! 
But, ninscSd in mountqin solitude. 

Might some aspiring anist dare * 

To seize whate’er, through misty air, 

A ghost, by glimpses, may present 
Of irnitable lineament, ^ 

And give the phantom an array • m 
Thst Ujss should scorn the abandftnod 
•lay ; 

Then ftt him hew with pa dent stroke 
An Ossian out of mural roAv, 

And leave the figurative Man— * 

Upon thy jiiargii)^roaring i^an !—, 
Fixed, like the Tenqilar lit tile steep. 

An everlasting wa^ii fp : 

With local sanctities in ti^t, 

More predous than A hermit’s dust; 

And virtm's through the mass infused. 
Which old idolatry abused. 


O'erlooks the torrent breathing showers 
On motley bands of alien flowers 
In stiff confusion set or sown. 

Till Nature cannot find her own. 

Or keep a remnant of ^he sod 
Which Caledonian Heroes trod) 

I mused, and. thirsting for redress, 
^Recoiled into the wilderness. 

IV 

• - YARROW VISITED 

SEPTEMBER, JS14 
^ (See page 236) 

Anp is this—Yarrow ?— This the Stream 
Of which iny fancy cherished. 

So failhfullv, a’ waking dream ? 

An image that hath iienshcd ! 

O that some Minstrel’s harp were near. 
To iitler notes of gladimss. 

And chase this silejice from the air. 
That fills my heart with sadness ! 

Yet why ?---a silvery current flows 
With uncontrolled riioanderings ; 

Nor have these eyes by greener hills 
Been soothed, in all mv wanderings. 
And, through her depths. Saint Mary’s 

Lake 

Is visibly delighted ; 

Ft)r not a feature of those bills 
Is ill the mirror slighted. 


What though the Granite would deny 
All fervour to the sightless eye ; 

And touch from rising suns in vain 
Solicits a Memnonian slfajn ; 

Yet, in some fit of anger sharp, 
iThe wind might force the deep-grooved 
harp 

To utter melancholy moans 
Not uncopnected with the tones 
Qf sOul-sick flesh and weary bones : 
While grove and river notes would lesd, 
1j^ deeply sad. with these to blend I 

Vain pleasures of luxurious life. 

For ever with yourselves at strife ; 
Tl^ough town and country both deranged 
By affectations interchanged, 
all the perishable gauds 
That heawn-deserted man applauds ; 
Wfien will your hapless patrons learn 
To'watch and ponder—to discern 
The freshness, the everlasting youth, 

Of admiration ^sune from truth ; 

From beauty infinitely growing • 

I^on a mind with love o'erflowing— 

To sound the depths of every Art 
That seeks its wisdom through thejj^art ? 

Thus (where *the .»;.i.‘ifsive Pile, ill- 
graced 

With baubles of theatric taste, 


A blue sky bends o’er Yarrow vale. 
Save where that pearly whiteness 
Is round the rising suii diffused, 

A tender hazy brightness ; 

Mild dawn of promise ! that excludes' 
All profitless dejection ; 

Though not unwilling here to admit 
A pensive recollection. 

Where was it that the famous Flower 
Of Yarrow Vale lay bleeding ? 

His* bed perchance was yon smooth 
mound 

On which the hexd is feeding : 

And haply from this crystal pool, 

Now peaceful as the morning 
The Water-wraith ascended thrice— 

And gave his doleful warning. 

Delicious is the Lay that sings 
The haunts of happy Lovers, 

The path that ieads them to the grove. 
The leafy grove that covers: 

And Pity sanctifies the Verse 
That paints, by strength of sorrow. 

The Unconquerable strength of love ; 
Bear witness, rueful Yarrow I 

But thou, that didst appear so fair 
To Fond imagination. 

Dost rival in the light of day 
Her'deUegte creation: 
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Meek loveliness is round thee spread, 

A softness still and holy ; 

The grace of forest charms decayed. 

And pastoral melancholy. 

That region left,*the vale unfolds 
Rich ^uves of lofty stature, 

With Yarrow winding through the pomp>j 
Of cultivated nature ; ' 

And, rising from those lofty groves. 
Behold a Ruin hoary ! ^ , 

The shattered front of Newark’s Towers, 

Renowned in Border story. ,,, 

^ [bloom. 

Fair scenes for childhood’s opening 
For sportive youth to stray in ; 

For manhood to enjoy his strength ; 
,And age to wear away in ! 

‘Yon cottage seems a bower of bliss, 

‘ A covert for protection 
Of tender thoughts, that nestle there— 
The brood of chaste afiFection. 

How sw-ect, on this autumnal day, 

The wild-wood fruits to gather. 


And on my True-love's forehead pldnt , 

'A crest of blooming heather 1 

And what if I enwreatbed my own 1 \ 

'Twere no offence to reason; *. 

The sober Hills thus deck tbeiz' l^ows 

(To meet the wintry season. « 

» % ' 

I see—but not by sight alone. 

Loved-Yarrow, have 1 won thee; 

A ray of fancy still survives— 

Her sunshine plays upon thee I 
Thy ever-yoiAhful waters keep 
'A course of lively pleasure ; 

And gladsome notes my lips can brmthe, 
. 4 cQprdant to the* measure. 

The vapours linger round the Heights* 
They melt, and soon must vanish ; 

One hojr is theirs, nor more is mine— 
SddJbought, which I would banish. 

But that 1 know, where’er I go. 

Thy genuine image. Yarrow ! , ‘ 

Will dwell I'ith me—to heighten joy, 
Ai)d cheer my mind in ^sorrow. 


--t-- 4l 
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PART I 
I 

COMPOSED ItY 11IE SEA-SIDE, NEAR 
, CALAIS, AUGUST, iSoS 

Fair Star evening. Splendour of the , 

west, I brink j 

Star of my Country !—on the horizon’s 

Thou hnngest, stooping, as might seem, 
to sink 

On England's bosom : yet well pleased 
to reU, *• 

Meanwhile, and be to her a gloiipus 
crest 

Conspicuous to the Nations. Thou, 1 
think. 

Should’st be my Country's eniblein; 
and should'st wink, 

Bright Star t with laughter on her ban¬ 
ners, drest 

In thy fresh beauty. There! that 
duVkv spot 

Beneath thee, that is England: there she 
lies. 

' Blessings be on you both! one hope, one 
lot. 

One life, one glory!—I, with many a 
■ fear 

For my dear Country, many heartfclf 
sighs, [here. 

Among men who do not love her, lingo' 


II 

CALAIS, AUGUST, l802 

Is it a reed that’s shaken by the wind, 
Or what is it that ye go forth to see ? 
Lords, lawyers, statesmen, squires of 
1 low degree. 

Men known, and men unknown, sick, 
lame, and blind, [kind, 

Post forward all, like creature* of one 
With first-fruit offerings crowd to bend 
the knee 

In France, before the new-born Majesty. 
’Tis ever thus. Yc men of prostrate 
mind, 

A seemly reverence may be paid to 
power; 

But that’s a loyal virtue, never so'wn 
Jin haste, nor springing with A transient 
shower: 

When truth, when sense, when liberty 
were flown. 

What hardship had it been to wait an 
• hqjur ? . ‘ * [prone! 

Shame on you, feeble Heads, to slavery 


on the nad leading to 
ArorelJJS^^aist 7, xSoa 

JoKss! as from Clflais southward yoQ 
and 1 



POEMS TO NATIONAL INDEPENDENCE AND LIBERTY 245 


Vent^atiag side by side, this public 
^ • 
Streamed with the pomp of a too-t^edu* 
Ions day,^ 

When* was pledged to new-bosn 
Liberty: * 

A homeless sound of joy was in the sky i 
From hour to hour the antiquated Earth,tl 
Bsbt like the heart of Man : songs, gai- 
lands, mirth. 

Banners, and happy faces, far and nigh ! 
And now. sole register th^ these things 
tvere, ; i 

Two solitary greetings have I heard, 
"Good morrow, Cttisend'’ a hollow \y>rd. 
As if a dead man spake it! Yet despair 
Touches me not, though pensive as a 
bird 

Whose vernal coverts winter hath laid 
bare.^ ^ # 

. IV 

* rSoi ^ 

I GRiEVFD for IMiouaparte, with a vain 
And an dftitJunlmig grief ! The tcndcr- 
est inpod « • « 

Of that Man’s Blind—whafoan it hr* ? 
what food • * 

Fed his first hopes ? what knowledge 
coul|J he gain i * • 

'Tis not m battles that from youth we 
train 

The Governor who must be wise and 
good. 

And temper with the sternness of the 
brain 

Thoughts motlicxly, and meek as ivoman- 
boud. 

Wisdom doth live with children round 
her knees : 

Books, leisure, perfect freedom, and the 
t^k 

Man holds with week-day man in the 
hourly walk 

Of the mind's business: these are the 
degrees 

By which true Sway doth Toount; this 
is the stalk 

True Power doth grow on; and her 
^ < right| are these. 


CALAIS, AUGUST IS, l802 

Festivals have I seen that were nq> 
names: « ■ 1 

This is young Buonaparte’s natai^day, 
And his is henceforth an established 
sway— 

Consul for life. With worship Frajjpepf o- 
daims • ’ 

Her approbation, ai<,d'‘vratb pomps and 
games. 

, J Illy 14,1790. ■ gee Note* 


Heaven grant that other Cities may be^ 
gay ! • 7. 

Calais is not: and I have bent my way 
To the seaicoast. noting that each man 
frames • 

His business as he likes. Far other 
show 

My youth here witnessed, in a proudci 
time ; [lime I 

The senselessness of joy was then sub* 
41 appy is he. who, caring not for Pope, 
Consul, or King, can sound himself to 
know 

The destiny of Man, and live in hope. 

VI 

ON THE E.VTINCTION OF THE VENETIAN 
KEPUULIC 

Once did She hold the gorgeous east in 
fee; 

And was the safeguard of the west: ‘ the 
worth 

Of Venice did not fall below her birth, 
Venice, the eldest Child of Liberty. 

.She was a maiden City, bright and free ; 
No guile seduced, no force could violate ; 
And, when she took unto herself a Mate, 
She must espouse the everlasting Sea. 
And what if she had seen those glories 
fade, [decay; 

Those titles vanish, and that strength 
Vet sliall some tribute of regret be paid 
When her lung life hath reached its 
final day: 

Men are we, and must grieve when even 
the Shade [away. 

Of that wliich once was great, is passed 

VII 

THE KING OF SWEDEN 

The Voice of song from distant lands 
shall nail 

TOf that great Kingshall hail the 
crowned Youth [Truth, 

Who, taking counsel of unbending 
By one example hath set forth to all 
How they with dignity may stand ; ot 
fall. 

If falPthey must. Now, whither doth it 
tend ? 

And what to him and his shall be the 
end ? [appal 

That thought is one which neither can 
Nor cheer him; for the illustrious 
Swede hath done 

The thing which ought to be ; is raised 
above 

All consequences : work he hath begun 
Of fortitude, and piety, and love. 

Which all his glorious ancestprs apjprove: 
The heroes bless him. him their rightful 
son,> 


9 See Note. 
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Vlll 

' TO TOUSSAIMT L’oUVKRTITRX 

Tousbaint. the most unhappy man of 
meni 

Whether the whieiling Rustic tend his 
plough 

Within thy hearing, or thv head he now 
Allowed in some'deep dungeon’s ear¬ 
less den ;— 

Ocniserabte Chieftain ! where and when 
Witt thmi find patience ? Yet die n^Jt > 
do thoii 

Wear rather in thy bonds a cheerful 
brow : . • 

Though fallen thyself, never to rise 
again. 

Live, and take c(.iiiifort. Thou liast 
left behind 

Powers that wdl work for thcc ; air, 
earth, and skies . 

There’s not a breathing of flic roiiimon 
wind 

That forget thee : thou hast great 
allies ; 

Thy friends arc exultations, agonies. 

And love, and man’s unconquerable 
mind, 

IX 

SF.PTKMBrR 1 , 1802 

Among tbp capricious arts ol tyranny that dis- 
nacra tliow times was the chasing o( all 
Negroes from h ranee by decree of thcBOvcrn- 
ment: we had a fellow-passenger wTin w'as 
one of the expelled. 

Wk had a female Passenger who raiue 
From Calais with us, spotless in array,— 
A white-robed Negro, like a lady gay. 
Yet downcast as a womaa^ fearing 
blame : 

Meek, destitute, as seemed, of hope or 
aim 

She sate, from notice turning not away. 
But on all proffered intercourse did lay 
A weight of languid speech, or to the 
same 

. No sign of answer made by word or face : 
Yetstill her eyes retained their tropic fire 
That, burning independent of the mind. 
Joined with the lustre of her rich attire 
10 mock the Outcast—O ye Heavens, be 
kind I 

And feel, thou Earth, for this afflicted 
Race I 

X 

COMPOSED IN THE VALLEY NEAR DOVER, 
ON THE DAY OP LANDING 

Here, on our native soil, we breathe 
once more. 

The cock that crows, the smoke that 
' ' curls, that sound 

Of balls s-'.^osa boys who in yon 
meadow-ground 


In white-sleeved shirts ar^ playing» 
and the roar ; • 

Of the waves breaking on the chalky 
shore ;— 

All, all are English- Oft have I Rooked 
f round • ' 

With jjoy in Kent’s green valet: but 
. never found 

Myself so satisfied in heart before. 
Europe is yet id bonds; pnt let tnat 
pass. 

Thought for another moment. Thou aft 
» free. 

My Country ! and 'tis joy anough i^^d 
pride 

For Wine hour’s jA^rfect bliss, to tread 
the grass 

Of England mice again, and hear and see. 
With such a dear Companion at my 
_ sid^. 

'• C XI 

SEPTEMRER, 2802- NEAR DOVEI^ 

Inland, witl^ a hollow vale, I slood ; 
And saw, while sea'was calm and air 
‘ was dear, * v 

The toast of France—tfir coasf^of France 
how neilT I* • 

Drawn alino^t«in 1 v frightful neighbour- 
hot.d. 

1 sbruAk ; ior verily the barrier flood 
Was like a lake, or river brfght^and fair, 
A span of waters ; yet what power is 
there ! 

What mightiness for evil and for good ! 
Even so doth t.lod protect us if we be 
Virtuous and w'ise. Winds blow, and 
waters roll. 

Strength to the brave, and Power, and 
Deity; 

Yet in themselves are nothing 1 One 
degree 

Spake laws to them, and said that by 
the soul 

Only, the N ations shall be great and free. 

■ XII 

THOUGHT OF A BRITON ON THE SUBJU¬ 
GATION OF SWITZERLAND . 

Two Voices are there : one is of the sett. 
One of the mountains; each a mighty 
• Voice: • 

In both from age to age thou didst re¬ 
joice, 

They were thy chosen music. Liberty t 
^nere came a Tyrant, qpdwith holy glee 
Thou fwught'st against mm; but hast 
vainly striven : 

Thou from thy Alpine holds at l^gth 
4«It driven, 

Wher&^8Ri^^ra%nt murmurs hear^by 

Of one deep bliss^hine ear bath been 
bereft s 
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XVIII 

OCTOBER,1R03 

Onb might believe that natural miseries 
Had blsf^ted France, and made of it 
a land * 

Unfit for men; and that in one great 
band , 

Her sons were bursting forth, to dwell 
at case. 

But 'tis a chosen soil, where sun ant! 

breeze * * 

Shed gentle favours : rural works arc 
there. 

And ordinary business without cafe ; 
Spot rich in'all things that can soothe 
and please ' 

flow pitet^us then that there should be 
such dearth 

Of knowledge; that whole myriads 
should unite 

To work against themselves such fell 
despite : 

Should (nme in phrensy and in drunken 
mirth, 

Impatient to put out the only light 
Of Liberty that yet remains on earth ! 

XIX 

ThicRE is a bondage worse, far worse, 

, to bear 

Than his who breathes, by rouf, and 
floor, and wall, 

Pont in, a Tyrant’s solitary Thrall: 

'Tis his who walks about in the open air. 
One of a Nation who, henceforth, must 
wear 

Their fetters in their souls. For who 
could be, • (free 

Who, even the best, in such condition. 
From self-reproach, reproach that he 
must share 

With Human-nature ? Never be it ours 
To see the sun how brightly it‘will 
shine. 

And know that ncble ieclings, manly 
powers. 

Instead of gathering strengtii, must 
droop and tiine ; 

And earth with all her pleasant fruits 
and flowers 

Fade, and participate in man's decline. 

XX 

OCTODER, JI803 4 

These times strike monied worldlings 
with dismay : 

Even rich men, brave by nature, taint 
the air 

With words of apprehension and despair : 
While tens of thousands, thinking on 
the affray. 

^eo unto whom sufficient tor the day 


And minds not stinted dr untiUed arc 
* ipven, 

Sound, healthy, children of the God ol 
heaven, 

Are cheerful as the rising ^hn ip^ay. 
AVhat do we gather hence biU firmer 
faith 

That every gift of noble origin 
Is br(|athed upon by Hope's percefual 
breath ; 

That virtue and the faculties within 
Arc vital,—aftid that riches are akin 
Vl'o fear, to change, to cowardice, ..^d 
death ? ^ 

•XXI 

liNGLANn ! the time is come when thou 
should'st wean 

Thy hgart from its emasculating food ; 
truth should now be better under- 
Tttood; [seen 

Old things have been unsettled; w«have 
Fair seed-tj|ne, better harvest * might 
have been 

Bfit for thy trespasses ;* and, at this day. 

If ffir Greeiv*, Egypt, Vsdia, ^frica, 

I Aught goocf were destined, thou would’st 
step brtj^ea. • 

England ! ^1 nations in this charge 

rtgree : • [hate, 

Ilut worse, more ignorant in love and 
l’'ar—far more abject, is thine Enemy: 
Therefore the wise pray for thee, though , 
the freight 

Of thy offences be a heavy weight: 

Oh grief that Earth's best hopes rest 
all with Thee ! 

xxn 

OCTOBER, 1803 

When, looking on the present face of 
things, 

1 see one M an, of men the meanest too f 
Raised up to sway the world, to do, 
undo, 

With mighty Nations for his underlings. 
The great events with which old story 
rings 

Seem vain and hollow; I find nothing 
great; 

Nothing is left which I can \Tnerate; 

So that a doubt almost within me 
springs 

()f Providence, such emptiness at length 
Seems at the heart ol all things. But, 
(Heat God! 

1 measure back the steps which 1 have 
trod; 

AiAZi-.^emhle. seeing whence proceeds 
thr^CMuth • • 

Of such poorlfBlimments, with thoughts 
sublime 

I tremble at the sorrow of the time. 
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\ . XXIII 

TO THE MEN OF KENT. OCTOQEE,»l8o3* 

Vanguard oi Liberty, ye mea of Kent, 
Ve children «af a Soil that doth advance 
Her haughty brow against the coast M 
Fiance, 

Now is the time to prove your hardi-i 
ment I 

To France be words of invitatio^ sent! 
They from their fields can see the coun¬ 
tenance • 

Of your fierce war, may ken the glitterir^g 
lance. 

And hear you shouting torth your bjave 
intent. 

r.,eft single, in bold parley, ye, of yore. 
Did from the Norman win a gallant 
wreath; • 

Confirmed the charters that weresvej^r-; 

before;— ^ 

No parleying now ! In Britain is one 
m'eath ; _ 

• We all are with 5^ou now from shore to 
shore :— • ■ 

Ye nipn of Kent,^is victory pr deatl)»' 

.\xiv 

VViiAT if our numbers barely could defy 
The arithmetic of tabes, must loreigu ' 
hordes, 

Slaves, vile as ever were befooled by 
words. 

Striking through English breasts the an- 
ardiy 

Of Terror, bear us to the ground, and tie 
Our hands behind our backs with felon 
cords ? 

Yields every thing to discipline of 
swords ? 

Is man as good as man, none low', none 
high ?— 

Nor discipline nor valour can withstand 
The shock, nor quell the inevitable rout. 
When in some great extremity breaks 
ovit 

A people, on their own beloved Land 
Risen, like one man, to combat in the 
sight 

Of a just ^od lor liberty and right. ^ 

XXV 

LINES ON THE EXPECTED . 
INVASION 
* *1803 

Come ye — who, if (which Heaven avert 1) 
the Land 

Were with herself at strife, woulir|jKMPe 
^oiir stands 

• l.ike gallant Falklan(jL.-by the Monarch's 
side, [pride— 

AncL^ilco Montrose, make Loyalty your 


Come ye—^who. not less zealous, might' 
display 

Banners at enmity with regal sway. 

And, like the Pyms and Miltons of that 
day, • 

Think that a State would live in sounder 
health 

If Kingship bowed its head to ConunoU* 
wealth— 

Ye too—whom no discreditable feaif 
AVctfild keep, perhaps with many a fruit* 
less tear. 

Uncertain what to choose and how to 
iteer— 

And yr—who might mistake for sober 
sense 

And wise reserve the plea of indolence— 
Come ve—w'hatc’er j’our creed —O waken 
ail, I call -, 

Whate’er your tcmjuT, at your Country’s 
Resolving (this a free-born Nation can) 
To have one Soul, and perish to a mail. 
Or save this hoiifnircd Land from every 
Lord 

But British reason and the British 
sword. 

XXVI 

ANTICII'ATION. OCTOBER, l8o3 

Shout, for a mighty Victory is w'on ! 

On British ground the Invaders ar^aid 
low ; * 

The breath of Heaven has drifted them 
like SHOW', 

And left them lying in the silent sun, 
Never to rise again !—the work is done. 
Come forth, ye old men, now in peaceful 
shogi; 

And gre.et your sons 1 drums beat and 
trumpct^ blow ! 

Make merry, wives ! yr little children, 
stun 

Your grandarae's c.ars with pleasure of , 
your noiv-e ! 

Clap, infants, clap your bands 1 Divine 
must be 

That triumph, when the very worst, the 
pain, 

And oven the prospect of our brethren 
slain. 

Hath something in it which the heart 
enjoys :— 

In glory will they sleep and endless 
sanctity. 

XXVII 

NOVEMBER, l8o6 

Another year !—another deadly blow t 
Another mighty Empire overthrown ! 
And We are left, or shall be left, alone: 
The last that dare to struggle with the 
Foe. 
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'Tis well 1 frorrt this day forward wc 
shall know 

That in ourselves our safety mu^t be 
sought; 

That by out own tight hands it must be 
wrought; 

That we must stand unpropped, or be 
laid low. 

O dastard whom such foretaste doth not 
cheer 1 

We shall exult, if they who rule thelwnd 

Be men who hold its man y Idessinps dear, 

Wise, upright, valiant; not a servile 
band, » 

Who are to judge of danger which they 
fear. 

Add honour which they do not under¬ 
stand. 


XXVIII 

ODB 

I 

Who rises on tiie hanks of Seine, 

And binds her tcniples with the civic 
wreath ? 

What joy to read the promise of her 
mien I 

How sweet to rest her wide-spread wings 
beneath s 

But they are ever pi.iving, 

And twinkling in tlie light. 
And, i f a breeze be straying. 
That breeze she will invite ; 

And stands on tiptoe*, conscious she is 
fair. 

And calls a look of love into her face. 

And spreads her arms, as if the general 
air * 

Alone could satisfy her wide embraee. 

—Melt, Principalities, before her melt ! 

Her love ye hailed—her wrath have felt ! 

But She through many a change of ionii 
hath gone, • 

And stands amidst you now an arm kl 
creature. 

Whose panoply is not a thing put on, 

But the live scales of a portnitou.-, 
nature ; 

That, having forced its way from birth 
to birth, 

Stalks round—abhorred by Heaven, a 
terror to the Earth ! 

II 

I marked the breathings of her dra¬ 
gon crest ; 

My Soul, a sorrowful interpreter. 

In many a midnight vision bowed 

Before the ominous aspect of her spear : 

Whether the mighty beam, in scorn up* 
held. 

Threatened her foes,—or, pompously at 
■ nst. 


Seemed to bisect her orbfed shield. • 

As stretches a blue bar of solid cloud 
Across the setting sun and all the fiery 
west. 

■ m 

I III • 

So did she daunt the Earth, add God 
I defy I 

And, i^heresoe'er she spread her sore* 
reignty. 

Pollution tiiiiited all that ivas most pure. 

—Have we noC known—and live wc not 
I to tell— 

That Justice seemed to hear her fiikal 
.knoll ? g, 

Fairli buried deeper in her own deep 
breast 

Her stores, and sighed to find them in* 
soottre \ 

Ai%lJdnpc w<-is maddened by the drops 
that fell 

From shades, her chosen place of strort- 
lived re^. * 

Shame followed shames and woe sup* 
planted woe— * 

Is t^is the iinly chaiif^ that^tiinc can 
sJiow ? • • 

How long ^h^l jgengeance sleep ? Ye 
patient Heavens, how long ? 

—liihfm cjaciilatiod ! from the tongue 
Of Nations wanting virtue to oe strong 
Up to the measure of accorded might, 

And daring not to feel the majesty of 
right! ‘ 

IV 

Weak Spirits are there—who would 
ask. 

Upon the pressure of a painful thing, ' 
The lion’s sinews, or the eagle’s wing; 

Or let tlieir wishes loose, in forest-glade, 
Among the lurking powers 
Of herbs and lowly flowers. 

Or seek, from saints above, miraculous 
aid— « 

That Man may be accomplished for a 
task 

Which his own nature hath enjoined ; 

—and why ? [him, 

If, when that interference h.ath relieved 
I He must sink dotm tti languish 

la worse than former helplessness—and 
lie .1$. 

I Till the caves roar,—and, im- 

j becility 

• Again engendenng anguish. 

The same weak wish returns, that had 
before deceived him. 



But Tli(jlf,^H42£^e Bisposet! mlSiy’st 
not speed 

The course of things, and change the 
creed 



POEMS TO NATIONAL INDEPENDENCE AND LIBERTY 251 

batb been held aloft before | 
men*^ sigjjt 

Since the first framing of socictisl. 

Whether, as« bards have told in anpient 
s 9 ngf • ’ 

Built np t>y soft seducing harmonies ; * 

C)r prest together by the appetite. 

And by the power, of wrong- 


PART II 

I 

OM A CftLIilBR/tTED EVFKT IN ANCIENT 
HISTORY ' 

A Roman master s^nds on Greaan 
ground, " 

And to the people at the Isthmian 
Games 

Assembled, He, by a herald’# voice, 
proclaims • f 

The Liberty of Greece :—the ‘^ords 
gebound 

Until fill voices in one voice^^re dr(»wiicd ; 
Glad acclamation by wnich air was 

rent ! • ’ 

And hi<^d& high 0 ying in thp elemei^t. 
Dropped 10 the»earth, astonished at the 
sound! , _ • 

Yet wore the thoughtfuTgricved ; and 
still that voice* » [ear : 

Haunts, ^ith sad echoes, musing Fancy's 
Ah ! that a Conqueror's words sliould he 
so dear: 

Ah ! that a boon could shed such rap¬ 
turous joys ! 

A gift of that which is not to be given 
By all the blended powers of Earth and 
Heaven. 

II 

UPON THE same event 

When, far and wide, swift as the beams 
of inoi^H 

The tidings passed of servitude repp,aled. 
And of that joy which shook the Isth¬ 
mian Field, 

The rough A£tolians smiled with bitter 
scorn* 

’Tis known," cried they, *' that he, 
who would adorn 

fijs envicA temples with the Isthmian, 
crown, [own, 

:i,ltust either win, through effort of his 
The prize, or be content to see it worn ^ 
Py more deserving brows.—Yet so 
prop, , 

Sons of the brave w^n fouht at Marathon, 
Your feeble spirits ! Gr^reece her head 
hath bowed, ^ 

As if the wreath of liberty ther-o,*" 
Woifld’ffx itself bs smoothly as a c[oud, 
Which, at Jove's will, descends on 
‘Peon's top." 


TO THOMAS CLARKSON, ON THE FINAL 
PASSINC Of THE BILL FOR THE 
ABOLITION OF THE SLAVE TRADE ' 

M^RCH.CSoy 

Clarkson i it was an obstinate hill to 
climb : 

How toilsome—nay, how dire—it was, by 
tbee 

Js known; by none, perhaps, so feelingly: 
Buf Thou, whn, starting in thy fervent 
prime. 

Dids^ first lead forth that enterprise sub¬ 
lime. 

Hast heard the constant Voice its charge 
repeat, [seat. 

Which, out of thy young heart’s oracular 
First roused thee.—O true yoke-fellow 
of Time, 

Duty’s intrepid liegeman, see, the palm 
Is won, and by all Nations shall be. worn f 
The blood-stained Writing is for ever 
torn ; 

And thou henceforth wilt have a good 
man’s calm. 

A jTeat man’s happiness ; thy zeal shall 
'find " [kind I 

Repose at length, firm friend of human 

IV 

A PROplIFCy. FFTIRUARY. l8p7 

High deeds, O Germans, are fo cotfic 
from you ! 

Thus in your books the record shaj[ 
found, 

“ A watchword was pronounced, a potent 
soun4— ’ [dew 

Arminius ! —all the people quake4 li|se 
Stirred by the breeze; they' rose, a 
Nation, true. 

True to herself—the mighty Germany, 
Sheiof the Danube and the Northern Seg, 
She rose, and off at once the yoke shji 
threw. I’tran^: 

All power was given her in the dreadful 
Those new-born Kings she withered Like 
a flame." 

—Woe to them all! but heaviest woe and 
shame 

To that Bavarian who could first advance 
His banner in accursed league with 
France, 

First open traitor to the German name I 


COMPOSED BY THE SIDE OF GRASMERE 
LAKE 

1807 

Cz,ouDS, lingering yet, extend in solid 
bars 
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ntrough the grey west; and lo! these 
waterst steeled 

By» breezeless air to smoothest polish, 
rt-' yield’' 

A vivid'repetitiorf of the stars ; 

Jove. Venus, and the ruddy crest of 
Mars 

Amid his follows beauteously revealed 
At happy distance from earth’s groaniiii! 

field. [wars 

Where ruthless mortals wage incessunf 
Is it a mirror ? —or the nether Sphere 
Opening to view the abyss in which she 
feeds • 

Her own calm fires ?— But list : a voice 
is near; 

Gfeat Pan himself low-whispering 
through the reeds. 

Be thankful, thou; for, if unholy 
deeds 

Ravage the world, tranquillity is here ! ” 

VT 

Go back to antique ages, if thine eyes 
The genuine mien and character would 
trace 

Of the rash Spirit that still holds her 
place. 

Prompting the world's audacious vani¬ 
ties ! 

GobaeJe, and see the Tower of Babel rise ; 
The pyramid extend its iiionstrons base, 

' For some Aspirant of our short-lived 
race. 

Anxious an aery name to immortalise. 
Tbere, too, ere wiles and politic dis¬ 
pute 

Gave specious colouring to aim ana act. 
See the first mighty Hunter leave the 
brute— 

. To chase mankind, with men in armies 
packed 

For his field-pastime high and absolute, 
While, to dislodge his game, cities r.?e 
sacked ! 

VII 

COM.FOSED WHILE THE AUTHOR W'AS 
ENGAOFD IN' W'RITING A TRACT, 
OCCASIONED BY THE CONVENTION 
OF CINTRA 

iSo8 

5 Not ’mid the W’orld’s vain objects that 
enslave 

The free-born Soul—that World whose 
vaunted skill 

In selfish interest perverts the will. 

' Whose factions lead astray the wise and 
brave— 

Not there: but in dark wood and 
cocky cave. 

And hollow vale which foaming torrents 

. ■ fiu, 


With omnipresent mdnnur as they rave 
£>ownitheir steep beds, that never shall 
be still: 

Here, mighty Nature { in. this school 
, sublime ' • 

1 weigh the hopes and fears of suffering ' 
Spain ; 

'For her consult the auguries of timh, .> 
And through the human heart explore my 
way ; 

And look and listen—gathering, whence 
1 may, *' 

Triumph, and thoughts no bondi^e 
can res'rain. 


COMPOSED AT THE .SAME TIME AND ON 
THE SAME OCCASION 

11 i^oypEu niy pen; and listened to the 
Wind 

That sang of trees up-torn and v^sels 
tost— * 

A midnight* hannony; and whollv 
• lost • 

To yie gonial sense by qhains 

confineu , , 

Of business, e^, or pleasure ; or resigned 
To timely sl<<T- Thought I, the im¬ 
passioned straia, 

Which, without aid of nuifibers, 1 
sustain. 

Like acceptation from the World will 
find. * 

Yet some with apprehensive ear shall 
drink 

.4 dirge devoutly breathed o’er sorrows 
past: 

And to the attendant promise will give 
heed — 

The prophecy,—like that of this wild 
blast. 

Which, while it makes the heart with 
sadness shrink. 

Tells also of bright calms that shall 
succeed. 

IX 

HOFFER 

Of mortal parents is the Hero born 
•Bv whom the undaunted Tyiolese are 
' led? 

Or is it Tell’s great Spirit, from the dead 
yieturned to animate an age forlorn ? 

, life comes like Phcebusjt^ougb the gates 
^ ofHnorn 

When dreary darkness is discomfited. 

Yet mark his modest state! upon bis 
^>-«J^ead. 

ThaTstthple crest, a heron’s plui^f, is ,, 
worn. 

O Liberty! they stagger at the shock 
From van to rear—-and with one mind , 
would flee, . ... 




ISlut luif host is buried :—rock on 
rock• 
DescendSl’^^beneath this godlike War- 
ri^, see^l 

Hills, tprrents, woods, embodied Iff' 
bctn<^ 

Th6 TjTant, and confound his cruelty. 

X 

Advasce— come forth from thy Tyro¬ 
lean ground. 

Dear Liberty.! stem NPinph of sou! 

untamed: P 

Sweet Nymph. O rightly of the moun¬ 
tains named! • * 

Through the long chain of Alpj from 
mound to mound 

And o’er the eternal snows, like Kcho, 
bound; • 

I.ike Echo, when the hunter ti^/ at 
dawn 

Ha^roused her from her sleep : and 
forest-lawn, » 

Cliffs, woods itfid caves, her vicwjess 
steps rosourid 

And babble of Irer pastime ?—On, ^hcad 
Power ! • * 

With such invisible ano^n speed thy 
flight, , 

Through* hanging clouds, from "craggy 
height to height, 

Through the green vales and through 
the herdsman’s bower— 

That all the Alps may gladden in thy 
might. 

Here, there, and in all places at one hour. 

XI 


FEELINGS OF THE TYROLFSE 

The Land we from our fathers had in 
trust. 

And to our children will transmit, or die : 

This is our maxim, this oiur piety ; 

And God and Nature say that it is just. 

That which we would perform in arms— 
we must I 

We read the dictate in the infant's eye ; 

' In the wife’s smile ; and in the placid 
4 sky; 

And, at o>ir feet, amid the silent dust 

Of them that were before us.—Sing aloucf 

Old songs, the precious music of the 
heart! 

Give, herds and flecks, your voices id 
the wind P* " j, ' 

While we go forth, a self-devotfd crowd. 

With weapons grasped in fearless hands, 
to assert 

Our virtue, and to vindicate 

j « 

XII 

Alas ! what boots the Jong laborious 
quest . 


Of moral prudence, sought through fopd 
and ill; ' .. 

Or pains abstruse—to elevate the will, ■ 
And lead us on to that transcendent i^t 
Where e\'ery passion shall the sway 
attest 

Of Reason, seated on her sovereign hill; 
What is it but a vain and curious skill, 
If sapient Germany must lie deprest. 
Beneath the brutal sword ?-—Her 
* • haughty Schools 

Shall blush ; and may not we witl- 
sorrow say, 

A few strong instincts and a few plain 
rules. 

Among the herdsmen of the Alps, have 
wrought 

More for mankind at this unhappy day 
Than all the pride of intellect ana 
thought ? 

XIII 

And is it among rude untutored Dales, 
There, and there only, that the heart' 
is true ? 

And, rising to repel or to subdue, 

Is it by rocks and woods that man 
prevails ? 

Ah no though Nature’s dread protec¬ 
tion fails. 

There is a bulwark in the soul. This 
knew 

Iberian Burghers when the sword they 
drew 

In y!aragoza, n:iked to the gales 
Of fiurcely-brcathing war. The truth 
was felt 

By Palafox, and many a brave compeer. 
Like him of noble birth and noble mind ; 
By ladies, ineek-eyed women without 
fear : 

And wanderers of the street, to tvhom 
is dealt 

Thfe bread which without industry 
they find. „ 

XIV 

O’er the wide earth, on mountain and 
on plain. 

Dwells in the affections and the soul 
of man ' ^ 

A Godhead, like the universal Pan ; 

But more exalted, with a brighter train 
And shall bis bounty be dispensed in * 
vain. 

Showered equally on city and on field. 
And neither hope nor steadfast promise 
yield 

In these usurping times of fear and pain ? 
Such doom awaits us. Nay, forbid it 
Heaven ! 

We know the arduous strife, the eternal 

laws 
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. 'po wliich tliS triumph of fill goo4 is 
, given. 

High sacrifice, and labour without pause, 
Eiw to ^the death :—e|^ wherefore 
should the cyp 

' Of man converse with immortality ? 

XV 

On the final submission of the 

TVaOLESE 

It was a moral end fur which theyi 
fought; 

Else how, when mighty Thrones were 
put to shame, « 

Could they, poor Shepherds, have pre¬ 
served an aim. 

A resolution, or enlivening thought ? 

Nor hath that moral good been vainly 
sought: 

For ill their magnanimity and fame 
Powers have they left, an impulse, and 
a claim 

Which neither can be overturned nor 
bought. 

Sleep, Warricirs, sleep! among your 
hills repose ! 

We know that ye, beneath the stern 
control 

Of awful prudence, keep the uiivan- 
quished soul : I 

And when, impatient of her guilt and 
woes, 

Europe breaks iiirth ; then. Shepherds I 
alia)] ye rise 

For perfect triumph o’er j’our Enemies. 

XVT 

Hail, Zaragoza ! If with unwet eye 
W'e can ap]>roach, thy sorrow to behold. 
Yet is the heart not pitiless nor cold ; 
Such spectacle demands not tear or sigh. 
These* desolate remains are trophies 
high 

Of more than martial courage in the 
breast 

Of pe.aceful civic virtue ; they attest 
jiThy matchless worth to all posterity. 
'Blood flowed before thy sight without 
remorse j 

Disease consumed thy vitals; War 
upheaved 

The ground beneath thee with volcanic 
force: 

Dread trials t yet encountered and 
sustained 

Till not a wreck of help or hope remained. 
And law was from necrasity received. 

XVII j 

Say, what is Honour ?—’Tis the finest 
sense 

Qf fustic* whigh the human min4 can i 
frame. 


Intent each Infixing to 4isclaim* 

Ah4 guard the way of life from all 
offence 

Suffered or done. When lawless vio¬ 
lence ' *■' ' 

Ihvades a Kealni, so pressed th&t in the 
scale * 

Of perilous war her weightiest armies 

Honour is hopeful elevation,—wbeufSe 
Glory, and triumph. Yet with politic 
skill 

Epdangered States may yield to terms 
unjust ; ^ 

StcM^o their proud beads, but not unto 
the dust— 

A Foe’s most favourite iiurpose to iul- 
fll : 

Happy vjccasions oft by self-miFtru-st 
ArS ^jrfeited ; but infamy doth kill. 

XVIII 

The martial courage of a day is Vain, 
An empty noise of death the battle’s 
’ roar, *■ 

If vhal hopf be wantl|g to restore. 

Or fortitude Iv wanting to sustain, 
Annies or kitiralqms. , We have he^d a 
strain ^ 

Of tri«m])h, how the labouring Pauu|3e 

A weight of hostile corses : dtcnc|ied 
with gore 

Were the wide fic{ds, the hamlets hc^tped 
with siaid. 

Yet siM? (the mighty tumult overpast) 
Austria a Daughter of her Throne hath 
sold ! 

And her Tyrolean Champion we behold 
Murdered, like one ashore by shipwreck 
cast. 

Murdered without relief. Oh 1 blind 
hold, ' ■ • ^ ■ 

To think that such assurance can stan4 
fast ! ■ ■ . 

XIX 

Drave Schill! by death delivered, fak^ 
thy flight 

From I^russia’s timid region. Go, and 
rest • 

With heroes, 'mid the islands of the 
Blest, '■ ' 

0T in the fields of empyrean light, 
av meteor w^t thou .crying ' a dark 
night: 

Yet shall thy name, conspicuous «m4 
* sublime, “ ' '' 

S^yidJn the spacious firmament of time. 
Fixed as a star : Such gfory is'thyVjgM. 
Alas ! it may not be : icr earthly fame 
Is Fortune’s frail dependant; yet these 
lives 1. 
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\ Juflget who, as man claims by mer|t. 

gives; • 

To whose aJl-pohdering mind a noble 
aim. i> 

Faithfillly kept, is as a noble deed:t 
In whose pure sight all virtue doth 
succeed. 

e XX , 

Call not the royal Swede unfortunate, 
\^o never did to Fortune bend the 
knee j ■ 

Who slighted fear ; rejected steadfasMy 
Temptation: and whose kingly name 
and state » f . 

Have " perished by his choice, and not 
his fate ! ” 

Hence lives He, to liis inner self en¬ 
deared ; • * 

And hence, wherever virtue is j^'p^'ered, 
He^its a mure exalted Potentate, 
Thrancd in the hearts of men. Should 
Heaven ordain 

That this grcaA Servant of a righteous 
cause ^ 

Must still havj; sad or yetting thiAights 
to endure, ^ 

Yet may a synifJathitiiffc' .spirit i>uuse. 
Admonished by theac tiuths, and,quench 
all b^^n. 

In thankful joy and gratulaliun purc.>^ 
XXI 

Look now on that Adventurer who hath 
paid 

His vows to Fortune ; who, in cruel 
slight 

Of virtuous hope, of liberty, and right, 
Hdth followed wheresoe’er a way was 
made • 

By the blind Goddess,—ruthless, un¬ 
dismayed ; 

And so bath gained at length a pros¬ 
perous he'ight, [might 

Round which the elements of worldly 
Beneath his haughty feet, like clouds, 
are laid. 

O joyless power that stands by lawless 
force! [hate, 

urses eye his dire portion, scorn and 
Internal darkness and unquiet breath*; 
And, if old judgments keep their sacred 
course. 

Him from that height shall Health 
prccipitaCu ” , 

By violent and ignominious death. 

XXII y 

Is there a power that can sust'V'^'^id 
• cheer 

The captive chieftain, by a tyrant's 
■ doom, 

1 See Note to Sonnet VIJ, page 343. 


Forced to descend into his destined 
tomb— - 

A dungeon dark ! yi'heie be must w&ste 
the year. 

And lie cut oil from*all his heart holds 
dear; 

What time his injured country Is a 
stage 

Whereon deliberate Valour and the rage 
Of righteous Vengeance side by side 
appear,' 

Filling from morn to night the heroic 
scene 

WiA deeds of hope and everlasting 
praise :— 

Say can he think of this with mind 
Serene 

And silent fetters ? Yes, if visions 
bright 

Shine on his soul, reflected from the 
days 

When he himself was tried in open 
light. 

XXIII 
itiio 

Ah ' where • is Palafox ? Nor tongue 
not pen 

Reports of him, his dwelling or his 
grave I 

Does yet the unheard-of vessel ride the 
wave ? 

Or is she swallowed up, remote from ken 
Of pitying human-nature ? Once again 
Mcthmks that we shall hail thee, Cham¬ 
pion brave. 

Redeemed to baffle that imperial Slave, 
And through all Europe cheer despond¬ 
ing men 

With new-b»)rn hope. Unbounded is the 
might 

Of martyrdom, and fortitude, and right. 
Hurk, how thy Country triumphs !— 
Smilingly 

The Eternal looks Upon her sword that 
gleams. 

Like his own lightning, over tnounlaius 
high. 

On rampart, and the banks of all her 
streams. 

XXIV 

In due observance of an ancient rite, 
The rude Biscayans, when their children 
lie 

Dead in the sinless time of infancy, 
Attire the peaceful corse in vestments 
white; 

And, in like sign of cloudless triumph 
bright, [brows 

They bind the unoffending creature's 
With happy garlands of the pure white 
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, Then do a festal company unite 

In cfacnral song ; and, while the uplifted 
cross 

Of Jesus goes before, the child is borne 

Uncovered to his ^ave : ’tis closed,— 
her loss 

The Mother thgn mourns, as she needs 
must mourn : 

But soon, through Christian faith, is 
grief subdued; 

And joy returns, to brighten fortilusle.' 

XXV 

feelings ok a nohle biscavan at^ne 

OF THOSE Kl'NEKALS 

1810 


Or the soft breezes from the Atlantic 
• sea. 

The dews of morn, or April’s tender 
shower ? . . ,. 

Stroke merciful and welcome would that 


be 

Which should extend thy branches on . 
the ground. 

If never more within their shady rouhd 
Those lofty-minded Lawgivers shall 
meet, 

Peasant and lord, in their appointed 
t scat, % 

Guardians of Biscay’s ancient liberty.. 

‘ XXVII 


Y^t, yet, Biscayans ! we must iiiecl our 
Foes 

With firmer soul, yet labour to regain'* 
Our ancient freedom ; else 'twere woise 
than vain 


To gather round the bier these festal 
« shows. 

A garland fashioned of the pure white 
rose 

Becomes not one whose father is a 
slave : 

Oh, liear the infant covered to liis grave ! 

These venerable mountains now (uiclosc 

A people sunk 111 apathy and Ic.ir. 

If this endure, farewell, for us, all good ! 

•The awful light of heaveiily inuocence 

Will fail to illiuniuate the infant’s bier ; 

And guilt and shame, Iroin w'hich is no 
defence, 

Desci’iid on all that issues from our 
blood. 

XXVT 

THE OAK OF OriCKNICA 


The ancient oak of fjueriiic.i, says Lalwrde in 
his arcoiuit of Biscay, is a most \-oiicrablc 
natural luoinumeut. i ercliBand and Isaliell.!, 
in thc! year 1470, a Tier hearing mass in tnc 
' church of S.iiitn Maria dc la Antigua, lep.urf J 
to this tree, under win they swore to the 
Biscayans to main lam their fueros (pcn'ileges) 
What other interest beioiigs to it in thc 
niiiids ol this people wiil .ippear from the 
following. 


SUPPOSED ADDRESS TO THE SAME 

1810 

Oak of Guernica ! Tree of holier power 

Than that which in Dudoiia did en- 
shrine 

(Si? faith too fondly deemed) a voice 
divine 

^Heard from the depths of its aerial 

", bower— 

’How cans! thou flourisli at this blighting 
hour ? 

What hope, what joy can sunshine 
. bring to thee. 


INDIGNATION OF A HIGH-MINDED 
SPANIARD 

^ • 1810 

We can endure that He should waste 
uur lands. 

Despoil our ^.mplcs, and by sword and 
flame ' , [came ; 

Rot lira us to the dust irom which we 

Such rfood a -''yrant’s ai^etitc demands : 

And we can br''t)k the t!.ought that by 
his liands_^. ,*■ 

Spain may be overpowered, and he 
possess, ' 

For his delight, a solemn wilderness 

Where .all thc liravc lie dead. But, 
when of hands 

Which he will break for us he dares to 


speak. 

Of benefits, and of a future day 
When our enlightened minds shall bless 
his sway; 

7 'Ac», the strained heart of fortitude 
proves weak ; , 

Our groans, our blushes, our pale cheeks 
declare * 

That he has power to inflict what we 
lack strength to bear. 

XXVIII 

Avaitnt all specious pliancy of mind 
111 men of low degree, all smooth pie* 
teiice ! 

I better like a blunt indiflcrence. 

And self-respecting slowness, dfsinclined. 
To win me at first sight: and be there 
joined 

Patience and temperance with this 
I high reserve, - 
Honour*'that knows the path and will ^ 
not swerve ; 

Auctions, which, if put to proof, are 

And piety towards God.e Such men-of 
I old 

Were England’s native growth; and* 

I throughout Spains 
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(Tfianki God) forests of such 

Tomaiii.: ■«' . 

' Then for that Coxintry let our hopes 
befeold;u .' 

For matehed 'with.Vthese shall policy*| 
pro^ vain. 

Her arts, herisitrength. her iron, and 
,^er golcLf^^ 

- -' >! «'> 1 ' • 

^ , XXIX 

• “ 1810 , 

O’esweenimg Statesmen have full long, 
relied " ' * 

On fleets and armies^ and cxteriul 
wealth: 

But from tinthin proceeds a Nation's 
health ; 

Which shall not fail, though poqjir men 
cleave with pride 

To the paternal floor; or turn ajiae. 
In th% thronged city, from the walks of 
gadi, * 

As being all unworthy*to detain 
A Soul by coiitezllplation sanctified. ' 
There Are who cstflnot langivsh '*in Viis 
strife, • , 

Spaniards oi every ^anl^ jjy'whom the 
good 

Of such high course \tas felt and unJer- 

-, , stood? 

■ Who to their Country’s cause have 

. bound a life 

^rewhila. by solemn consecration, given 
To labcW, and to prayer, to nature, and 
to heaven.' 


.V ' ' XXX 

. THE FRENCH AND THE SPANISH GUERILLAS 

Hvkger, and sultry heat, and nipping 
blast ‘ 

Ftom bleak hill-top, and length of march 
by night 

Through heavy swamp, or over snow- 
clad ntSght— 

These hardship.s ill-sustained, these 
- dangers past. 

The roving Spanish Bands arc reached 

. at last, 

.v^^ged, a^d dispersed like foam: but | 
as a flight 


And' fhus from year to year his Walk 
they thwart, , 

'And hang like dreams around his guilty' 

' . bed. 

xxxi' ■' ’ 

SPANISH GUERILLAS 
j8ii 

They seek, are sought; to daily battle 

. . led. 

Shrink not, though far outniimbered ’ 
by llieir Foes, 

For tj^ey have learnt to open and to . 
close 

The ridges of grim war j and at their 
head 

Are captains such as erst their country 
bred 

Or fostered, self-supported chiefs,—^like 
those 

Whom hardy Rome was fearful to 
oppose ; 

Whose desperate shock the CartlnF^ 
ginian fled. 

In One who lived unkn^i^Q ^ shepherd’s ' 
life 

KedoubLcd Viriatus breathes again; 

.And Mina, iioiurished in the studious 
shade, 

With that great Leader * vies, who, 
sick of strife *■ 

LAnd bloodshed, longed in quiet to be 
laid 

In some green island of the western 
main. * > 

XXXII 

1811 

The powei' of Armies is a visible th in g., . 

Formal, and circumscribed in time and ' 
space; v 

But 'who the limits of that power shall ' 
trace ' 

Whicli a brave I»eaple into light can 
bring ?- 

Or hide, at will,—for freedom combating . 

By just revenge inflamed ? No foot ' 

-> may chase, 

aNo eye can follow, to a fatal place 


im scatterel quails by signs do reumte. i whether on the 


.'■’ V^th .combinalflkH/s of long-pragtised 
-ifft. 

Gone an they, viewless as the buried 
dead: 




" Poeman's heart J 


Where now?—Their sword is ?*-fltei 
lart J 

character of the £_ 
t!h^j|^tiineiit of these last | 


4 the wind 

Within its awful caves.—From year tq 
year .' 

‘““j/Springs this indigenous produce far 


and near, 

No craft this subtle element can bind, 
nuaii a ucm.L i j water from the soil, to find 

" .1 See Laborde’s character of the Spanish ' in every nook a Up that it may cheex- 

pehple; torn --* " - ' 

two llnesis taf 






4 Sertptius. , ,j' ' ' 
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/ ' ' xxxm 

/'•V''. i' X 8 it ■' 

JElkss pftuse: the poet claims at least his 

v' ‘ Z ' '■■' '■ e S'- 

. > ' virtuous Liberty hath been the 

scope 

■o;:' pf ms pure song, which did not shrink 
from hope 

\Xn the worst moment of these evil days ; . 


^e called on Frost's inexorable *tooth 
Life to consume in, Maimpod's firmest 
hold ; 

Nor spared the re'm’end- blood that 
« feebly runs; « 

For why—unless for liberty enrmied 
And sacred home-^-ah! why should'., 
hoary Age be hold , ,, 

______, Fleet the Tartar’s reinless steed, 

'^flrom hope, the paramount duty that i Rut fleeter far the pinions of the Wjnd,:*; 

Which from S'iberian caves the Monarch 
, freed, 

And sent him forth, with sqnadroiS o£ 

\ his kind, c 

And bade the Snow their ampls backsfi 
bestride. 

And to the battle ride. 

No pitying voice commands a halt, 
;^urage can* repel the dire assault; 
Distracted, spiritless, benumbed, and 

blind. ,' 

Whole legions sii^—and, in one instant, 
find ^ 

Burial ^d death : look for them—and 
^descry,' '' ..v - 

When inori; returns, bimeath the clear 

blue sky^ ^ < 

A soundless waste, a trackless vacancy f 


Heahren lays, 

'''For its own honour, on man’s suffering 
’i': heart. ♦- 

•x-a’Idver may from our souls one truth 
dep.art— 

■' ^Tftat an ‘accursed thing it is t<j gaze 
i '0n prosperous tyrants with a dazzled 
eye; 

Nor~touched with due abhorrence of 
. their guilt 

For whose dire ends tears flow, and blood 
.‘ 'Sv is SYiilt, 

Ana justice labours in extremity — 
Forget thy weakness, upon which is 
built, IT 

O wretched man, the throne of tyranny ! 
XXXIV 

' , THE FBEJfCH ARAfV IN RUSSIA 

' ^ 1812-13 

Humanity, delighting to behold 
A fond reflection of her own decay. 
Hath painted. Winter like a traveller 
old» 

lapped on a staff, and, through the 
sullen day. 

In hooded mantle, limping o’er the plain. 
As though his weakness worq disturbed 
by pain : 

Or, if a juster fancy should allow 
! An undisputed symbol of coruniand. 


XXXV 

ON THE same occasion 

Storms, resound the praises of your ^ 
King! 

And VC mild Seasons—in a sunny clime, 
Midway on some high hill, while Father 
Time 

Looks on delighted—meet in festal rink, 
And loud and long of Winter’s triumim 
sing ! 

Sing ye, with blossoms crowned, and 
fruits, and flowers. 


The chosen sceptre is a withered botgh, 1 Of Winter's breath surcharged with 
” ■ .... - ■ sleety showers. »• 

.4ud the dire flapping of his hoary wing ! 
Knit the blithe dsmee upon the soft 
green grass ; 


Infirmly grasped within a palsied h::ad. 
These emblems sirit the helpless and 
forlorn 

But mighty Winter the device shall, 
scorn. 


With feet, hands, eyes, looks, lips, report 
. . your gain; 

^-^ **''’**—dread Winter ! who beset. * Whisper it to the billows ofethe main, 

‘ Flinging round van and rear his ghastly And to the agrial zephyrs as they p.sss. ‘ 
^ net. That old decrepit Winter —He hath slain '' 

That host, when from the regions of the ^That Host, which rendered all your 
, ^ Rci® j • bounties vain ^ ^ 

They shrunk, insane ambition’s barren" % wvirr 

1 r X 


goal-— 

v',:.*Th»t host, as huge, and strong as e'er *^Y Moscow self-devoted to a blase 
M’: defied \*^Teadful sacrifice: by Kussian 

..Their God, and placed their trust in Lav^ised in fight with desperate hardf-. 

human pride 1 hood; ‘ * 

; As fathers persecute rebellious sons, The unfeeling Elements no claim shallT 
..He smote tjte.blossoms of their warrior raise ^ 

■ ;. ;, , _ , . ■■ ■ y our just .praise 
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For wtiat Me did and suffered Pledges Perhtit his heart to kindle, and to em- 
sure; • brace 


Of a deliverance absolute and pure (Though (t were only for a moment’a , ' 
She gasre, if Faith might tread the beaten space) 

ways . • The triumphs of this Hour; for they are ; 


Of Providence. But now did the Most 
High 

£^t his still small voice ;—to quell that 
Host' ' ' • ' 

Cathered his power, a manifest ally; 


THINfc I 


XXXIX 

ODE 

1S14 


xjrctuic&cu 4AAa a uiaiiiic^av camay s ^ Cannina PQSSU "1 1I* 

He,- whose heaped waves qpnfoun'ded the i>onari>. et pictium diceremmeri. 

proud boast , Non lucisa nntis tnariiiora publicis. 

Of Pharaoh, said to Famine, Snow, aifd Per qnasj'iritusHtviiareait bonis 
Frost, m jnorlwn diibicus. 

the strife by ^eadhest victory! ” 1“ 

XXXVII rhartae silcant quod bene feceria 


THE GERMANS ON THE HEIGHTS OE 
HOCKHEIM * . a 


•-clanus indicant 

Landes, quam-Pierides; ittque. 

Si rharta? silcant quod bene feceris,'^ 

Mcrcedetii tuleiis.- Hor. Car. 8. Lib. 4. 

I 

When the soft hand of sleep had closed - 
the latch 

Oil the tired household of corporeal sense,' 


- , _ WHEN inc soil nano or sieep naa ciosea - 

Abruptly paused the strife ;—the tield the latch 

throughout Oii the tired household of corporeal sense,' 

Restifig upon his arms eachj^arrior stood. And Fancy, keeping unrclurtant watch*^,' 
Checked in the very act and deed of Was free her choicest favours to ISis- 


blood, 


pe-nse ; 


With, breath su^euded, lil^ a list§ning I saw, in wondrous, perspective dis 


scout 


played. 


O Silence ! thou mjprt jirjthftr of a shout A landscape more august than happiest 
That through the texture* of you azure skill 

donw • > Of pencil ever clothed with light and’ 

Cleaves its glad way, a cry of harvest shade j 

home An interinlnglcd pomp of vale and hill, 

^ Uttered to Heaven in ecstasy devout ! City, and naval stream, suburban grove. 
The barrier Rhine hath flashed, through And stalely forest where the wild deer 
■■ff, bdttle-smoke, rove: 

On men who gaze heart-smitten by the Nor wanted lurking hamlet, dusky 


view. 


towns. 


As if all Germany had felt the shock And scattered rural farms of aspect 


—Fly, wretched Gauls ! ere they t^e 
charge renew 

Who have seen—themselves now casting 
off the yoke— 


bright ; 

And, here and there, between the pks- , 
toral downs. 

The .iziire sea iipswelled upofa the sight. 


The unconquerable Stream his course ; h'lur prospect, such as Britain only 


pursue 


XXXVIII 

NOVEMBER, zSiB 


shows ! 

But not a living creature could be seen. 
Through its wide circuit, that, in deep 
repose. 


Now that all hearts are glad, all faces And, even to sadness, lonely and serene, 
bright. Lay hushed; till—through a portal in 

aged^ovcreign sits, to the ebb and the sky 

flow [woe? Brighter than brightest loop-hcle, in a 

Of states and kingdoms, to their jov or storm. 

Insensible. He sits deprived of sight. Opening before the sun's triumphant 


' "'^^liom no weak hopes deceived ^ whos«il Issued, to sudden view, a glorious Form ! 

mind ensued, [tude. Earthward it glided with a swift descent; 

" , Through perilous war, with regal fortL Saint George himself this Visitant must 
Peace that should claim respect from be; 

lawless Might. - ' And, ere a thought could ask on what 

King of "Kings, vouchsafe a rav intent 
. divine He sought the regions of humanity# 

■ Tq his forlorn condition ! let thy grace A thrilling voice was beard, that vivified 
; Upon his in mercy shine f , City and field and flood;—aloud it cried— 


d lamentably wrapt in twofc Id nighty 


eye— 
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Tbowgh from mv celestial h<‘me, 

*'Lake a Cbampion. <umt-d 1 come; 
** On my helm the dragon crest, 

” And? tne red cross on mv hreast. 

“ I, the Ouardian <A this Land, 

“ bpcdk not now oi toilsomt. duty , 
“Well obeyed was that command— 
“Whence bright da>s of festive 
beautV. 

“Haste, Virgins, ha<ite I —the flowers 
which summer gavi • * 

" Have pensile d in the field 
But the green thickets {lenteoush 
shall \ield *' 

*■* tit garlands for the In < 

^'That^will be welcome if b\ sou 

* entwined 

‘HdsU, Virgins, haste ind \ou, m 
M itrons grase 

‘C»o forth with rival vouthfulness of 
mind, ' 

‘And g-ither whit \t find 

* Of hards laurel and wild hulls boughs— 
lo deck vour stern Defenders modest 

brems ' 

“ Such simple gifts prep ire, 

‘ 1 hough thc> hue i, lined a wnrthici 
meed 

“ And in due tune shall share 
Those palms anti im iraiithnu wn aths 

“ I’nto their niirt\red t omitrvmen de 
ere ed 

‘In realms where everlasting freshness 
breathes » 

II 

And lo ' with crimson banners prouellv 
stre amiiig. 

And upright weapons wmocentlv gleam 
ing, 

\loiig the surf are of a spacious plain 

Advance iii order the redoubted Bauds, 

And there receive gieen chaplets from 
the bauds e 

Of a fail female tram— 

Maids and Matrox s, dight 
In robe s of dazahng w hite . 

While from the crowd bursts forth a 
raptur lus noise 

B> the cloud-cipt hills retorted 
And a thiong of rosv boss 
Jn loose f isluon tell their joys 


II, . . . ^ iii^ .. . 

^AbiUtv like splendour to endurj: ‘ 
l^ntered, with streaming thousands, 
through the gate, 

I saw the banquet spread faeaeath 4 
• Dome of st^te, • 

A lofty Dome, that dared to emulate 
Ihe heaven of sable night 
With stirry lustre, 3 ret had power to 
' throw 

Solemn effulgence, clear as-solar bght, 
1 pon a priQcel) compady below, 
\\hile the vault rang with choral har* 
' moiu, a 

Like some N>mph haunted grot ben^th 
the roaring sea ™ 

—No sooner ctased that peal, than 
the virge 

Of (xii^tatiuii hung a d.rge 
I\eit,hed fmm a soft and loneh ulstrU' 
ntnt 

That kindled recollections , 

Of agonised affections. 

And, thoultli some teirs the 
attended, ' 

TJhe mournful passrt,-! ended 
In ptaci of sy,arit, andeublnfic content* 


strain 


But 


iva 

wither, 


festal shows 
and sweetest 


It g irlands 
(Ic { irt, 

1 ikt dr( tms Ihemsclvts , 
s ruiid 

(Albf It of effect profound) 
rt w IS— ind It IS goiir ' ^ 

\Kt(n >us i ngland * bid the silent AR 
Kvtlvct, in glowing hues that shall not 
fadt, 

Those high achievements even as she 
• arraj ed 

With sieond life the deed of Marathon 
L pun Athenian walls , 

*^0 inav slir labour for thv civic haUs 
And be the guardian spaces 
Of consecrated places. 

As nobly graced bv Sculpture’s patient 
1 toil, 

And let imperishable Columns rise 
Fixed m the depths of this courageous 
soil, 

t-Cxprc-ssive signals of a glorias strife. 
And competent to shed a spark divine 


a _ 

Audgrev hairedsires,onstatfssuppeirted, Into the torpid breast of daily life. 
Look round, and bv their smibng seem .Records on which, for pleasure of all eyes, 
tusav, Ihe mornmg sun^n^av shme » 

Thus strives a grateful Country to dis With vratulaljjon thofofighly benign ' 
plav V 

The mightv debt which nothing can \ ve, Pierian Sisters, sprung from 


Irepav 


HI 


Anon before m> xigbt a palace rose 
Built of all precious substance-,,—so pure 
And eaquixite, that sleep alone bestows 

j 1 


iS And V 

4nd sage 
blarr^ 

I From >uur first mansions, exiled all too 
I long 


love 

;e Mnemosynee- 


-full lon^ de. 


Ul K S 
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Hpaven ! 


,x‘-’ ■ 


*^-i' 

* I 

* 1 ^ ' 


^rokn ntan^'a hallowed stream and grov«, I And to inflict shame’s salutary' stings ' 
'D.ear native regions where ye iifont^to On the-remorseless hearts of men grown?/ 
' rove, ‘ ’ ‘w . old' ■■ . ;v, 

, ‘Chantfhe foi* patriot heroes the^lreward In a blind worship i' men perversely- 
,• pf n^W-dyleg song 1 * bold 

,t»fow (for, though TTuth descending from Even to this hour.—yet. some shall ? 

' . wj .'aboye'yt|f§?‘’”$^ now forsake 

'Tlie Olympian^ summit hath d^troyed Their monstrous Idol if the dead e’er*?' 
^ for aye'^^?''' spake, 't- 

Yom kin 4 »'a Deities, Ye live and move, ,To^warn the living^} if truth were evrr/?; 
Spared ^'dbeisance frompperpetual love told 

For privilege'redeemed of godlike sway) By aught redeemi'd out of the hollow^.. 
,Now, on tne;.Tnargin of some spoti^s ' gtravif: 

; ';^,fount'ain',^'' • # 0 intirdf-red Piiiice! meek, loyaL*;- 

.ep£)r top serene of unmolested jnountitm, I pious, brave ! 

Strike audibly the noblest of your 1 \tcs, | The jiowcr of retribution once w'fts given i, ' 

. And for a moment meet the soul’s desires!; Hut 'tis a rueful thought that wilfbw- 
' That i, or some more favour^ Bard, bands 

may hear * I often lie the thunder-wielding han^ = 

^ What ye, celestial Maids! have%flcii! Of Justice sent to earth from highest 
•png 

, Of Britain’s acts,—may ggteh it with 
, rapt ear, 

•And give the treasure to our British 
k>ngiip! ^ • a 

' > So shall the characters -of that proud 
: page • • ,,, 

Support their mighty theme from age 
-to age; • * 

' ,And, in the desert places of the earth, 

' .■'.‘When they to future empires have given 
birth, 

$0 shall the people gather and believe 
;''il^he bold report, transferred to every 
clime; 

’ And the whole arorld, not envious but 
admiring, 

; ' And to the like aspiring. 

Own—that the progeny of this fair Isle 
'/• flad power as lofty actions to achieve 
As were performed in man’s heroic prime: 

Nor wanted, when their fortitude bad 
held 

Its even tenor, and the foe was queued, 

A corresponding virtue to beguile 
«' The hostile purpose of wide-wasting 
" \ Time— 

' ,«:^at not in vain they laboured to secure, 

-f For.the-irgreat deeds, perpetual memory. 

And fame as largely spread as land ancf 

{«^ '■ ,sea, 

'V'By Works of spirit high and passion 
,:PU« « •V 

XL •• 


s'?'.* 

^'\reEU»GS OF 


A FRENCH ROYALIST, 

THE DISINTERMENT OF THE REMAl^ 
* ^ , or THE DUKE D’ENCHIEN 

’ JDXAft Reliquea l from a pit of vilest 
mould 


Upriseh'—to 



among 


ancestral 


XU 

OCCASIONFU BV THE BATTLE OF 
WM'MiLOO 

(Ttu: l^st six lilies intended for an Iiiscriptioni!''r 
- rEBRI'AKV, 1S16 

Intrepid sons of Albion! not bv you ?• 
Is life despised ; ah no, the spacious-' 
earth 

Ne’er saw a race who held, by right of •> 
birth. 

So many objects to which love is due : 7 

\'e slight not life—to God and nature 
true : 

But death, becoming death, is dearer far«.:. 
W’hen duty bids you bleed in open war:?* 
Hence hath your prowess quelled that*?- 
impious crew. 

Hcrwjs I—for instant .sacriflcc prepared 
Yet filled With ardour and on triumphtaa, 
• bent - 


’Mid direst shocks of mortal accident-^-? 
To you who fell, and you whom slaughter-.j' ■ 
spared - 

To guard the fallen, and consummate '' 
the event, 'p' 

Your Country rears this sacred Monur-i 
ment ! 


■'V-V 


XLII 

SIF.GF, OF VIENNA RAISED BY 
JOHN SOBIESKI 
FEBRUARY, l8l6 

O, FOR a kindling touch from that piK]e' '^' 
flame 

Which minist^ed, erewhile, to a sacriflee 7? 
Of gratitude, beneath Italian skies, ' 

Ill words like these; “ Up, Voice of - ? 
song ! proclaim 


' 1" ThySWW rgpture with celestial ainii'-T. 
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mA « ifn — 

•‘.For lo! the 


Imjjexial Cit^ stands 
by the 


In! 

i^eleosed 

. '"Frum abondajee threatened 
-;< . embattled Ea^t, 

;• ’“ Attd Christepdom respires ; from guilt 
. and shame 

• ■ j Redeemed, from miserable fear set free 
‘'' V By one dayS feat, one mighty victory. 
>~^hant the Deliverer’s praise in cver\^ 
tongue! ■ . 

*‘The cross shall spread, the crescent 
, hath waxed dim ; 

,. ’* He conquering, as in joyful Haaven 
-- .. is sung, 

/’ ** He CONQUCIUNU THROT'r.H (lOD, AXI> 

. God uy 


’■ XLIIl 

OCCASIONED BY THE BATTLE OE 
WATERLOO 
FEBRUARY, l8l6 

The Bard—whose soul is meek as dawu- 
ing day, 

-Vet trained to judgments righteously 
severe, 

Fervid, yet conversant with holy fear; 

• As recognising one Almighty sway : 

He—whose experienced eye can pierce 
the array 

Of past events ; to whom, in visum clear. 

The aspiring heads of future things ap¬ 
pear, 

'Like mountain-tops whose mists have 
rolled away—- 

Assoiled from all encumbrance of our 
time,* 

He only, if such breathe, in strains 
devout 

Shall comprehend this victory sublime : 

Shall worthily rehearse the hideous rout, 

The triumph haU, which iTum their 
peaceful clime ‘ 

Angels might welcome with a chi.t^al 
shout! 








how oft have 
the Al- 


• ^ 


XLIV 

Emeerors and Kings, 
temples rung 

With impious thanksgiving, 
mighty’s scorn ! 

-How oft above their altars have been 
h»mg 

’ . Trophies that led the good and wise toi appear, 

mourn | Wher^er b;]|lts 

■ Truimphant WTong, battle of battle born, [ where’er ” 
;^d Borrow that to fruitless sorrow climg! 

from Heaven-sancJ;ioned victory, 

- Peace is sprung ; 

■ >*l|i this firm hour Salvation lifts her horn, 
r See ^ilioata’S Ode. 

S ftokp all thto wwM’e eacttmbrane* did 


Glory to arms I But, eemseiouB that the 
^ nAve 

Of^p^ar reason, long mistrusted, freed,^^: 
Four wones, ye Powers, frhni dtlly fear^ 
to swerve! • " 

Be just. Lie grateful ; nor, the opfaressor's 
creed ' , v / , 

Reviving, heavier chastis^i^ent deseryc . 
Than ever forced unpitiedlpartB to bleed.-', ' 

. XLV , 

ODE 
z8i5 

iMAGTNATfON—^ne’er before content. , 

But ay^ascending, restless in her pride'/ 
From all that martial feats could yield*'f 
Tcvjier fiesires, or to her hopes present— 
Stodfc.t'd to the Victory, on that Belgic 
field, 1 

Achic\'ed, this closing deed magni^ent. 
And with*vhe embrace was satisfied. 

• —Fly, ministers oftFamc, 

With c\'ery help that yje from earth and ■ 
neaven mgy claimY * 

Bear through the -worla these tidiilgs 
of delight*’. * * 

—Hoi>’-s, Days, andt Months. haVt borne . 

them in the sight * 

Of mortals, hurrying like a sudden shower., 
That land-ward stretches from the sea. 
The morning's splendours to devour j * 
Bui this swift travel scorns the company 
Of irksome change, or tlueats from sadi- 
dejiing power. 

— Y'ke shock is given-^the •Adversaries^.,. 

bleed — ' ' ' 

Lo, Justice triumphs/ Earth is treed/ ' 
Joyful annunciation!—^it went forth— 

It pierced the caverns of the sluggi^ 
North— 

It found no barrier on the ridge 
Of' Andes—frozen gulphs became its 
bridge— [freight— 

The vast Pacific gladdens with the 
Upon the Lakes of Asia 'tis bestowed— 
The Arabian desert shapes a willing road 
Across her burning breast, 
liFor this refreshing incense* 4 rom the'..-. 
West!— 

Where snakes and lions breed. 






(Where towns and cities thick as stags 'v 

ate *gathered* andk./ 

Vbe upturned soil receives the hopeful"'' 
TtWr thr Sun rules, and cross the abtuT 
M night— ^ 

The unwearied arrow hath pursuea itgi' 
flight! ' 

The .eyes of goo*! 


eyes good tbailkfully ; 
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* Aod in its darkling progress read ■ 
Of \irtue crowned with glory’s deathless 
meed 

rvrants exuk to hear of kingdoms won, 
\nd slates are*pleased to learn that 
mikbty feats are done 
Lven the proud realm, from vthost dis< 
• tracted borders 

This mess«iM|iiof good was launfihed m 
air, 

France, humbled France, amid her wild 
disorders. 

Feels, and hereafter shall the truth d/ 
dare , # 

That she too lacks not rt ason to rejoice, 
\nd utter England s name with sadl\ 
plausivc voice 

" • • 

ginuuK. glor>, pure rtnown ' 

And W(U might it beseem that mighty 

Fpwii 

Into whose bosom tartha laist treasures 
flow, . 

To whom all pe^ecuted men retreat 
Tf a nrw templtmf*- her vothe lrn> 
High on the shite of sih ft-Jhaiius—to 
greet • *» , 

Thf pcaciful guest ancing fr un afat 
Bright bqithi T ibiic as i star * 
iresh risen and beautiful iMthm '— 
thirc nuLt 

»D«pendence infitiitc, proportion iiist 
A Pile thit (iiace appiosfs mu liniL 
cm trust 

With His most sacied wealth heroic 
dust 

III 

But if the > aliant of this laud 
In reveiential modesty demand. 

That allobsert aiice due to them be]>ud 
Where th(ir SCI one progenitors irc liid 
liiiigs, warriors high souled poets siuit 
like sages. 


1 or them who bravely stood unhurt, or 

bkd 

With medicable wounds, or found their 
graves 

Upon the battle fleld,*ur under oceans 
wa\ es * 

Or where con ducted home m single state, 
And long proci s<'inu there to he, 

IVhere their sons ons and ill posterits, 
Unheard bv them, their deeds shall celc 

*Virafp • 


IV 


Nor will thf (lod of place md love 
Such martial sirvui disapprove 
He guides the pt stilenee—the cloud 
Of locusts tr ivels ou His breath , 
lh( iLgioii thit m hope w is ploughed 
His dioii^lit c msumis Ilis mildew tamts 
with death 

He springs the hushed Volcano s mim, 
He j>uts the I irthquake on htt still 
design 

Darkens the sun hath bade the forest 
' sink, 

And drinking towns and citie>s, still can 
drink 

Cities and towns—tis Thou—the work 
is Ihiiie 

The liitti loriiido sleeps withm Thy 
eoiiits — 

He bears the word He flies - 
And iiiVRs perish iii thur poits 
I or th m art aiigrv with Ihine enemies I 
r 1 these ind tnouniing for our errors, 
\rid sms that point their terrors. 

We bow our heads b fore Ihee, and we 
laud 

And inagnifv lh> name Almight} ChkI < 
But Mail is thv most awful instrument, 
Ill weiring out a pure intent, 
rh gi cloth st the wicke d in their daz 
__ zling mail 

1 n Jaiid s'Slustnous sons of long, long And for Ihv iighteous puipos^they pre- 
ages 


Be It nut unurdamed that solemn rites 
Witbm the ciicint of those Gothic walls 
'jhall be pe rformed at pregnant intervals 
C aminemrfation holy th it unites 
1 be living generations with the dead 
B> the deep so d moving sense 
Of rehgloiis eloquence — 4 


Thine arm freim peril guards the coasts 
Of them who in Ihv laws dehght 
Ihv presence turns the scale of doubtful 

V fight, 

Iremendous God of battles. Lord of 
Hosts ' 


By visual pump^ and by the tie 
Ox sweet ana threatrnmg haiihony 
Soft notes, awful as the omen j. 

Of destructive tempests coming ^ 

\nd e'icapmg from that sadness ‘>'1 

1^0 elevated gladness 
Vy’nile thewhite-Fob d choir attendant. 


I 111 ear —to Thte— 

,Father and Judge of all. with fervent 
tongue 

But in a gentler strain 
Of eontemidation, by no sense of wrong, 
(Too quick and keen) mmted to disdam 
Under mouldering banners pe ndart | Of pitv plcadmg from the heart in vain— 
Provoke all potent symphonies to raise I "lo Thfb —lo rntr 
bonga of ppai^e, jjll^st Goa of Cfajristiaiiiscd Humanity 
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Shall prajsffl 'be pi^utcd fcalh, and 
thanks ascend, ^ 

That Thou hast brought our warfare to 
an end. 

And that we neeAno second vlcto^^ ' 
Slust, above 4ueasure blest, 
if on 1 by love oiir Land her hopes shall 
rest, 

And all the Nations labour to fulfil 
Thy law, and h\e htntcfurlh m peau 
lu pure good will • ' 

XLVI ^ 

ODE 

THl MORNING OF 1111 DA\ AlI'OlMfU 
FOR A GLNrUAL TIf \^h^GI\ I\G 
JAMAR\ iS iSlG 

1 

Haii, orient Conqiuroi of glooinv Night < 
Ibuu that caubt bind tbt bliss of grati- 
tud( 

On lieait*! howc ii insensible or rude . 
Whetlur rhv punctu il \ isitatioiis smite 
The haughty lowers where luoiiaicbs 
dw (11 

Or Thou, impartial Sun, with prcstiici 
blight 

Chccr’st the low thrishold of tlu pca- 
sanl s tlII ' 




Jhou who dost warm Earth’s uiiiver^ 
mould, 

And for Thy bounty wert not unadored 
By pious men of old;« • 

Once more, beart-cheecmg Sun, I bid 
thee hail' 

Bright be thy course to<day, let not thit 
promise fail I „ 

» Wm 

'Mid the deep qmet of this maming 
, hour, 

til n iture seems to hear me while 1 speak. 
Vet hugs urged |hat do not vainly seek 
Vpt languagt,, ready as the tuneful notes 
lhat stream in blithe succession from 
the*thtuats 

Of birds, in leafy bower, 

Wttilling a farewell to a vernal shower 
— Tnfit IS a ladiant though a short-lived 
llamt, ^« 

That bunis^hr Poets m the dawnmg 
e ist . 

Vu*d (It my soul hath kmdled at the 
< aiiu .1 % , . 

Win 11 lh( (apW\ it\ of si cp had ceased, 
But Ht w bo *^^4 tiii4toveably the frame 
Of tlu louiid world, and built, by laws 
19 strong, • j 

\ stilul rt.tug( tor distress— 

._ _ 1 1 1, , , ,1 Iht, towris of righteousness. 

Not u*r« joicf d 1 s(p llui diinb tin skt I th it from a holier altai came 


III naked spUndour, ck.u from mist tr 
ha/c, 

Oi (loud approaching to diMrt the i »^s, 
Uhiih f\cii in dttptst \Miitir testily 
lh\ iiowci and iiiijfst\, 

Da//Iing tlu MMon that pitbumis to 
g.vi 

-Will doth tliiiic asptet usher in this 
Da> , 

As apll\ suits tlieitwith th it iiipdist pace 
bubnutti d to tlu chains i i 

1 h It bind thto to the jiath which (r n1 I 
ordains . 

lhat ttlbu shut tract. I 

* 4 ill, with the luaviits and lartb Ihou 
pass away ' 

Nor less, the stillness of these trosty 
plains. 

Their utter stillness aud the silent giace 
Of yon ethereal suimnits white with 
snow, [ity 


Ilu quirkiniiig spark of this day's sacri- 
liie . 

Knows that the souice is nobler whence 
doth rise 

1 he current of this matin song ; 4 ^ 
That deeper far it lies 
riMu aught dependent on the fickle skies. 


Ill 


the 


(Whose tranquil pomp and spotless pur- L * beads 


Have we iiol^ couiiuered ?—by 
\ < ngeful syvurd I 
Vli no l>\ dint of Magnanmiitv ; 
fbat embed the basn passions, and 
left ireN* 

\ loyal band to follow their liege Lord 
Clear-sighted > loriour, and his staid <. mn- 
f IM ei s. 4 

Along a tiack of most unnatural vears , 
In execution of heroic deeds 
^Vliose memur\, spotless as the crystal 


Repoit of stmms gone by 
To us who tread below) 

Do with the strsicc of this Dav accord, 
Diymest Objtct which the uplifted eye 
Of mortal man is sufiered to behold 
** Thou, who upon tlio^ snow-clad Heights 
' has pound 
, Me^ lustre, ntu. forget st the 
Vale 


Starry 


Ot manning dew upon *the untroddeii 
meads, 

shall live enrolled above the 
Vsi^pbcres 

He, who in concert with ^ earthly string 
Of Britain s acts would sing, ** 

He with enraptured voice will tell 
humble 1 Of One whose spirit no reverse could 

miall • 


i 


I 
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H iiii' I 


One that mid the f uUng never f jiuled-* 
Who paints how Britain struggldd and 
prevailed 

hhall represent her labouring with an e>e 
Of nrCumspeat humanity 


And to desires ever axing born 

Not aH the light of eaithlv power could 
fill ^ 

Opposed to dark, deep plots of patient 
skill ^ 


Shall sbbw her dothed with length andi And to cekniies of lawless force 
skill, * «nVhii 


411 martial duties to fulfil, 

Firm ax a rocAuin stationary h^hr 
in motion raj^ as the hghtjunf, s f,lcain 
hicrcc as a fiood gatt busstiug at mid 
night riiLani 

lo rouse the wncktd fr ni then gi Id^ 
'Woe woe to all that fact htr 111 iht heild 
Appalled she jnay not b( and c mnut 
>Kld 

IV 

And thus is missed the s Ic tiiic^g 
lhat cm belong t> hum in st 
At^hieh tht V < nlv shall aim 
Whfl thr ugh the nbxss tf wtnkiitss 
di\e 

The v ery huml left irt to ]r<.ud i h< itl 
^pd gn< brief d#\ i‘' ught^v stt w irl 
For Him vA > lif^i th 111 ag 11 lii 1 w 
For that Mmighty (judmwR itiwc wi 
bay not thxt wt ha\e * liifiuisliid —1 iit 
that we suiMvcff s 


V 

the 


domitii u f the 


How dre idfiil 
• impure' 

Why should tht. song 1 1 tardv t j i 
cl 11m 

That less thm power unbiunded cculd 
ijk. hot tame 

flSat soul of Lvil—whuh fi ni hell Itt 
loose (1I use 

Had filled the astonishc d w< rid wiSh such 
As boundless patience nlv r( uld uidurt ^ 
—Widewistfd rcgi ns—cities wi ipt 111 
flame— t 

Who sees* max lift a sti eammg < v 
lo Heaven —whonevtrsiw inav hi i\e 
a sigh 

iBut the foundation of 0111 nature shikis 
lAnd with an infinite pain the spirit iclus 
When desolated c tuntries towns n fart 
\ie butfthe axowed attire 
Of warfare wiged with despente mud 
\gamst the life cf virtue in mankind 
Assaulting wnthout ruth 
The citadels ^ truth * 

While the fair gSrdens of civility, * 

By Ignorance defaced, 

By violence laid waste 
Perish without reprieve for flower or t^ 


ich spurning God hxd flung awav 
runt rse— 

What c luld they gun but shid ws ui 
• ,!*■ dress ’ 

—S Ind jrorteded propagiting werse 
And discipline wis j issi in s dire excess 
Witlcns the fat il wib its lints extend 
4 ud d( adlier p isuiis m the chalice blend 
When will >tur trials teach you to be 
xiist 

— O I r ti itc L mdb c iisult j our 

igr iiiLS 

\ii 

\t m ri —the guilt is 1 anish d 
\nd with the guilt tlu shunt is fled 
\ii I with th guilt and shiiuc tlieWoe 
h itli \ iiiishtd [head ' 

liikiii,, the dust and ishfs frtm her 
N 111 re thtse ling rings t distress 
' Siiliv ihc limpid strt im tf Ihinkfulnt s 
\\hit r It cm grititudi mi 1 \ 

S seemly is liu ra liant vtsl of ]cj ’ 
W li it sti I s s Sint il le is those thxt mt ve 
In ir mpt 1 1 litucc to sptntancous 
mt isur s 

Of gl r\ an J ftlicitv iiid live 
Suet ii 1 iiiig tlu wh k he iit t > sacred 
1 It isuits 


• • VI 

A d^ching purpoet—a distracted 
will— fscorn. 

Opposed to hopes that battened unon 


Mil 

U Brit uii dialer f r thxu hft is dear. 
If t IK there 1 1 
Of all thv ir geny 

W h can f rgt t thv i rt wess never more 
Bi tint ungrateful Sill all wed to hear 
ihw green liaves lustlc i thy torrents 
r IT 

Vs SI lings the li II Ir m his dfp 
\s frcin 1 f rest I take 
L I starts a ghsttniig snake, 

Iht 1 Id Arch dispot reappeared,— 

a^ nil 

Wide Luitpe hcives impatient to be 
cast 

With all her armed Powers 
On that flcnsive soil like waves 
upon a thousand shores 
trumpet I k w a universal blast' 
Ihiu are f lemist in the feld — 
there stand 

f I Receive the triumph dextmed to thy 
hand' • 

All States have glorified thems Ives 
their claims 

Aie weighed by Pcovidenop^ m balanoe 
even. 


^hi 

Uut 


« 
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And now, in preferenlfe to the mightiest 
nam<^. 

ToThee the exterminiiting sword is given. 
Dread mark of apBrohation, justlv 
gained! * 

Exalted office, worthily sustained I 


■ For T^iy protecting care, • * 

Their %olc'mn joy—praising the Eternal 
Lord 

Fcq* tyranny subdued, • • 

And for the sway of equity renewed, 

' For liberty confirmed, and peisce re- 
* stored T‘ 


Preserve, O L>rd ! within our he.'irls 
The memory of thy favour. , • 

That, else insensibly departs, 

And itjses its sweet sai'our ! 

Lodge it within us !—as the povwr t»t 
light 

Lives inexliaustibJv in prcrimis gems. 
Fixed on the Iront of liastern diadems, 

. So shine fiur thankfulness forever bright 1 
AVhat offering, what transcendent monu¬ 
ment 

Shall our sincerity to Thee ])r(;scut ? 

—Not work of hands ; but trojihies 
that may reach 

To highest Heaven—the labour of the 
Soul : 

That builds, as Thy luiemng ]>roceptB 
teach, 

Upon the internal comniests made by 
each. 

Her h<ipe of lasting glory for the, whole. 
i^Yet will nov heaven disown nor earth 
gainsay 

The oiilwaril service of this day : 
Whether the worshippers entreat 
Forgiveness from (lod's merev-scat : 
th' thanks and praises to His throne 
ascend 

Thai He has brought our w'aifare to an 
end. 

And that we need imsceond victorv!— 
Ha ! w'hat a ghastly sight for man to’see ; 
And to the heavenly saints in peace who 
dwell. 

For a brief moment, terrible ; ^ 

Hut. to thy sovereign ]ienetralion, fair. 
Before whom all tilings arc. that were. 
All judguii'iiis that have been. t>r ^-’er 
shall be ; 

Links in the chain of thy tranqiiillitv ! 
Aknig the bosom of this favoured Nation, 
Breathe Thou, this clay, a vital uudiila- 
tioii ! 

Lot all w'ho do this land inherit 
Be couseioiis of Thv moving spirit! 
Oh, ’tis a goodly Ordinance.---the sight .4 
Though sprung from bleeding war, is ony 
of pure delight: ^ 

Bless Thou the hour, or ere the hour ar- 
ri\T, 

WTien a whole people sliall kneel down 
y in prayer. 

And. at one moment, in one rapture, 
strive 

With lip ^nd heajTt to tell their gratitude 


But hark—the sumtnmis !■—-down the 
placid lake 

I^oats the soft cadence of the. rhil$oh- 
■' tower beUs; 

Drfi^ht shines the, Sun, as if his beams' 
‘ would Wiike ^ 

The lendiT insects sleepiitg in their cells ; 
Bright shines the Sun—and not a breeze 
to shake • 

Tlfc^^ops that tip the melting icicles. 

oTenter now His temple gate ! 

Inviting words—perchance .ilready^lung 
{As the cro'^ press devoutly doifti the 
aisle 

Of*some old Minster’s \encrable pile) 
From voicen Into zealrH s passion slung, 
-While the tubwd engine ^erds the inspir¬ 
ing blas%^,r r 

And has begun—its clouds of sound 1 o 
c*st ' ^ 

Forth towards empjTeal Heaven, 

As it the frette,d roof w'cre riven. 

C’s, humbler ceremonies new aw'ait ; 

But in till* bo.soiu. w'ith devout respect 
The banner of our joy we will erect, 

And strength of love our souls shall 
elevate : 

For to a few collected in His name, 

Their heavenly Father will incline an ear 
(Iracious to service hallowed by its 
aim ; — 

Awake 1 the majesty of God revere,! 

Go—and with foreheads meekly bowed 
Prasent your prayers—go—and rejoice 
alouil— 

The Holy One will hear ! 

And what, ’mid silence deep, with faith 
sincere. 

^'e, in your low' and undisturbed estate. 
Shall simply feel and purely meditate— 
'Of w.imiags—-trorn the unprecedented 
might. 

Which, in our lime, the impious have 
% disclosed; [posed 

.\nd ^ more arduous, deities thence ini* 
l 7 poa*the future advocates of right • 

Of invsteries revealed. 

And judgments unrcpcaled. 

Of earthly revolution ; 

And final retribution,— '« 

To his omniscience will appear. 

.\n offering not unworthy to find place. 
On this high Day of Thanks, before the 
Tlarone of [. 


-trorn the unprecedented 
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MEMORIALS OF A TOUR ON THE 
. CONTINENT 

1620 

. * ' J)EDICATION 

(SFNT WITH TIIKSi: rOFMS IN' MS.. TO-) 


Dear Fellnw-tfAvpllcrs I thiols not thiit Hip 
M use, 

To You preseiitinif these meiiK>ii»l § 

rf'dii hope the geueral eye ihcicoii would 
As on a mirror thRt gives back the hues ^ 

Of living Natur^gL no—though free to ihoose* 
TJie greenest bomrs, tlic most inviting wavs. 
The fairest landscapes and the brightest d;n-'. 

Rvdal Mount. Nm>., 1821. 

I 

FI.SH-WOMEN.—ON EANDI.Vtr .M rAl.AI^ . 

"Tis s<i(d, fantastic ocean cloth enfold 
The likeness of whate’er on ftnd is seen . 
But, if the NereicFSisters and their ynel'ii. 
.X^iov^ whose hett^s the tide go long ^ath 
rolled.* • , 

The. Dames resemble whom*ive lien* be¬ 
hold, • *' • 

How fearful were it down througn%ojien- 
ing t^ves 

To sink, and meet them in the fretted 
caves, 

WitherexI, grotesque, immeasurably old, 
.And shrill and fierce in accent !—Fear it 
not ; 

For they Earth’s fairest daughters do 
excel j 

Pure imdecaying beauty is their lot; 
Their voices into liquid music swell. 
Thrilling each pearly cleft and .sparry 
grot, ** « 

The undisturbed abodes where Sea- 
nymphs dwell! 


fterlsKill she tried with levs .imbitiou.s views. 

; For ^’ou she wrought : ^'e only ran Rupply 
The life, the truth, the beauty ; she conges 
111 that enjoyment which with You iiliides, 

I'l nsts to \'our love and vivid memory : 

Thus f.ir roiitenled, that for You her verse 
' Shall l.trlv lint power the " ini*etiug sou) to 
pirree.” 

W. WORDSWORTH. 

.Obscure not yet these silent .avenues 
Of stateliest arrhiterture, where the 
Forms 

Of iiiin-like femaJes, with soft motion, 
glide : 

III 

I BRUr.ES • 

I Till-' .spirit of Antiquity—enshrined 
1 In suniptuoiis buildings, vocal in sweet 
, song. 

, III ]>ictiu'e, speaking with heroic tongue^ 
i And with devout solemnities entwined--* 
’ Mounts to the seat of grace within the 
I mind : 

; Hence Forms that glide with swan-like 
j ease .along. fthroiig, 

i Hence motions, even amid the vulgar 
j To aii hannonioiis decency confined : 
j As if the streets were consecrated ground, 

I The city one vast temple, dedicate 
' 'I'o mutual respect In thought and deed : 
To leisure, to forbearances sedate; 

To social cares from jarring passions 
•freed; 

A deeper peace than that in deserts found. 

IV 

INXIDENT AT BETGF.S 
In Bruges town is many a street" 
Whence busv life hath fled; 


II 

BRUGES 

Hrug:i^s I saw attired with golden light 
{Streamed from the west) us with a robe 

'The s^l?n 3 m!r fled ; and now the sunless 
hour. 

That, slowly making way fur peacelul 
night, • 

Best suits witlvWFatieu grandeur, |jp my 
sight 


The grass-grown pavement tread, i 
I There heard we, halting in the shade 
Flung from a Convent-tower, 


OfiNS the beauty, the magnificence. 

And sober graces, left her for defence . t 
Against the injuries of time, the spite 
Of fortune, and tAie desolating storms 
Of future war. Advance not—spare to 
hide, 

O gentle Power of darkness i these mild ^ 


^ harp that tuneful prelude made 
I To a voice of thrUling pow'er. 

J^he measure, simple truth to tell 
^ Was fit for some gay throng : 

Though from the same grim turret fell 
The shadow and the song. 

When silent Vere both voice and chords. 

The stra.n seemed doubly, dear. 

' Yet sad as sweet, —for English words 
Had fallen Upon the ear., 
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; ft was a breezy hour of eve; ’ ' 'The l^rn, that iicnv, along fhe silver 

' \ , And jiinnacle and spire Meuse, * \ - 

Quivered and seemed almost to heave, Spreading lier peaceful ensigns, calls thni;* 
^ ^Clothed with gmotuous fire; swains ^ • 

But, where we sto^d, the setting sun *l'o tend their silent ‘boats add ringing" ' 
- '* ■ Showed little of his state : wains, , ' i '• 


- And, if the glory reached the Nun, 
’Twas through an iron grate. 

Not always is the heart unwise. 

Nor pity idly born, • <* 

li evOT a passing Stranger sighs 
. ^ fcr^them who do not mipiirii. 

Sadis thy doom, self-solared doAe-. 
Captive, whoe’er thou !>e ' 

* Oh ! what is boantv, what is lovr. 

And opening life to thee ? 

■ Such feeling jiressed upon my soul. 

' A feeling sanetified 
By one .so/t,trirkling t<‘ar that stole 
From the Maiden at iiiy side ; 

Less tribute, could she jiay than this. 


Or strip the bough Whose ^llow tfuit, 
l}p.strews 

The nntming com b6ne«]ft iti As mine.' 

fyos . 

I Turn from the fortified and threatening 

bin. % 

■'.low sweet the prospect of yon -watery' 

, glade. , 

I Ih’ith its grey rocks clushtting in pensive 
' shade— ^ 

I That, shaped like, old monastic turrets; 

i . 

the smooth meadow-ground, 
serene and still! 

VII .• 

^T.\-LA-giIAPELLE 


Borne gaily o’er the sea. ^T.\-LA-giiAPELLE 

Was it to discncli.'int, 9 nd to undo. 

Of Lnghsh liberty ? a^.pn,ached «ie Se^t of Chaclc- 

V I niaiue ? • • 

' AETER VISITI.SO TUF FiELO OF WATERLOO Iron^mapy an old romantic 

- A wiNonn Goddess clothed ui vesture Thatffaith which iiAdevotion may rene-w-Jt^i^ 
’* _ Why doe. this puny Church pro-ent tai ■ 


wrought 

SpOf rainbow colours ; One whose port 
■■ ' was bold, 

Whose overburthened h.and could srjirceh 
hold 

The glittering crowns and g.arl.mds whirli 
it brought— 

Hovered in air above the far-famed Spot. 

■ j SJie vanished ; leaving prospect blank 
and cold 

Of wind-swept corn that wide around 
us rolled 

In dreary bilknvs, wood, and meagre cot. 


Her (eebie columns? and that scanty. ’ 
rh.iir! 

Thi^ sword that one of our weak timei 
might wear ! 

tlbjects ot false pretence, or meanljrtruc : 

If from a lrave,lJer's fortune I-^ight 
elami 

.\ palpal'lc memorial of that day. 

Then would I seek the Pyrenean Breach 

That RbLANiJ ckn*#^ with huge two- 
handed sway, 


And monuments that soon must •’Isap- And to the enormous labour left his 
pear : name, 

Yet a dread lo al recompense we found ;, where unremitting frosts the rocky 
Wliile glory seemed helraved, while 1 crescent bleach, 
palriot-zeal | 

y Sank in our liearts, wc felt as men 

should tori I '*■***'- CATHEDRAL AT COLOGNE 

.-’With such \-as( hoards of hidden carnaget O for the help of Ange.Is to Aomplete 
"near. 1 t his temple—Angels governed by a plan 

And horror breathing from the silent I’hus far pursued (how gloriously !; by- 


ground ! - 

Y'i f rStudious that He mi^M not disdain the 

, . BETWEEN NAMUR AND LIEGE ' 1 1 Who dwfclls in hcavcn ! But that aspif- 

-What lovelier home could gentle FancvSi ing heat 

choose? ' I'finth tailed; and now, ye Powers! 

Is this the stream, w-bose cities, heights, I whose gorgeous vpngs 
'A and plains, . 4 nd splendid aspect yon emblazonings 


Man, 


//'War’s, favourite playground, are with But family picture,'twere an office meet 
■ crimson stains For you, on these unfinished-shafts to try 

:.^']fa^iarj,as the Morn with pearly dews^^. roWntsiht yjrJu^ofjgPjg£^^ i-. 


e^i!- 
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This vast design might tempt ^ou to »• 
peat • 

Strains that call forth upon emp^Teal 
gBouncU 

ImmortAl Fabrics, rising to the souiiA 
Of.penetrating harps and voices sweet ! 


<Where the whirlpool frets and raves - ■ 
Let thy love its anger soothe : ^ 

All our hope is placed in Thee ; ' ' 

Miserere Domine ! *■ ^ ^ 


XI 


• ^ 

A CARRIAGE, UPON THE OANK^ OF TME 
RHINE 

Amid this dance of objects sadness steals, 
0 ‘er the defrauded heart—while swe^>- 

• ing by. / 

Vs in a fit of Thespiafi jollity, ■ 

Beneath h(T’*Viue-le,af, crown the gTorfi 

Earth reels: 

Backward, in rapid evanescence, wheels 
The venerable pageantry of Timq, g 
Jiach beetling rampart, and each^Dwer 
sublime, 

AncTwhat the Dell unwillingly reveals 
Of lurking cloistr:^ arch. Arougli trees 
espied • • 

Near the bright fiver's edgf. '^'eL^whv 

• ?epiii? ? ^ , 

To muse, to creep, to halt at will, to 
gaze— * • ■ • 

j,,^Sucli sweet way-faring—of lifesy^pring 
s the pride,, 

' Her summer's faithful jov-//:«/ still is 

• And in fit measure cheers aiitunmal clavs. 


THE SOURCE OF THE DANUBE 

Not, like his gi'^at Compeers, indig- ’ 
• . • naiitly 

lloHi Danube spring to life ! “ The 
wandemg Stream ' ^ ^ 

(Wl» love^the Criws, yet to the Cres¬ 
cent’s gleam i' 

rnfolds a willing breast) with infant glee - 
Slips from his jirisori walls : and Fanev, 
free 

To fidUnv ill his track-of silver light. 
Mounts on rajJt wing, and with a ' 
Tniimeiit's llighi 

Hath reached the eiicinetnre of that . ' 
gl'ioniv s«‘a 

Who-,e w.i\r‘s the Oriihean hre forbact •• 
to meet _ , 

In conflict ; u'hose' rough winds forgdt - 
their jars 

To waft ihe heroic progeny of Cireecc ; - ’ 
When the first Ship sailed for the (lolden 
tneere- 

Akgo— exalted for that daring feat ^ 
To fix in heaven her shape distinct with 
stars. 



X 


XII 


HYMN 

^ FOR^lE BOATMF.N, AS THEY APPROACH 
THE RAPIDS UNDER THE CASTl.K OK 
HEIDELBERG 

Jesus ! bless our slender Boat,* 

By the current swept along ; 

Loiicl its threateiiings—let them not 
Drown the music of a song 

. Breathed thy mercy to implore. 

Where these, troubled waters roar ! 

,,Saviour, for our warning, seen 
Bleeding on the precious Rood : 

If, w'hilc trough the meadows green 
Gently W'ouiid the peaceful flood, 

We fwgot Thee, do not Thou 
l.}isregard thy Suppliants now f 

' Hither, like yoTP aheient Tower • 
Watching o’er the river’s bed, 

.Fling the shadow of thy pow'cr. 

Else we sleep among the dead : 

Thou who trod’st the billowy sea, 
Shiein us in our jeopardy ! 

Guide our Bark among the waves ; 

.Through the.rocks our palssage smooth : 


ON APPROAC.iri.NG TUIC STAI'H-RACII, 
LAl'TM-HRL'NM-N 

Utterku by wliom. or how inspired— 
designed 

For wh;H strange service, does this con¬ 
cert reach 

Ouj ears, and near the dwellings of 
mankind ! 

Mid fields familiarized to human 
speech ?— 

No Mermaids warble—to allay the winSl 

Driving some vessel toward a dangerous ' 
beach— 

More thrilling melodies ; Witch answer¬ 
ing Witch, 

To chant a love-spell, never intertwined - 

Notes shrill and wild with art more musi¬ 
cal : 

’^Alas ! that from the lips of abject Want .. 

^r Idleness m tailors mendicant * 

.i^he strain should flow—free Fancy to ■ 
enthral, 

And with regret and useless pity haunt' 

This bold, this bright, this sky-born. 
Waterfall ! * ' . , 

I See Note. - 

2 See Not*. 9 See Note, 
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xin 

THB ISAI.L OP TIIK AAK—HA NO PC 

Frou the fierce aspect of this Kiver, 
throwiog • 

His giant body o’er the steep rock’shrink, 
3 ack in astoiiishirient and fear we shrink ■■ 
Hut, gradually a calmer look bestowing, 
Flower'S we espy beside ihe t<iricn 1 
growing ; 

Flowvrs that luion forth from rnaity i* 
clett and chink. 

And, from the whirlwind® his anger, 
drink *■ 

FPiies ever fresh, in 


It ill befits us to disdain 
The altar, to deride the fane. 

Where simple Sufferers bend, in trust 
To win a happier hour. i 

I love, where spreads th^ village lawn. 
Upon some knee-worn cell to gaze ; 

. Hail to the firm untopSng c^oss, 

! Aloft, \.’hcre pines thOTfbranches tasS-t 
I And to the chapel far withdrawn, 

I That lurks bv^lonely ways ! 

, Where’er we roam—along the brink 
I CTT Khiiie—or by the sweeping Po, 


rockv fortn-^s blow- I Alpine y-le, or champ^ wide. 

j,Wli;ite er we look <in, at our side 
I IJc Charity !—to bid us think, 

; And feel, if we would krow. 




They suck- -fKC»m bie.ath, that, thicatm- 
iiig to destroy. 

Is more benignant than the dewv eve- 
Bcau tv, and lift*, .iiul nn'tn ms as of iov : 

Nor doubt but Hf to whom >oii Piiu --1 

trees nod |('iod, j On 1 ii( 

There heads in sign of worship. Nature’s ; Of right an# wrong, of weal and woe, 




XVI 

AFTEB-TIlOTJGHT 
Without thv chequered s''«;'ne 


These humbler ridorations will reeeive. 

XIV 

MEMORIAL 

NEAR THE OUTLET OF THE LAKE OF THUN 
•' Di-:Af 
ANI)K^Kh:^l 
Ml IM.'i I KhJ'.SDF.S 
Aii)Ys Krnisc 
MDCCCXVIII ’’ 

Aloj'S Rodirig, it will be r(‘meHil>prptl, was 
Capt.iiii-C>neral nf the Swiss forces, whirl), 
witli a tmuraii«i and jwscvcr.iiice woitfiy ot 
the cause, upposixi thi- flagilirnis and too 
siiccossful altcuipt of Biionapcirtc to subju¬ 
gate their country. 

Aroiind a wild and woodv hill 
A grai^lled pathway treading. 

We rerohed a votive Stone that bears 
The name of Aloys He-ding. 

Well judged the Friend who jilacen' if 
th«*re 

for silence and protection : 

And haplv with a finer cave 
Of dutiful affection. 

The Sun regards it from the West; 

And, while in suniincr glory i 

He sets, his sinking yields a type 
Of that pathetic story -■ 

And oft he tempts the patriot Swiss ^ 
Ami 4 Utc grove to linger ; 

Till'ml is dim, save this bright Stone 
Touched by his golden finger. 

XV 

COMPOSED. IM ONE OF THE CATHOLIC 
CANTONS 

'■Doomed as we are our native dust 


V 


Su-cess and failure.lioidd a ground 
For m.aguaninlitv bo feund ; 

For'faith, ’rfiid ruined nopcs.riereii'e ’ ■' 
Or whence could virtue* flow ? 

I * * ^ 

Pain entered through a ghastly hreach— 
Nor 11^11110 sin lasts inust effort cease : 
Heaven iiiion earth’s an emjny boast ; 
lJul, for the bowers of Kden lost. 

Merev has placed within our reach 
A |)ortiou of Hod's peace. 

XVII 

SCENE ON THE LAKE OF BRIENTZ 

“ What know we of the Blest aboW^ 

Blit that they sing and that they love?”' 
Yet, if they ever did inspire 
A mortal hymn, or shaped the choir. 
Now', where those harvest Damsels float 
Homeward in their rugged Boat, 

(While all the ruflling whirls are fled— 
EacJi slumbering on some mountain’s 
head) 

Now, surely, hath that gracious aid 
Been felt, that influence is displayed. 
Pupils of Heaven, in order stand 
The rustic Maidens, every h^id 
r^pon n Sister’s shoulder laici,— 

To chant, as glides the boat along, 

A simple, but a touching, song ; 

*ro chant, as Angels do above. 

The jj^ielodies of Peace en love I 

xvni ^ 

ENCFLHFKC.. THE HILL OF ANGELS.^ 

For gCMitlest uses, ofi-times Nature takes 
The work of Fancy ifroni her it filing 
hands; 

And such a beautiful creation makes 


'To,wet with many a bitter shower, . J ... See Note, 

I. * • -P . , 1 ^ \ • -L 

I fc • ^ N , * u ^ 
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/b readers'needless spells and magip 
wandst 0 

And for the boldest tale belief commands. 

When first ntine eves beheld that fainoiis 

The sacred Encelbero, celestial Bands, 
With interiiingling motions soft and 
• still. '■ • 

flimg round its top. on wjngs that 
Ranged the^ hues at will. 

• 

Clouds do not name those V^i.sitarits ; 

they were J 

•The very Angels whijsc authentic l^s. 
Sung fixan that heavenly ground tin 
middle air. 

Made known the spot where piety slifuild 
raise ^[praise. 

A holy Structure to the Alnii^gj-'b 
Kesplendent App.irition ! if in vaiii^ 

Mv t^jtrs did listen,'t was enough tngare : 
And ftr'atch the slow departure of the 
train, _ * 

Whose skirts The glr»wing Mounttiin 
, t^irsl^d to (|etain. , • 

* XIX • • 

OUR LADY 6 f TffE !?NOW 

Meek Vijigiti Mothej^ more benign' 

Than fairest Star, upon*the height 
Of thy ow'n mountain.,* set to keep 
, Ltine vigils through the hours of sleep. 
What eye can look upon tliv shrine 
Untroubled at the sight ? 

These crowded offerings as they bang 
111 sign of misery relieved. 

Even these, without intent of theirs, 
Report of comfortless despairs, 

Of many a deep and cureless pang 
And coiiffdence deceived. 

To Thee, in this aerial cleft. 

As to a coinxnou centre, tend 
All sufferers that no more rely 
On mintal succour—all who sjgli 
And pine, of human hope bereft. 

Nor wish for earthly friend. 

AEd hence, O Virgin Mother mild ! 

1 hough plrntcous flowers around thee 
blow. 

Not only from tht dreary strife 
Of Winter, but the storms of life. , 

Thee, have thy votaries aptly styled, • 

Our Lady of TReTSnow. • 

> 

Evcxi for the Man who stops not here, 
But down the irriguous valley hies, __ i 
Thy very name, CX Lady ! fling-;, * 
O'erdilooming ^elds and gushing springs 
A tender sense of shadowy fear. 

And chastening sympathies ! 

,, ,1 Miwut Right. ' 


Nor falls that intermingling shade 
To surnmer>gIadsoraciiess unkind: 

It chastens only to requite 
With gleams of fresher, purer, light; 
While, o’er the flnwcf-enamelled glade. 
More sweetly breathes the wind. 

But on !—a tempting downward way, 

A \'erdant pat h before us lies; 

Clear shines the glorious sun above ; 
d'httii giv«* free course to joy and love. 
Deeming the evil of the day 
Sufiicient 4||jji[|hc wise. 

* XX 

EFFUSION. 

IN* 1 ‘IiESE.NCE OF THE PAINTED TOWER 
OF TELL, AT ALTORF 

This Tower stAiids upon the spot where ^rew 
the Linden Tiec aqaiiist which Ins Son is said to 
have iieeii placed, when the Father's archery 
was put to proof under circumstances so 
famous ill Swiss Story. 

What though the Italian pencil wrought 
not here, 

Nor such fine skill as did the meed bestow 
Oil M arat hoiiian valour^ yet the. tear 
Springs forth in presence of this gaudy 
show. 

While narrow cares their limits overflow. 
Thrice happy, bmghcrs, peaaaiits, war¬ 
riors old. 

Infants in arms and ve, that as yc go 
Home-ward or school-ward, ape what ye 
behold ; 

Henx's before your time, in frolic fancy 
bold ! 

And when that calm Spectatress from 
on high 

Ixioks down—the bright and Mlitary 
Moon, 

Who never gazes but to beautify ; 

Aiu 4 snow-ted torrents, which the blaze 
of noon 

Roused iqto fury, niumiur a soft tune 
That fosters peace, and gentleness recalls : 
77 (ch might the passing Monk receive a 
boon 

Of saintly pleasure from these pictured 
1 walls, 

While, on the warlike groups, the mel¬ 
lowing lustre falls. 

,> 

Tiow blest the souls who when their trials 
* come 

¥ii>ld not tci terror or despondency, 
fl.lut face like that sweet Boy their mor¬ 
tal doom. 

Whose head the ruddy apple tops, while 
he 

Expectant stands beneaththelindentree: 
He quakes n-jt like the timid forest game, 
l^ut smiles'—the hesitating shaft to free; 
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CONTINENT 

V ,• « IM 4 

__.-■• TrUir> .;■<. 


its justice will 


' v^Ssured that Heaveu 
,..'*4. proclaim, 

TO hiii Father give its own unerring 

f ^ ^ 

/<'■' ; XXI 

^ THE TOWJ^DP SCHWYTZ 
antique Fancy trimmed—thuiigh 
lowly, bred 

•To dignity—m thee, O Schwytz ! are 
., \ seen ' ' 

■i'Thc gtMiiiiiu* features of^^e golden 
' moan : fHp 

f Fquallty by Prudence governed, * 

' Oj: jealous N.itui'e rulitig in her stead; 
And, therefore, art thou blest with peace 
o; serene 
^ As that of the sweet 
green 

In uiiaiubitious compass 
sprt'a<l. 

Majestic Bekmc, high on her guardian 
■ ’ steep, 

.'Holding a central station of command. 


. XXlrt “ 

^ FORT FUEKTES 
The Ruins of Fort Fueates form the crest of '' 
a rocky eminence that rises from ihjp plain at 
the head of the lake of Cqmo, conunanding 
views up the Volleliiie, and toward the, town cn 
Chiavcuiin. The prospect in the ^ter direction 
IS characterised by melancholy simlinuty. We 
rejoiced being favoured wtut a distinct viiiw 
of those Alpine lieights ; not, as we had expected 
from the Itreaking up of the storm, steeped in 
celestial dory, j;ct in communion with clouds 
floating or station.ary—scatterings &om liraityaii. 
I'lm Ruin is interesting both in mass in 
de^il. An Inscription, upon elaborately.scuJp> . 
tureO marble lying on. the ground, records that 
tlie' Fort had been erected by Count Puentes in .. 
the year ifioo, during the reign of Philip the 


j ' 1 ‘liird; and the Cliaiwl, about twenty ^ars 
fields and meadows j after, by one of his Descendants. Marble 


round 


Might well be styled this nobl^ body’s 

flsSr He All : * 

'Flioii. lodgL'il'mid mountuiiioiis entrench* 
meiita tU-ep, 

Its Heart : and evej: inav the heroic 
l,und ^ 

/,Tby name.OScHwvi'z, in happv freedom 
keep : > 

XXll 


! pill( rs of l^ateways are yet standing, and a con- 
Ihec ' i>idt*^ 4 Ji?'e part of the Chapel wal<s ; a smooth 
’ j green turf has taken place of the pavement, and 
I wc could see no trace of altar or image; but 
j everywhere suniethiug to remind one ot'fiirmer 
< spleiidom', atiif bf devastation and tumult. In 
; oiirjasrenl we had passed abundance of wild 


OH 


KAN/ DES 
OF THE VASS 


HKAKIKU THE 
ON THE TOP 
GOTIlAKU 

I LISTEN—but no faculty of mine 
Avails those modulations to di;tfct. 
Whii 


VACHES ” 


OK ST. 


Vines lub'rmingk'd with bushes ; near the niiiis 
were^-'Orno ill' tended, buh'growitm willingly; 
and rock, turf ihid frnginpi.ts of the pile, are 
alike (overed 'or gjd'^rned with a variety of 
Ihnvers. among which the rose-coloured pink 
wis gre^ving iii great V-iutV- While descend¬ 
ing, wc discowred^on tlie ground, t part from 
the path, and .it irconsidcralile distance from 
the iiiiiu-d Chapel, a statue of a Child in pure 
wlrte marble, iiiiiiijiired bv the explosion that 
had driven it so f.-w down the hill. •• How 
little,” we exclaimed, “ arc these thiiigsb valued 
here! Could ,^'C but transport this pretty 
Image to our own g.ardcn ! ”—Yet it seemed it 
, would have txren a pitv anv one should remove 
j it from Its couch in the wilderness, which may 
be Its own lor hundreds of years.— lixtraU from 
Journal. 


cb^oard iu fiircigu lauds, the Swiss • , u n it. i 

aflRit • I Dread hour! when, upheaved by war’s 

With tendcrest passion ; leaving him to | —sulphurous blast, 

pine ‘ 

(So faint; reports) .*iid die,—liis sweet- I 
breath'd kiue i 

■ Kemeiulienng. and green Alpine pastures 
decked 

With vernal floVers- Vet may we not 
reject [reeliiie. 


This sweet-visaged Cherub of Parian 
stone 

So far from the holy enclosure was b'ast. 
To couch in this thicket of brambles 
alone. 


'The tale as fabulous.—Here 

Mindful how other?* VK-tfe'a 
Are moved. .«ie vj.. o, simple Strain 

’.Sd 


To rest where the lizard may bask in the' 
palm 

wlnit l‘: ' hand pure ♦join blem • 

ish or specK 


W me_upon, this Mountain ^.nd the green, gilded snake, without 

[eiice— .» troubling the calm 

the beautiful cpufttenance, twine 
round his neck ; . , .y 

And joys of distant home ni> heart eii ^ when winter the grove of its mantle 
chain. ( * bereaves, ' j 

■ 1 Real Iv <oo years (savs F.W, spc-ikiiig of the ; gome bird (like our oWtt honoureeJ red- 

nnA'iSw" wiSim'««« ““ '“'"'I,™ #'JJ» todrte ilumbOT inth owm and ■ 


MEMORIALS OF A TOUR ON THli CONTINENT 273 


t<'c;ENTKS once harboured the good and > Thither, in time of adverse shocks. 

* the brave, * t Of fainting hopes and backward wills. 

Nor to her was the dance of soW plea-Did mighty Tell repair of old— 
sure unknown ; [wave ; A Hero cast in Nature’s mould. 

Her baof^SB for festal enioyment did Deliverer of the stedfa<u rucks 
While 4 he thsill^of her fifes thro' the And of the ancient hills ! 
motmtains was blown : 


Now gads the wild vine o’er the pathless 
*96cent;— •[sway, 

O silence of Nature, how deep is tliy 
When the whirlwind of human destruc 
tion i^oent. * 

Our tumults appeased, and our strif^ 
• passed aw£^! f 

XXIV 

rilE CHUKCH OI' SAN SAEVADOJK, SEEN 
* FROM THE LAKE OF LL'JJANO 
Tills Chiirrli was almost destroyed 
a few yo.irs ago, but tlic altai and 
of the Patron Saint were untouched. The 
Moi^t, upon the suiuiiiit of which tlie Church 
is buJIt, stands uiiiid the intritai ics of Dn- 


He, too, of battle-martyrs chief ! 

Who, to recall his daunted peers. 

For victory shaped an oiicn space, 

Fy gathering with a w'idc eiubract-, 
kito his Miigle Iireast, a sheaf 
Of fatal Austrian S]]cars.t 

, • XXV 

THE ITALtAN ITINERANT, AND THE SWISS 
GOATHERD 

PART I 

I 

Now that the farewell tear is dried, 
Hi-.aven prosper thee, be hope thv guide ! 
Hope be thv guide, adventurous Boy ; 
The wagt's of thy Irai cl, joy ! 

for London bound—to trill 


Lake of Lugano; and fro#l a hundiril | .~ -: -f 

poinlb of view, ita pniirjpal ornaiiicnt, rising ! ^ mouiltam notes_ With Simple skill 

to the height of 3^000 (cut, and, 011 one side, | Or oil th^^hi'ad to poise a show 

nearly pcigieiidicalar. The a««it is ^diI- j Ot linages in seemly row ; 

si.iue; but the traveller jslio [H-rfortiis it ; The graceful form of inilk-whito Steedf 

vviU Us aiuplv rewarded. Spli“idi'l teilililv, . ()|- [iird that soared with Ganvuicde : 

rich woods .ind da/zITue w-ltprs* srilusiun and ■ ,, thn.iiirli <.i-r h iinlets; thou'wilt hear 
c(/ufancnient of view «contrusted witb sea j t l. Iiaiuii IS illOTi Wilt Dear 

like exteiat of pLiiii f.idii'!> into the sky ; and ' The Sightless Mill oil, with his hair 
tins again, m an opposite quarter, with an j .\roiind his placid teiiipies CUrlcd ; 
horizon of the loftiest and boldest Alps ■-unite j .\ud Shakspearn at liis side— a freight, 
in composing a prxwpcct more diversified by , If cl.ivcould think and iiiiiid were weight, 


tnagmticence, beauty, and sublimity, than i^r- 
liaps any other point in Kuiopc, ot so incou- 
sidcrable an elevation, coiumaa^ 

Tnoo sacred Pile ! whose turrets rise 
From yon steep mountain's loftiest stage. 
Guarded by lone San Salvador ; 

Sink (if thou must) as heretofore. 

To sulphurous bolts a sacrifice. 

But ne’er to human rage ! 

On Horeb’s top, on Sinai, deigned 
To rest the universal Lord : 

Why leap the fountains from their cells 
Where everlasting Bounty dwells ?— 
That, while the Creature is sustained, 

His God may be adored. 

<. lifis. foun^ms. rivers, seasou^, times— 
Let all retmiid the soul of heaven ; 

Our slack devotion needs them all ; 

.And Faith —so oft of sense the thrall, 
While she, by aid of Nature, climbs—1 
May hope to be <<^rgivcn. • 

Glory, and patriotic Love. « 

And all the Pumps of this frail “ spot 
Which men call Earth," have yearned to 
■ seek, , 

Associate with the simply meek,' 
Relig^ion in the sainted grove, 

And in th^yjallowed grot. , 


W,r.r 




For him who bore the world ' 

Hope be thy guide, ailveiiturous Boy ; 
The wages of thy travel, joy ! 

II 

But thou, perhaps, (alert as free 
Though serving sage philosophy) 

Wilt ramble over hill and dale, _ 

A Vendor of the well-wrought Scale, 
Whoso sentient tube iii-;tructs to time 
A prtrpose to a fickle clime ; 

Whether thou choose this useful part, 
Or minister to finer art, [dream. 

Though robbed of many a cherished 
And crossed by many a shattered scheme. 
What stirring wond<Ts wilt thou see 
In the proud Isle of liberty ! 

A'et will the Wanderer sometimes pine. 
With thoughts which no delights can 
chase, » 

l^ecall a Sister's last embrace, 

([Iis Mother’s neck entwine ; 

Nor shall forget the Maiden coy 
7 fiat would have loved the brigtit-haired 
" Boy! 

^ Arnold Winkelried, at the battle of Sem- 
pach, broke an Aiistriau phalanx ni this riiimiier. 
^le event is one of the most famous ir. the annals 
of Swiss heroism; and pictures and prints of it 
are frequent t-irougbout the country. 
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III 

My Song, encouraged by the grace 
Tbat beams from his ingenuous face. 
For this Adventurer scruples not 
To prophesy a gol(|cD Hot ; 

Due recompence, and safe return 
To Como's steeps—his liappy bourne ! 
Where ho, aloft in garden glade. 

Shall tend, with his own dark-eyed Maul, 
The towering maize, .and prop the twig 
That ill supports the lustaous tig ; 

Or feed his i-ye in paths suii-profif 
With purjde of the trelUs-rc^, 

That through the jealous tS^es es^aju-s 
From Cadenabbia's peuch’nt grapes. 

*—Oh might he tempt that (loathiTd 
child 

To share his wanderings him whose look 
Fveu yet iny heart can scarcely brook. 
So touchingly ho smiled — 

with a rapture caught from heaven— 
For tinaskocf alms in pity given. 

* PART II 

I ♦ 

VfaTH nodding plumes, and liglitlv drest 
Like foresters in leaf-gr<*en vest. 

The, Helvetian Mountaineers, on groiiiul 
For Toll's dread aicheiv renowned. 
Before the t.irgel stood—to rlann 
The guerdon of the sti .idlest aim. 

Loud was the rifle-gim’s report-- 
A startling thundi'r ijuick and short ! 
But. ilymg through the heights around, 
Kcho prolonged a tell-tale sound 
Of hearts and h.'Utds alike “prepared 
The treasures they enjoy to guard ! ” 
And, if there he a favoured hour 
When Heroes are .illowed to i|iiil 
The tomb, and on the clouds to sit 
With tutelary power. 

On their Descendants shedding grace— 
This was the hour, and that the pKcr. 

II 

But Truth inspired the Hards of old 
When of an iron age they told, 

Which to unequal laws gave birth. 

And drove Asinva from the earth. 

—A gentle Boy (perchance with blood 
Astioble as the best endued. 

But seemingly a Thing despised ; 

Even by the sun and air unprized 
For not a tinge or flowery stre.ik 
Appeared upon his teiuler cheek) 
H<:art-dea| to those rebounding notes, n 
Apart, l>eAdc his silent goats. 

Sate watching iu a forest shed. 

Pale, ragged, with bare feet and head ; 
Mute as the snow upon the hill. 

And as the saint he pravs to. still- 
Ah, what avails heroic deed ? 


What liberty ? if no defence *' 

Be won for feeble Innocence. ' 

F.athci> of idl! though wilful Manhood 
- read 

fUs jmuishinent in soul-distress^ c 
(iiVaut to the morn of life it^<n.;tural 
blesse.dness! ' • , 

XXVI 

Tllli I.AsT supper, BV LEONARD^!* DA ' 
VIN'CI, IN THE REFECTORY OF THE 

eON-VliNl OF MARIA D£Er,A OKAZIA- 

Ml I. AN ' « '4 

searrhiug damps and many an 
^ envious flaw ■ 

Have marred this Work ; the calm 


ethereal gr.ice, 

The love deep-seated in the Saviotir’s 



awe 

1 he Elements ; .is they do melt amj'.baw 
The heart oJbUic Beholder--and erase 


(At- least for one, rapt,jnoment) every 
trace 

Of d?''Ob -dirtier to the'^rima’ lawi 
The aiiiiunejafion of tht- dreadful truth 
M.ule to tin- Twr.lve, turvives : hp, forc- 
hrjid, cheek. 

And hinul rejiosiiig on the board in ruth 
Of what it utters, w hile the uiiguilty seek 
Cnqiieslioiiable meanings—still bespeak 
A labour worthy of eternal youth 1 

^ .\XVII 

Tin; ECLIPSE OF THE SUN 

1820 

Hioii on her speculative tower 
Stood Science waiting for the hour 
When Sol was destined to endiu e 
That darkening of his radiant face 
Which Superstition strove to chase, 
Jiirewliile. with rites impure. 


Afloat beneath Italian skies. 

Through regions fair .as Paradist' 

We gaily ]>assed,—till Nature wrought 
A sileiit'and unlooked-for change. 

That checked the desultory rapge 
• Of joy and sprightly thought.v 




Where’er was dipped the toiling oar. 
The naves danced round us as before, 
. .s lightly, though of altered hue, 

.Mid F-'-ceiit coolness, such .as falls 


At noontide^om umbrageous w.alls 
s^That screen the morning dew. 

I Xo vapour strclchc<.l its wings ; nocloud 
Cast far or near a murky shroud ; ^ 

The skv an azure field displayed ; 




1 See Note, 




MEMORIALS OF A TOUR ON THE CONTINENT 275 


'Twas sunlight sheathed and gently 
* cbartncd, • 

Of all its sparkling rays disafiAed. 

-\nd as in slumber laid,— 

Or s^niethm^ night and day betweeia 
Like yioonshide—but the hue was green ; 
Still moonshine, without shadow, spread 
On jutting rock, and curved shore. 
Where gazed the peasant frotiklns door 
And on the mountain’s head. 

I 

U tinged the Julian ste«{is—it lav, * 
Lugano ! on thy ample bay : 

The solemnizing veil was drawn J 

O’er villas, tej^aces.nnd towers ; ^ 

To Albogasio’s olive oowers, • 

Prirlezza's verdant lawn. 

But Fancy with the speed of fire 
Hath past to Milan's loftiest sfhre, • 

And there alights ’mid that ai-riJIl'^wt 
Of Figures human and <liviiie.'- 
Wlt^e as the snows of A pen nine. 
Indurated by frwst. • 

.\wc-stricken flie beliolds the an av ■ 

/I'hgc guards life Temple i^ght and d.i\ . 
...ngels sne'seei—that might from heaven 
hav'C flown. ^ • 

■And V’irgin*saiii». wlio dot in vaiii 
Have strii-en by ptirity to gain' 

The beatific crown— 

Sees long-drawn files, conci'iitric rings 
Each narrowing above each ;—tin wings. 
The uplifted palms, the silent marble li)>s 
The starry zone of soverc^n height - 2 
All steeped in this portentous light ! 

All sufleriug dim eclipse ! 

Thus after Man had fallen fif aught 
These perishable spheres have wrought 
May with that issue be compared) 
Throngs of celestial visages. 

Darkening like water m the breeze. ! 
A holy sadness shared. 

Lo ! while I speak, the labouring Sun 
His glad deliverance lias begun : 

The cypress waves her sombre plume 
More cheerily ; and town and tower, 

^ The vineyard and the olive-bower. 

Their lufttre re-assume ! ^ 

O Ye, who guard and grace iny home 
While in far-distant lands we roam. 

What countenance hath this Day pu^an 

for you 2 , . ■ ^ • 

While we looked round with nivourccL 
eyes. 

Did sullen mists hide lake and skies , 
And mountains from your view ? 

• 

^ See Note. 

3 Above the highest circle of figures is a zone 
of metallic stars 


Or was it given you to behold 
Like vision, pensive though not cold. 
From the smooth breast of gay Winan 
dor mere ? 

Saw ye the soft yet awful veil 
Spread over Grasmefe’s lovely dale, 
llelvellyn’s brow severe ? 

1 ask ill \ ain —and know tar k%s 
If sickness, sorvfiw, or distress 
Have spared iiiv dwelling to this hour ; 
Sad blindness • but ordained to prove 
Our faith in Heaven’s unfailing love 
.And all-controlling power. 

XXVIJI 

Tlir; TIIKTI COTTAUIC T.IRLS 

I 

How blest the Maid whose heart—vet* 
free 

From L<»vc’s ime.isy sovereignty—* 
Heats with a f.-uicA’ running high. 

Her simple cares to magnifv : 

Whfun Lafiour, never urged to toil, 

H alh ilhcrished on a healthful soil ; 

Who knows not |iomp. who heeds not 
pelf : 

Whose I'.eaviest sin i1 is to look 
.Askaiuv upon her prettv Self 
Reflected in some crystal brook : 

WIioiii grief h.ilh spared— who sheds no 
tear 

Hut in sweet pity ; and can hear 
.•Viiolher’s praise from envy clear. 

II 

Such (but (J lavisli Nature ! why 
That dark unfathomable eye. 

Where lurks a spirit that replies 
To stillest mood ot softest skies. 

Vet hulls at peaci' to be o’erthrown. 
Another’s first, and then her own ’) 

Such, haply, yon Italian Maid, 

Cfur Lady s laggard Votaress, 

Halting beneath tlie cheslmit shade 
To aceom|ilis1i there her loveliness : 

Nice aid inalemal fingers lend : 

A Sister serves with slacker barnl; 

Then, glittering like a stiu*, she joins the 
festal band. 


iti 

How blest (if truth may entertain 
Coy fancy with a bolder strain) 

The Hi-'t-Vi-TiA.v Girl—who daily braves, 
In her light skilT, the. tossing waves. 

And quits the bosom of the^eep 
Only to climb the rugged steep ! 

—Say wlierice that modulated shout ! 
From Wood-nymph of Diana’s throng ? 
Or does the greeting to a rout 
Of giddy Hacchaiinls belong ? 

} ubilani outcry I rock and glade 
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Resounded—^but the voice obeyed 
The breath of an Helvetian Maid. 

IV 

Hec beauty dazzles the thick wood ; 
,Her cniirago aninisAes the flood : 

Her steps the elastic green-sward meets 
Returning unrcluctant sweets ; 

The mountains (as ye heard) rejoice 
Aloud, saluted by lier voice ! 

Blithe Paragon of Alpine grace. 

He as thou art—for through Ihy veins' 
The blood of Heroes runs its race ' 

And nobly wilt thou brook the cliains 
That, for the virtuous. Life prepared; 
The fetters which the Matron w'ears : 
The patriot Mother's weight of anxious 
cares ! 


Perchance, in future ages, here may Stop; * 
Taught to mistrust hec flattering horo* 
scQpe 

By admonition from this prostrate Stone T 
Memento untnscribed of fride»o’«er> 

• thrown : ^ , 

Vanity's-hieroglyphic ; a ^oice tsope 
In Fortune’s rhetoric. Daughter of the 
Rock, 

' Rest wkcrc thy course was stayed 1 ^ 

■ Power divine ! 

'i The Soul transported secs, from hint of 
i thine. '■ V 

i Crimes which the great Avenger’s band 
j \ provoke, 

Hej^rs coijihats wblstlingito’er the ensan¬ 
guined heath : 

What groans ! w'hat shrieks ! what quiet¬ 
ness in death ! 


v 

Sweet Hir.iiLANiiCiirl ! ' a verv shower 
0#^eauty was thy earthly dower.’’ 
When thou didst flit before mine eyes. 
Gay Vision under sullen skies. 

While H<»pe and Love around the.»M>lavrd, 
Near the rough falls of Inversne;^® ' 

Have they, who nursed the blossom, seen 
No breach of jiroinise in the fruit ' 

Was jo'"’. in following joy, as keen 
As giief can be in grief’s piii-suit ? 

When youth had llown did hope still 
bless 

Thy goings—or the cheerfulness 
Of innoctnes survive to mitigate dis¬ 
tress ? 

’ yi 

But^from our course why turn—to tread 
A way with shadows overspread; 

Where what we gladlicst \v<iuld believe 
Is feared Jis what may most deceive ? 
BrightSpirit, not with amaranth crowned 
But heath-bells from thv native ground. 
Time cannot thin thy flowing hair 
Nor take one ray if light from Thee 
For in my Fancy thou dost share 
' The gift of iiimiortabty : 

And there shall bloom, with Thee allied. 
The Votaress by Lugano's side : 

Ana tliat intrepid Nymph, on Uri’s steep, 
descried ! 

XXIX 

THE COLUMN INTENDED BY BUONAPARTE 
FOR A TRIUMPHAL EDIFICE IN MILAN. 
NOW LYING BY THE WAYSIDE IN THE 
SIMPLON PASS 

'.Ambition— following down this far- 
famed slope 

Her Pioneer, the snow-dissolving Sun, 
While clarions prate of kingdoms to be 
won— 

1 See addraea to a Highland Girl, p. 23a. 


XXX 

STANZAS , 

COMPnS,j^ IN TH^.SIMPLON PaVs 

Vaui.omiirosa ! I longed,in thy shadiest 
wood 

To sbfmber, rMined on ttie rooti-onforeS 
floor, " * 

Tf) listen to Ani&’s precipitous flcxid, 
Whi-ii llie stillness of^cveniiig hath deep- 
enAt its roar , » 

To range through the "i^rmplcs of P.«s- 
Ti'M, to muse * 

In Pompeii jireseryed by her burial in 
earth ; 

On pictures to gaze where they drank in 
their hues ; 

And murmur sweet songs on the ground 
of thetr birth ' 

The beauty of Florence, the grandeur of 
Rome, 

Could I leave them unseen, and not yield 
to regi-et ? 

With a hope (and no more.) for a season to 
come. 

Which ne'er may discharge the magnifi¬ 
cent debt ? 

Thou fortunate Region ! whose Greatness.' 
inurned 

Awoke to new life from its ashes and 
• dust; 

Twice-glorified fields ! if in sadness 1 
turned 

From your infinite marvels, the sadne^ 
g '■ was just. ^ , 

Now, risen ere the light-footed Chamois 
Xj, retires 

Kom dew-spnnkled grass to heights 
guarded with snow. 

Toward the mists that* hang overothe 
land of my Sires. [1 go. 

! From the climate of myrtles contented 
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thoughts become bright like yon 
edging of Pines • 

On the steep’s lofty verge : how it'black¬ 
en’d the air ! 

But, tmjcheci from behind bv the Sun, 


it now shines 
With tlfroads that seem part of his own j 
silver hair. 


Graven on her cankered walls, solemni¬ 
ties 

Th.it moved in long array before admir¬ 
ing eyes. 


Tllbugh the toil of the way wish dear 
Friends we divide. 


The Hebr(.'WS thus, c\rrying in joyful 
state 

j Thick boughs of palm, and willows from 
the brook. 

Marched round the altar—to commemor- 

rhough by the same 7ephvr oiir temples ; • f'tf' . 

be. fanned * * l How. when their eourse they through 

.\s we rest in the c(X}I orange-bowtTs side Ih ■ •h’sort took. ... , 

bv side, / ' (iuid#d bv signs which m-er the sk\' 

.\ ve.inung survives ^vhirh few hearts ' , fors.nik. . j ■ 

shall withstand : * Tliev lodged in liMf\ tents and cabins 

liach step h.ith its value while hornewaril „ i-i i , 

• niove :_ • Green boughs were borne, while, for the 

O joy when the girdle of l':ngland«pj»\ifs bl.islth.it shook t u 

What moment in life, is sf> eonsoiMi*of i ‘’•'irth the walls of Jeri^cho. 

^ Shouts rise, and storms of sound fropi 

Of lc%* ill the heart made more happy by i lifted tnimpels iilow ! 
tears ’ • ' 

• W VI I order, 'mid the saered grove 

1 • , Libyan waste by gushing wells, 

r» * rr^o, UPON TiiK ; 'J'he priests and damsels of Ainmoniair 

What beast of^hase hath broken from 1 Jove 

the cover ? « * 1 Provoked responses with shrill canticles : 

Stern Gfmmi listens to as Aill a cry, ■ While, m a ship begirt with silver bells. 

As multUudinous a iTurmony ^ I They round his altar bore tiie, horned (lOd, 

Of sounds as rang the heights of r..atmos | Old Cham, the solar l»eity, who dw-eils 

over, • I .Aloft, vet in a tilting vessel rode, 

Whfen. from the soft couch of her slee])iug \ When universal sea the mountauis over- 


Lover. 


flowed. 


Up-starting,Cynthia skimmed the niouii- 
tain-dew 

In keen pursuit—and gave, where’er 
she flew. 

Impetuous motion to the Stars above her. 

A solitary Wolf-dog, ranging on 

Through the bleak concave, wakes this 
wondrous chime 

Of agry voices locked in unison,— 

Faint—far-off—neaf—deep—solemn, and 
sublime !— 

So, from the body of one guiltj’ deed. 

.A thousand ghostly fears, and haunting 
thoughts, proceed ! 

" XXXII 

• PROCESSIONS • 

SUGGESTED ON A SABBATH HORNING IN 
THE VALE OF CHAMOUNY ^ 

To appease the Gods ; or public thanfts. 
to yield;** ’ > • ’ 

Or to solicit: knowledge of % vents, 

Which in her breast Futurity concealed ; 

And that the past might have its true 
intents , 

Feeungly told by living monuments— 

Mankind of yore were prompted to devise 

Rites such as yet Persepolis presents 


Why speak of Roman Pomps? the 
haughty claims 

Of Chiefs triumph.-iiit after ruthless wars; 
The feast of Neptune—and the Cereal 
Games, 

With images, and crowns, and empty 
cars : 

The. dancing Salii—on the shields of Mars 
Smiting with fury : and a deeper dread 
Scattered on all sides by the hiaeous jars 
Of Corybantian cymbals, while the head 
Of Cybele was seen, sublimely lurreted ’ 

At length a spirit more subdued and sr^ft 
Appeared—to govern Christian pageant¬ 
ries : 

The Cross, in calm procession, borne 
aloft 

Moved to the chant of sober litanies. 
Even such, this day, came wafted on the 
breeze 

^’’rom a long train—in hooded vestments 
fair 

Enwrapt—and winding, between Alpine 
trcis 

Spiry and dark, around their House of 
j praver, 

Below the icy bed of bright Argentiere,' 

I . 
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Still in the vivid freshness of a drcaiiii I r<>ted at an hour and on a spot well suited to the 
The pageant haunts me as it niPt our pyes! Parting of those who were to meet no more. 

Still, with those white-robed Shapes--a P**' drtcended through the vnilcy of om 
H.nnn * Lady of tlie Snow, .iiid our late companions, to 

uying a^Pdm, Art. We had lioped to meet in„a tew .-yeeks at 

The glacier Pillar^ join in solemn guise * Geneva ; but on the third succeediiig day (on 
hor the same service, by mysterious tu^s ; the 21st of August) Mr. God^d perused, iwing 
Numbers exceeding credible account overset hi a boat while crossing tiie lake of 

Of number, pure and silent Votaries Zunch. His companion saved himself by 

Issuing or issued from a wintry fount : swimminj! and was hospitably recMved in .tee 

The imoenetr ible he irt of that e-icaltpd ! a Swiss gentleman (M. Keller) situ- 

1 nc unpenetrauie neart oi mat exaitea eastern coast of the lake. The 

mount . ' , corpse of poor Goddard was cast ashore on the 

JI-hT .*r- r'K'’”rrA“ f "vl" 4t;iu5rsr,;i»i?’;.s's:u‘l5 

While they the Church engird with ii^otion 1 h^ rendered to the dead ns well as to the. living., 
'^low, ' Hc^k'iiiised a handsome mural monumeut to be' 

A product of that awful Mountain seem, | ererted lu the rhurcS of Kiisnacht, which re- 
pourecl from his vaults of everlasting '‘"'■‘Is the premature fate of the young American, 
snow' ' ' shores too of the lake the traveller 

Not viriTin lilies in.-irshallerM,. Iiri.d.t i inscription pointing oilt the spot 


Numbers exceeding credible account 
Of number, pure and silent Votaries 
Issuing or issued from a winlry ftnmt : 
The impenetrable heart of that exalted 
Mount ! 

They, tf)o, who send so far a holv gleam 
While they the Church engird wit li iiiotion 
■Vlow, 

A product of that awful Mountain si'cm. 
Poured from his vaults of everlasting 
snow' i 


Not virgin lilies marshalled in bright row. : bodrwrde^^ wa^ 

Not swans descending with the ste.iltliv ' ^ oeposuca uy tim waves, 

tide, ' T-i’r't.'r:n by the sound of pastoral bells, 

A livelier .sisterly resemblance show' | Knde Nature’s J’ilgrims did we go. 
Than the fair Forms, that in long ordei From the dread summit of the Q.tecu * 
glide, . Of inonnlaiflFi, through a deep ravine, 

Bear to the glacier band— those Sliaiies ; Where, m her holv c-hapel, dwells 
aloft descried- i Our Ladv of the Snow.” 

1 ty y « 4 |, 

Trembling, I look upon the secret s]>rings ' 'The sky wai^ liiue, the avr was mild ; 

Of that Jirentious craving in the mind i Free were tfcie (ftreapis and green the 


To act the Cod among external things, bowers ; ^ 

To bind, on apt suggestion, or unbind -. As if,'to r<iugh .assaults nnkm^'vn. 
And marvel not that antique Faith The genial spot had ever shown 

inclined A countenance thait us sweetly sni 

To crowd the world with mctamor|)hosis. j The face of summer-hours. 
VoucJisafed in pity or in wrath assigned ; 


A counleiiance that as sweetly sniiled- 
Thc face of summer-hours. 


% III yii V (11 ill wiriLJi , ___ , . 

Suoh insolent temptations wmildst thou ^';',‘i,*J,i,.;;„ure ^dancing through the 

iTl Is3• y ^ 


Avoid these sights; nor brood o’er 
Fable’s dark abyss ! 


frame 

We journeyed ; all we knew of care— 
Our path that straggled here and there j 
Of trouble—but the fluttcriiig breeze ; 

Of Winter—but a name. 


XXX 111 '" trouble—bin ine, nuricrmg oreeze ; 

T- T T 4 OT- 4 x> V * c- W intcT—but u nauie. 

ELEGIAC STAN/AS 

■Die lamented Youtli whwe uiiiiniolv clciith If foresight could have rent the veil 
gave occasion to teese elegiac vciscs, mms Of three short days—but hush—^no 


Frederick William Goddard, fnun Hostoii 111 J 
North America. Ho was lu his twentieth year, 1 


Calm is the grave, and calmer nunc 


and had resided for some time with a rlergvman y, to which thy cares are gone, 

in the neighboiirhood of Geneva for the com- . 

pletiou of his education. Accompanied by n ■[ ^of ffj® Stormy galc , 

fclluw-pupil, a native of Scotland, lie had jiwi Asleep on ZURICH S snore I 


set out on a Swiss lour when it was his mis¬ 
fortune to fall in with a friend of mine who was 
hastening to join our party. The travellers, 


Godd.^rd ! what 


thou ?—a 


hastening to join our party. The travellers, name 

after spending a day together on the road from .A sunbeam followed by a shade ! 

Berne and at Soleuire, took leave of each other Nor more, for augbt that time supplies, 
at night, the young men having intended to jThe gi'cat, the experienced, aiyi fbe wise ; 
proceed directly to Zunch. But early m the -J ^ from this frail earth we claim, 

monimgiiiy friend found his new acqviaiiitaiict-s,' , foprefnre 
who were informed of the object of Tiis jouruew therefore are*Detrayea. 

and the friends he was in pursuit of. equipped YVe met, while festive mirth ran wild, 
to accompany him. Wc met at Lucerne the I doer, t'lVp’Bmiohtv nm 

succeeding evening, and Mr. G. and his fellow -1 

student became in consequence our tra4'eiliiig ! Forth slips, like an enfranchised Slave, 
oompanihoa for a couple of days. We ascended } A sea-green river. proiM to lave, « 
the Right together; and. after conteraplatiiig I With current swift and undefiled, 
the 9 iu\riae from that noble mountain, we sepa- | towers of old Lvcernk. 


t See Note. 


Mount Rifhi>-Rci;ina Montiuio. 
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parted opoa i;oleTnu ground 
Kar-iift^ toward<> the uiitadlng ‘^kv: 
lint all our thoughts were then of Ear h* 
That gives to common pleasures iJirth ; 
And ugthin(£ in our hearts w'e found 
That pr^rnpted^even a sigh. • 

Fetch, Sympathising Pojrers of .'lir. 

Fetch, ye that post o’er seas and landi. 
Hvbs moistened by Virginian dew, 

A most untimely grave to strew,* 

Whose turf may never know the care 
Uf kindred human hands !« . 

Beloved by every gentle Muse 
'Ho left his Transatlantic home : / 

Europe, a realised rcitnancc. 

Had opened on his eager glance ; 

W^at present bliss !—what golden 

views! j 

What stores for years to come# 

Though lodged within no vigorfiusltamc*. 
His «oiil her daily tasks renewed, 

Blith? as the lark on smi-gilt wings 
High ]>iii3ed—or as the wTfti that sings 
111 shadv placdS, to proclaim • 

Her Aiodejjt graiitude. • • 

Not vain is sa 5 ly-uttereli ^iraise r 
The w'ords ^f truth’s m«tn*rial vow 
Are sweet as mornifig fragraiire^fihed 
From liJk'ers mid Golomi’s ruins bred ; 
As evening's fondly-lingering rays. 

On Rioitt’s silent brow. 

k 

Lamented Youth t to thy cold clay 
Fit obsequies the §tranger paid : 

And piety shall guard the .Stoin* 

Which hath not left the spot unknown 1 
Where the wild waves resigned tJieii j 
prey— 

And that which marks thy bed. 

And, when thy Mother weeps for tTicc, 
Lost Youth a solitary Mother ; 

This tribute from a casual Friend 
A not unwelcome%d may lend. 

To feed the tender luxury. 

The rising pang to smothCT.* 

. XXXIV 

SKY-Pl«)SrECT—FROM THE PLAIN Ol- 
FRANCE * 

Lo I in the burning west, the craggy nape 
Of a prouti Ararat ! and, thereupon, 

1 'Hie persu^on* iMre exroeskcd aras nn^ 
groundlesb. The first numanlfcuiuiolation th.-it 
the afflicted Mother felt, was denved from thi; 
tribute to her son’s memory, a fact which the 
author learned, at his own residence, from her 
Daughter, who visited Europe some years 
•ifterwards.—^Idau is one pf tiie villae'cs deso¬ 
lated by the fall of part of the Mountain Ross- 
berg. 


The Ark, her melancholy voyage dcaie 1 
You rampant cloud- mimics a lion's 
shape: 

•.There, combats a buge crocodile—agape 
A golden spear to swallow ! and that 
brown ^ 

.\iid massy grove, so ne,ar yon blazing 
town. 

Stirs and recedes—destruction to es¬ 
cape ! 

Yet ail is harmless—as the Elysian 
• shades 

Where Spirits dwell in luidisturbed 
reposi'— 

Silernly disappears, or quickly fad^ : 
Meek Nature’s evening comment cm the 
shows 

That tor oblivion take their daily birth 
F'rom all the fuming vanities of F^arth 

XXXV 

ON' niUNC; STRANDED NEAR TIIE HARBOUR 
OF BOULOGNE * 

Why c.ist ye back upon the Gallic 
shore 

Yo furious waves ! a i'>atrJotic Son 
Of Kiigl.md—whx) in hope her coi^t had 
won. 

His project rrowned, his plca.sant travel 
o’er ? 

Well—let liiiu pace this noted beach 
oiicc nil ire, 

That gave the Roman his triumphal 
shells : 

That saw the Corsican his cap and bells 
Haiightilv shake, ,i dreaming Con¬ 
queror !— 

j-hioiigh : my Country's cliffs I can 
behold, 

I And proudly think, beside the chafing 
sw*a. 

Of checked ambition, tyranny controlled. 
And folly cursed with endless memory : 
Trtese local recollections ne’er-can cloy ; 
Such ground I from ray very heart en- 
joy 1 

XXXVI 

AFTER LANDING—THE VALLEY OF DOVER 
NOV., 1830 

Where be the noisy followers of the 
game 

Which faction breeds j the turmoil 
where ? that passed 
Through Fliirojie, echoing from the 
neivsman’s blast. 

And failed our hearts with grief fpr 
England’s shame. 

Peace greets us;—rambling on without 
an aim 


• SseNote. 
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\Vc mark majestic herds of cattle, free 
T () ruminate, couched on the grassy lea ; 
And hear far-off the mellow horn pro> 
clainx 

The Season's harmless pastime. Kuder 
sound t 

Stirs not; enrapt 1 gaze with strange 


All that I saw returns upon my view. 
All that I heard comes back upon mv 

I'All that I felt this moment doth renew ; 
And where the foot with ,jio upmanly 

i * , ( 

j Kecoiled—and wings alone could travel 


—there 

I move at ease ; and meet contending 
thermes 


delight. 

While consciousnesses, not to be dis- 
ow'nc'd. 

Here only serve a feeling to invite j Tliat press upon me, crossing the career 

That lifts the spirit to a calmer lu-iglit.-j Of recollections vivid as the dreams 
And makes this rural stillness iiioi'e ' Of midnight,-—cities, plains, iorcsts, ^iid 
F profound. ; mighty streams. 

XXXVII ' : 

. ,, i Wljore Mortal nevtr breathed I dare to 

« iAJ UO* IvR I 

I 

From the Pier’s head, iiuisiiig. and uitli j Anuiiig the ulterior Alps, gigantic crfW',4 
increase ... . , ' Who Iriuttiphcd o’er diluviau power !— * 

Of wonder, I have watclicd this sea-side j ^ and yet 

Town, „ , , , ' WlVavMire thev but a wreck and residue. 

Under the white clitl s ballleinented ■ wIkw uiilv busitiess is to perish?-— 

crown, i ti-ut- 

Hushed to a depth of more than Sabbath 'f,, ^vhicli »td course, these wrinkled 
peace: I . Sous ..f Time « 

The streets and quays are thronged, but labour their proper gre.i.tiiess to subdue ; 

• why di'^owii Sj>taK.hig of death alone, bencifih a‘cJui?e 

-Their ii.iturrd utterance- whence this When* life au'l i^ipture now iu pleuitud- 
strange rt'lea-.e siihliiiie. *■ 

FYoiil sonal noise --Sllemv elsenhere 

inikiiowi) ? - ' I'.uiev iiath Hung for me au ain/ bridge 

Sjiiril whii^peied. “ l.i-t all wonder Across th\ long deep N'alley, furious 
eeai-e , Rlioiu- ! 

, Ocean’s o’erpowering murmurs Ji.i\ e set Areli lh.it hert’ rests ui>oii the granite - 
tie<- riclgi- 

Thy sense from pressure ol life's cuniinoii 1 Of Monte Kosa on frailer stone 

din. , l)f secondary birth, the Jiuig-irau's 

As the dread \oi(e that speaks Irom out cone : 

the 'ca : And, from that arch, dowii'looking on 

Of Cold's eterii,d Wild, the \'oice nfj the. Vale 

Time j The aspect I beliold of every /.one ; 

Doth di;ade.u. shocks ot tumult, shrieks of A sPa of foliage, tossing with the gale, 
erimi', [sin.” , Hlithe .Autumu’s purple crown, and 

The shouts ol I'olU, and the groans of' Winter's icy mail! 

! ^ 

Far as St.Mwkici;, from von eastern 
DH.SlH/roKY STANZAS I Forks, i 

tiros RKCi.ivtNi. nil'. i-Khc kdi.no sm.i-TS ! D'lwn the main-avenue my sight can • 
i-KOM THE riiESS i range: 

Is then the luuil page before me spread. brancht vales, and all that 

Norfurtheroutletlefttommdorhcart ? i,.-.. i. i i u. * 

presumjnuous Book ! too forward to be | '' ‘thm them, church, and town, and hut, 
read I . a»d grange. 

How can I give thee licence to depart ? j enjoyment meet ^ vision 

One ^tribute more: unbidden 

’'““Sbi.SrtLw'''" • amioabl, mterchange 

.. ^ r_’_,_, I But list! the avalanche—the hu! 


jK 


My sipivit is the scene of such wild art 
. As on Parnassus rules, when lightning 
flies. 

'Visiblv leading on the thunder’s har¬ 
monies. 


But list ! the avalanche—the hush 
protouud 

That follow's—yet more awful than >liat 
awful sound*! 

1 At the bead (d the 'Vallaii. Note. 
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H not the chamois suited to his place ? 
The eaftle worthy of her ancestry ? ^ 

—Let Empires fall; but ne’er sbpll Ye 
disgrace 

Your Q^blc Ijirthright. ye that occupy 
Your comicil-seats beneath the open skv^ 
On Sarnen's M<Junt.‘ then; judge of fit 
and right, 

In simple democratic majesty : 

Soft breezes fanning your rough h«ows— 
the might 

And purity of nature spread before your 
sight ! • 

I'Voin this api>rupriate Court, renuwiuyl 
LucernI:; ^ 

Calls me to pace her honoured Ilridga ^ 
—that cheers 

J'ho* Patriot’s heart with pictures rude 
and stern, ^ 

.Vii unc<111'h Chronicle of glorious 
Like ])ortr.iiture. from loftier siniree, 
Hjidears 

That \9urk of kindred h'uine, which spans 
the lake • 

T list at the point of issue, where it fears 
Tiie Jjoriii and yiotiou of n streai^ to { 
take; * , , 1 

Where it begins to stir, yt't 'fuiccless as a \ 
snake. ■* • > , 

V'olumcs tof sound, Ironi the CaAiedral 
rolled. 

This Ifing-rooled Vista jieiietrale—but 
► see. 

One after one, its tablets, that unfold 
The whole design of Scripture liintoiy : 


From the first tasting of the fatal Trc"*. 
Till the bright Star appeared hi cas< erii 
skies, [free; 

'Announcing, One was bum mankind to - 
His acts, his wrongs, his final sacrifice : 
Lessons for every heaist, a Bible for all-.,^ 
eves. 

t* 

Our pride misleads, our timid likings kill. 

—I-oiig may these homely Works devised 
(jf old. 

These simple efforts of Helvetian skill. 
Aid, with congenial infiueiice, to uphold 
The State.—the Country’s destinv to 
ifloLild ; [dust 

Turning, for them who pais, the common 
Of servile opportunity to gold ; 

Filling the soul with si'iitinieuts august— 
,The beautiful, the brave, the holy, and 
the just ! 

No more : Time halts nut iu his noiseless 
march— 

Nor turns, nor wiiid^. as doth the liquid 
Hood; [arch 

Life slips from uuderneuth us. like that 
Of airy workniaiiship wheieoii we stood. 
E.irtli stretched below, heaven m our 
neighbourhood. 

(io forth. in> little Book ' pursue thy 
wav : 

Co forth, and please the gentle and the 
good ; 

Nor b<’ a whisper stifird, if it say . 

'Ihat treasures, yet untouched, may 
graa- some liiture Lay. 


MEMORIALS OF A TOUR IN ITALY 


TO HENRY 
Companion 1 bv whose buoyant Spint cliecred. 
In whose expeneiue ttflstiiig, day by dav 
Treasures I gained with zeal that iieithci 
feareil 

Tlie toils nor felt the crosses of the way, 

K^ual Mount, />Vti4l4, 1S42. 


i«.J7 

CRA13B ROBINSON 

■fhese reciTds take, and ti.qjpy should 1 be 
WVre l>ut tlie Gift .1 inwt Ketiini trj thee 
Ikir kindnesses th.it iievtr ceased to fiow', 
And pioiiipt sell-sa«Tili< e to whirh I owe 
Far more than aiiv lieait Init mine ean know. 

W. WOROSWOKTH. 


The Tour of which the following Poenis .m* very inadequate n'liieinbrances w.is shortened by 
report, too vb'U founded, of the prevalence of ('holera at Naples To iiialce spnie amends for what 
was reluctantlv left unseen iu the South of Ital^, we visited the 'I'liscan Sam tiuincs auiong the 
' A|>eniiines, and the p.-ineipal Italian Lakes among the Alps. Neither ot tliose lakes, nor of V'enice, 
is there any notice iu these Poems, chiefly because I have touched upon ttieni elsewhere. See, 111 
particular, *' Dcsc. iptive Skctclies," " MemonalsEif a Tour on the Continent hi 1820’ and a Sonnet 
upon the extinctii^u of.the Venetian Republic ^ 

I* « pOf either sea, an Islander by birth, 

MUSINGS NEAR AQUAPENDENTE * Mountameer by habit, would resound 

APRIL, 1837 


Vb Apennines! with all your fertile 
* [shores 

.Deeply embospmed, and your winding 

t $scNotsi. ' 


Your praise, in meet accordance with 
'your ckiinis 

Bestowed by Nature, or from man's 
great deeds 

Inherited :—presumptuous thought I— 
it fled 

TV- -.' 1 . . . ’ ' . 
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Like vapour, like a towering cloud, 1 By skeleton arn s, that, from the mouu<^ 
dissolved. i tain’s trunk • 

Not, therefore, shall my mind give way lixteivled, clasp the winds, with mutual 
to sadness ;— moan 

, Yon snow-white torrent-fall, plumb .Struggling for liberty, whilp undismayed 
down it drop§ The shepherd struggles with them. 

Yet ever hangs or seems to hang in .lir. Onward thence * • 

Lulling <he leisure of that high perched: .\nd downward by the skirt of Green- 
, town, side fell, 

Auuapkndente, in her Jolty site And bv Cilenridding-screes, and Tow 

Its neighbour and its namesake —town, '■ Glencoign. 

and Aeod * > Places forsaken now, though loving 

Ff)rth flashing out of its own gloomy i still *' 
t chasm i The muses, as they loved them ili the 

Bright sunbeams—the fiesh vif.dure \ days * 

of this lawn i o| the old niinsftrels and the bonier 


'Strewn with grey rocks, and on the 
horixon’s verge. 

O'er intervenient waste, through glim¬ 
mering haze. 

Unquestionably kenned, tliat coiic- 
shapied hill 

With fractured summit, no indifierent 
sight 

To travellers, from such comforts as 
are thine. 

Bleak Radieofani! escaped with jov— 

These are before me ; and the varied 
scene 

May well suffice, till noon-tide's sultr\ 
heat 

Relax, to fix and satisfv the uuud 

Passive yet jdeased. Wh.it with this 
Broom m flower 

Close at inv side ! She bids me fly to 
gniet 

Her sisters, soon like her to bi' attired 

With golden Iflossoins opening at the 
feet 


balds.- 

But here am I fast bound ; and l§t it, 
pass, 

Tie smlple rapture :—who that travels 

^ru- 

To feed his mind with watchful eyes 
could sh-are ** 

Or wish tnwfharc it ?—One there surely 
, was. n 

“ The Wizard of tlm North,” with 
Smxiouit hope « ■ 

Brought to, tSiis genia*! climate, W'hen 
disease • • ' 

Preyed upon body^and mind—j^et not 
the less t 

Mad his sunk eye kindled at those 
dear words 

That sp.ike of bards and minstrels ;*• 
and his spirit 

Had flown with mine tt) old Helvellyn's 
brow. 

Where once together, in bis day of 
strength. 


Of my own Fairfield. The glad grwting ■ Wc stood rejoicing, as if earth were free 
given, i From sorrow, like the sky above our 


Given with a voice and by a look re-) 
turned 

Of old comp.aiiionship. Time counts 
not minutes ' 

Ere. from accustomed paths, familiar 
helds. 

The lor.il Genius hurries rne .ili>ft 


heads. 

Ye.irs followed years, and when, upon 
the eve 

Of lus last going from Tweed-side, 
thought turned. 

Or bv another’s sympathy W'as led, 
Transported over that cloud-\ m loing ! To this bright lahiwHope was for him 
hill, : no friend. 

Seat Sandal, a fond suitor of the clouds.! Knowledge no help ; Imagination shaped 
With dream-hke smoothness, to Helvel- t'No promise. Still, in more than ear- 
lyn's top, deep seats. 

There to .ilight upon crisp moss and Siirv'ivos for me. and cannot but survive 
range, *Thp tone of voice which wedded bor- 

Obtaining ampler boon, at everv step,< r^jwed words • . *■ 

Of visual sovereignty—hills multitm To sadness not .their own, wh^n, with 
dinous. > faint smile 

(Not Apeniiine. can boast of fairer) hills Forced by intent to take from speech 
Pride of two nations, woixl and lake ■ its edge, 

and plains, He saiil. ” When I an» there, altlMPUgh 

And iirospect right below of deep coves ' 'tis fair, 

shaped ’Twill be another Yarrow.*’ Prophecy 
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Itfore than fulhUed, as gay Campania's 
shores • 

Soon witnessed) and the city of seven 
hills, 

Her spSrldinl; fountains, and her mouljJ- 
crin?! tombs ;• 

And tiforc than all, that Kiuincnce 
which si towed 

tier splendours, seen, not the 

while he stood 

A few short steps (painful they were) 
apart 


Nor is least pleased, we trust, when 
golden beams. 

Reflected through the mists of age, 
from hours 

Of innocent delight, remote or recent. 
Shoot but a little ^tav— 'tis all the\’^ 
can— 

Into the doubtful future. Who would 
keep 

Ptiwer must resolve to cleave to it 
_ through life, V 

lilse It deserts him. surely as he lives. 


From Tasso’s Convent-haven, and re -1 .Samis would not grieve nor guardian 
tired grave. . ! #11 gels frown 

, I If one -- while tossed, as was inylot to be, 

Peadfe to their Spirits! why should I In a frail bark urged by two slender 


Poesy 

«, YiHd to the lure of vain regret, and 
hover ^ « 

In gloom on wings with coiificl;Jice 
outspread 

T<i nsove in suilshiiie ?—Utter thanks, 
iftv Soul ! 


oars 

Ovei waves rougli and deep. that, when 
they broke, 

D.ished their white foam against the 
palace w.ails 

Of tlenoa the superli—should there 
be led 


Tempered with awe, an# sweetened ^ To meditate upon his own ajipuiliteil 
bv coinp<i« 51 on • i tasks. 

Uor^ihem^who the shatV'h of sorrow ' However luinible in themselves, with 


dwells • . • (lile 

That 1 —si) ncar^thc terTu to human 
Appointed by man’s erfininon heritage, 
Frail asJhc frailosft one withal ^if that 
l)eserve*a thought) but litile known 
to fame— 

.Am free to rove where Nature’s loveliest 
loriks, 

.Art’s noblest relics, history’s rich be¬ 
quests. 

Failed to reanimate and but feebly 
cheered 


thoughts 

Raised .ind sustained bv memory oi 
Him 

Who oftentimes within those narrow 
bounds 

Rocked on the surge, there tried his 
spirit’s strength 

And grasp <if purpose, long ere sailed 
his ship 

To lay a new w’orld open. 

Nor loss prized 

] Be those impressions w'hich incline the 
The whole world’s Darling—free to 1 heart 

rove at will | To mild, to lowly, and to seeming weak. 

O’er high and low, and if requiring ■ Bend that way her desires. The dew. 

rest, the storm— 

Rest from cnjo^’meiit only. The dew’ wdmse moisture fell in gentle. 

Thanks poured forth ^ drops 

For what thus far hath blessed luv j On the small hyssop destined to become, 
wanderings, thanks ' By Hebrew ordinance devoutly kept. 

Fervent but humble as the lips can .A purifying instrument—the sbirm 

bre.ithe That sho<»k 011 Lebanon the cedar's 

Where gladness seems a duty—let me top. 

guard ' And as it shook, enabling the blind 

Those sf^ds of expectation w'hich tlijj roots 

fruit F'urlher to forct* their way, endowed 

Already gathered in this favoured I.and its trunk .«> 

Enfolds w'ithin its core. The faiti With magnitude and strength fit to 
be mine, ^ uphold 

That He who guides and goveftis all. '■ The glorious tenqfle—did alike proceed 
ajf^roves '*From the saine gracious will, were both 

When gratitude, though disciplined, an offspring 

to look ■ Of bounty inlinite. 

Bevond these .transient spheres, doth '• Between Powers that aim 

"wear a crown _ Higher to lift their lofty heads, iinpelled 

Of earthly hope put on with trembling ! Bv no profane ambition. Powers that 
hand; thrive 
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Hy conflict^ and their opposite?, that 
trust 

In lowlinesS“a mid-wa\' tract there lies 
Of thoughtful sentiment for every mind 
, Preguaut with good. Young, Middle- 
t;'; aged, and 01|l, 

'Jjrom century on to century, must have 
known 

- The emotion—nav, more fitly were it 
said— 


Bearing the world-acknowledged evi? 

dcnce * 

Of past exploits, nor fondlv after more 
Struggling against the stream of destiny. 
Rut with its peaceful majesty content- 
-•-Oh what a spectacle at evfiry turn 
The Place unfolds, ’ iroin pevement , 
skinned with muss, 

Or grass-grown spaces, where the he^vi* 
esH'foot 


The blest tranquillity that sunk so deep ' Provokes no eelmes, but must softly 
■Into my Sipint, when I paend, enclosed tread : 

III Pisa*^B Carripo Santo, the smooth lioor j Where Sulitude with Silence pfChred 
Of its Arcades paved with sepulchral . stops short 

slabs, • Okl )est)lation. and to Ruin’s srythe ■ 

And through each w'indow's open fret- ' O^cay siihiiiits nof. 

work lf>oked But where'er my steps 

O’er the blank Area of sarrecl earth i Shall wander, chiefly let me dill \jfith ,• 
Fetched from Mount Catvarv, e>T liriph ^ care 

delved Tl^s<- images of genial beauty, oft 

In prccipcts nearer to the Sa\ioiir'>, TiJUfivelv to be pensive in themselves 
tomb. But by reflexion m.'ido «o, which do best 

By hands (tf men. hninble as br.ii e. mIih ■ \m1 litliest serve to crown with fi tyrant 
fought wreatlicp 

For its deliverance—a c.tiiacious field ' kih-'s cup when almost illeil with vears, 
'hat to descend ants of the de.nl it holds ^ like mine. 

BieaK. lUhvingimite ineinentobrentlie.s. —How lovt*iv 


These atiehmg far than augltt which 
scentc walls 
May well thfir epitaphs can speak. 


heat 


r robed forrtiooir'liglit 
and shatk'*, * 

Each ininisUrwg to» c.'ich, rlidst thoti 
appear • 


Rela.x, to fix and satist 
Passive yet pleased. Wch, pcrilnn.', as 
Broom in flower 

Ckwe at my side ! She irished, T’ielv. 


v’s long-departed Savona. (Jneen of territory fai# ^ 


greet 


As aught ilini inaivellons coast thrf>’ 
all its length 

Yields to the Stranger’s e.ye. Kcmeni- 
hrance holds 


Her sisters, sr><.m like hi 
With golden blossoms ..-d bv azure skv, 
feet tins ministers 

Of my own Fftirfield 
dven. 

Given with a voice and bj and with 
turned 


ith of cloistral As a selected treasure thy one cliff. 


Th.it. wlnlc: it wore for melancholy crest 
A shattered Convent, yet rose proud 
to have 

land that which Clinging to its steep sides a thousand 

herbs 

And shrubs, whose pleasant looks gave 
proof how kind 


Of old companionship, Thle nr fived : The breath of .air can be where earth 


not minutes 


feet. 


ii.id else. 


Ere, fr<'>m accustomed patle Leaning-' Seemed churlish. And behold, both 
fields, i ffur and near. 

The local Genius hurries n. on him I Garden and field all decked with orange 
Transported over that -ry stands bloom, 

^>11« f decline :ind, And peach and citron, in Spring’s 

Seat Sandal, a fond suitni 1 mildest breeze c 

With dream-Uke snioni',. some sense of ,fRxpanding ; 


lyn’s top. 

There to afis'rv.mishes before the. sight 
rangcur unextinguished, pomp nii- 
Obtairikhed. 

' he.auty unimpaired. Grand m 
itself. 

And for'.itself, the assemblage, grand 
and fair 

To view, and for the mind's consenting 
eye 

A type of age in tngn, upon its front 


and. along the smooth 
shore curved 
Into a natural port, a tideless sea, 

^ that mild breeze with motion and 
f voice ■ .» 

Softly responsive; • and. attuned to all 
Those vernal charms of sight and 
sound, appeared 

Smooth space of turf which from the 
guardinn fort ■ • 

Sloped seaward, turf whose tender' 
April green. 
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In* coolest climes too fugitive, might 
•even here 

Plead with the sovereign Sun for logger 
stay * 

Than his unmitigated beams allow. 

Nor pleaa in vain, if beauty could pre- 
serve^. * 

From mortal change, aught that is 
born on earth 

Or d(9th on time depend. • 

While on the brink 

Of that high Convent-crested clilT 1 
stcKxl. • 

Modest Savona ! over all did broiul 
Allure poetic Spirit—as the hreeKP,< 


Parthenope’s Domain —Virgilian haunt. 
Illustrated with ncver-djdng verse, 

And, by the Poet's laurel-shaded tomb. 
Age after age to Pilgrims from all lands 
Eiidciu-ed. 

• And who—if not ^ man as cold 

In heart as dull m brain—while paring 
ground 

Chosen by Rome’s legendary Bards 
higW minds 

Out of her early struggles well inspired 
Ti^localizc heri'ic act*.- rould Irtok 
Upon the spots with undelighled o.ve. 
Though even to their last svilabli* the 
Lafs 


Mild—as the verdure, <resh—the sun- ' And verv iiriines nf those who gave 
shinel bright— " them birth 

Thy gentle t’hiabrera !—not a stone. 1 Have pcrishi’d ?— Verily, to her iilinost 
Muraror level with the trodden floor. ' . depth. 

In Church or Chapel, if my curious*[jiie^'Tinagiiiation feels what Reason fears 
Missed not the truth, retains a sii%:'*lFi 
name 

Of yoiNy; or old, warrior, or saint, nr 
sage. ^ 

To whose dear mqpiories his sepulchral 
verse 

Paiiitsi(t«tile tribute such as might h:Re 
flowed • • ^ 

From the clear spring of lilnghsh 

heart, ^ ^ 

.Say rathcr,^ne in natu'c feliowsluji 
With all who want not skill to couple 
grief 

With praise, as genuine admiration 
prompts. 

The grief, the praise, are severed from 
their dust, 

Yet in his page the records of that 
worth 

Survive, uninjured ;—glory then to j 


words* 

Honour to word-preserving Arts, and 
hail 

Ye kindred Icfcal influences that still, 

' If Hope’s familiar whispers merit faith. 

Await my steps when they the breezy 
height 

Shall range of philosophic Tusculum: 

Or ^abinc vdiles explored inspire a wish 

To 'meet the shade of Horace by the 
side 

Of his Bandusian fount: or I invoke 

His presence to ];oint out the spot 
where once 

He sate, and eulogized with earnest pen 

Peace, leisure, freedom, moderate ^de¬ 
sires 

And all the immunities of rural life 

Extolled, behind Vacuna’s crumbling 
»’■ - fane. ' 

Or let^e loiter, soothed with what is 
given 

Nor asking more, on that delicjops Bay, 


TUlt 

To rerognizc, the hasting virtue lodged 
In those bold fictions that, bv deeds . 
assigned 

To the Valerian, Fabi.in. Curiaii Race, 
And others like in fame, cieated Powers 
With attributes fiotri History derived, 
llv Poesy irradiate, and yet graced. 
Through ni;u-\ellous felicitv of skill. 

With sonielliing more propitious to 
high aims 

Than either, pent within her separate 
spheri', 

Can oft with justice claim. 

And not disdaiiiing 
Union with those prirne\al energies 
To \'irtne eonserrate, stoop ye from 
your height 

Christian Traditions • at my Spirit's 
call 

Deseeiid, and, on tlie brow of ancient 
Rome 

As she survives in ruin, manifest 
Voiir glories mingled with the brightest 

IfUPS 

Of her memorial halo, fading, fading. 

But never to be extinct while Earth 
endures. 

O come, if iindishonoured by the prayer. 
From all her Sanctuaries 1—Open fnv 
my feet 

Ye Catacombs, give to mine eyes a 
glimpse 

Of the Devout, as, mid your glooms 
convened 

Enr safety, they of yore enclasped the 
j Cross 

On knees that ceased from trembling, 
or intoned 

Their orisons with voices half-suppressed. 
But sometimes heard, or fancied to be 
heard. 

Even at this hour. 
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And thou Matnurtine lu'ison. 
Into that vault receive me from whose* 
depth 

Issues, revealed in no presumptimus 
' ■ vision, 

Albeit liitinf* bumnn to divlno, 

A Saint, the Church’s Kock, ti)c mystic 
Key’S 

Grasped in his hand ; and ' with 
upright sword 

' Prefiguring his own iinpend(‘nt duuin. 
The Apostle ol the (ieiitiJes; botli 
prepared 

To sufTer pains with heathen sqoni and 
hate 

Inflicted:—blessed Mon, for so to 
H eaven 

They follow their deai 1-ord ' 

Time flows—iu)r winds. 
Nor stagnates, nor ]irocii)itates his 
course, 

But manv a benefit borne upon lus 
' bri’ast 

For huinau-kiud sinks out of sight, is 
gone. 

No one knows how , iioi seldom is put 
forth 

An angry arm that snatches good away. 
Never perhaps to reajipcar. The Stream 
Has to our generation brouglit and 
brings 

Innutiieralile gains ; vet we, who now 
Walk in the light of day, ])ortaiii full 
surely 

To a chilled age, most pitiably shut out 
From that which is and actuates, by 
forms, 

Abstactions. and by lifeless fact to fact 
Minutely linked with diligence unin¬ 
spired. 

linrectified. unguided, imsustaiiied. 

By godlike insight. To this fate is 
doomed 

Science, wide-spread and siireading 
• still as be 

Her conquests, in the world of sense 
made known. 

So with the internal mind it fares; 
and so 

With nuyrals. trusting, in contempt or 
fear 

Of v’ital principle’s controlling law. 

To her purblind guide Jixpedieucy j 
and so . 

Suffers religiaus faith. Klate with 
view 

Of what IS won. we overlook or scon. 
The best that should keep pace with ii, 
and must. 

To Else more and more the general mind 
will droop, 

A tvpv^u ^ il bent on perishing. There 
t lives 


No faculty within us which the Soul 
Can s])are, and humblest earthly Weal 
' demands. 

For dignity nolT placed beyond her 
reach, ' 

Zealous co-operation of all meiuis v 

Given nr acquired, to raise ils from the " 
mire, 

.■^nd^ liberate our hearts from low pur- 
'suits. 

By' gross Utilities enslaved we need 
.More of ennobling impulse friun the 
past. * 

If t^ the future aught of good must copir 
Sounder and, tliercfore holier than the ** 
ends 

Which, in the giddiness of self-applause, 
We rovet as siiprime. O g>'iU’t flu 
yjTowii 

if^Ylt Wisdom wears, or lake his treach¬ 
erous staff 

From Knovi'lrrige !~If the Miisf, whom 
I have served * 

This d-ay", be mistress of a single pearl 
I'lt to be placed in tllJit jiure diadem ; 
Tvcn. not; in vain, irider thesejjhestnut 
boughs *' 

Reclined, shall 1 have yielded up iny 
foul ' **■ 

To ^ transports from the secondary 
founts 

Flowing of time and place, and paid to 
both , 

Due homage ; nor shall fruitlessly have 
stri\'en. 

By love of beauty moved, to enshrine 
in verse 

Accordiint meditations, which in times 
Ve.xed and disordered, as our own, may 
shed 

Influence, at least among a scattered 
few. 

To soberness of mind and peace of heart 
Friendly; as here to my repc>se hath 
been 

This flowering broom’s dear neighbour¬ 
hood, the light 

And inuriuur issuing from yoh pendent 
flood, 

And all the varied landscape. Let us 
now 

Rise, and to-morrow greet magnificent 
Rome.! 

n 

l-IIi: FINE OF MONTE MARIO AT ROME 

I SAW far off the dark top of a Pine 
Look like a cloud—a slender stem the ^ 
tie ’ 

That bound it to its native ^arth— 
poised high 

1 See Note. 

‘ **„*,' I , , * f t h-Jc , * ' 
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'Mid evening hues, along the horizon Her ULornlng splendors vanish,' and 
■ line, their place 

Striving in peace each other to outshine. Know them no more. If Truth, who 
But when I learned the Tree was living veiled her face 

there, With those bright beams yet hid it not, 

Saved from the sordid axe by Beau-* must steer 

mon^care, • ■ Henceforth a humbler course perplexed 

Oh, what a gush of tenderness was j and slow ; 

mine ! ■ One solace yet remains for us who came 

The* rescued Pine-tree, with itg sky' Into this world in days when story 
so bright. lacked 

.\nd cloiid-likife'beauty, rich in thoughts' Severe research, that in our hearts we 
of home, • j know 

Death-parted friends, and days too' How. for exciting youth's heroic flame, 
• swift in flight, • j A.ssontAs power, belief the soul of fact. 

Supplanted the whole wiajestv of Rcune 
(Then first apparent from the Piiiciaft 
Height) 

Crow^ied with St. Peter’s everlasting 


CONTlNUICn 


Dome.' 


AT ROME 


Is this, yc Gods, the CapitoliSh I fill ’ 


, foMi'i.ACKNT Fictions were they, yet the 
t s!unt* 

liM olved a history of no doubtful sense. 
History that proves by inward evidenct? 
From what a precious source of truth it 
came. 


Yon petty Stccf^ 111 truth the fe.ii I fil \»|- could the boldest EuUigist have 
••RUfiK, # • • : dared « 

Tarpeian named yore, ^nd keeping ^ Surh 'leeds to paint, such characters to 
still • ! fr.imc. 

That name, a lornl'riiafltoTii pn iiil to; Hut for roeval symp.illiv jireparcd 

mock • w j 'Pi, jri-cci with instant faith their loftiest 

Tlic Tra\*;ller's expectation ?—Could ■ claim. 

our Will I N'i)u«' but a noble people could have 

^lestroy the ideal Power within. 'Iw'ere lo\ ed 

done , Flatterv in Ancient Rome's pure- 

'I'liro' what men sec and toiicli, slaie-,' mmdcfl stvic ; 


wandering on. 

Impelled by lliiret of all but Hcaveii- 
taugbt skill. 

I'‘nil oft, our wdsh obtained, deeply \vi- 
sigh ; 

Yet not unreciunpeiised are tliev wlio 
learn, 

From that depressuiti raised, to moiiut 
on high 

With stronger wing, more clearly to 
discern 

Eternal things : and, if need be, defy 

Change, with a brow^ not insolent, 
though stern. 

• IV 

AT ROME.-REOlirTS.—IR ALH'.SlON' TO 

RTEUUHR AND OTHER -MODER.N' HIS¬ 
TORIANS 

Those old crcdulitiss, to nature de^r. 

Shall tlic^ no longer bloom upon the 
stock 

Of History, stript naked ns a rock 

'Mid a dry desert ? What is it we hear ’ 

The glory of Infcint Rome must dis¬ 
appear. 


' Not ill liki* sort the Runic Srald was 
moved ; 

He. iiiM M-d ’mid s.i'. age passions that 
delile 

lliiinaiLitv, sang feats that well might 
call ■ 

' l*'or the blood-thirsty mead of Odin's 
i riotous Hall.' 


I plea for the iiistokia.n 

I Fokukar to deem the Chronicler un- 
I wise, 

i Ungentle, or luitoiichcd bv se.cnily ruth. 

I Who, gathering up all that Time's 
I' envious tooth 

' I fas spared of sound and grave, realities, 

' I‘'irui1y rejects those dazzling flatteries, 
«>‘l)<‘ar as they arc to uiisiispeclmg Youth, 

. t hat might'have drawn down Clio from 
' , the skies 

, To vindicate the majesty of truth, 
i Such w.'is her olhcc while she walked 
I with men, 

' \ Muse, who, not unmindful of her Sire 
j Ml-ruimg .T'ove, whate'er the theme 
might be 


‘ Sec Note. 
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Uivered he» Motlier, sage Mneinosyne, 

And taught her iaithful servants how the 

Shouff\nimate. but not mislead, the i Calvo would 


IX 

AT ALRANO 


pen. 


, VII 

AT ROME 


nut clear 

„His head from mist; anil, as ^the wind 
sobbed through ** 

Albano's dripping Ilex avenue,* 


They —who have seen the noble My dull forebodings in a Peasant’s eai 
Roman’s scorn . Fomi^ casual vent. She said, “ Be of 

Break forth at thought of laj-iag down good clieer ; ^ 

* his head, , t)ur yesterday’s processiim did not sue 

When the blank day is over, garreted In vain ; the sky will change to'^imny 
In Ins ancestral palace, where, from ‘ blue, 

morn e i Thanks to our Lady’s grace.” I smilorl 

.To night, the desecrated floors are wf)rn ■ to hear, , 

By feet of purse-proud strangers; they ' But not in scorn ;—the Matron’s Faith 

—who have read niav lack 

In one 
she«.. 

How patiently the weight of wrong is i w- _r»raek 

Viorne.; ! Stops not at this low point, nor wants the 

They—who have hoard sumo learned I lure, t‘ 

Patriot treat ■! Ol flowery the Virgin without fear may 

Of frcerloii. with mind grasping the | own, 

wliole theme j I''br by her Son’s blest 'iiand the seed was 

jl'toin ancient Rome, downwards through I s-sowii.. 

that bright dream i ' X ‘ 

* starl.ke : n^trcani, I spied a gentle 

p • ivc 


W IKV,# AlCiVf? jxiuv 

meek smile, beneath a peasant's ■ The heavenly sanction needed to ensure 
ed, *’■ l‘uiriliv'’iit ; but, we trust, her ux>ward 


seat 

Of rival glorv ; they - lallen Italy—- 
Nor must, nor will, noi can, despair ol 
Thee ' 

Vlll 

NEAR KOMr, IN SKVlIl Ur ST. PE ri'K’.M 

Lonc has the dew been dried on tree and 
lawn ; 


! Perched on an olive branch, <and heard 
her cooing 

.Mid now-horn blossoms that soft airs 
were wooing, * 

While all things present told of joy and 
love. 

Hut restless Fancy left that olive grove 


O’er mail’and beast a not unwelciinn- I’^‘^d renewing 

i Hope ftir the, few, who, at the world s 

Is shed, the languor of ai>proachiiig' undoing, , , 

noon ■ ; On the great flood were spared to live 

To shadv rest withdrawing or w'itli- ' ,,,, move. , ■ ' * , 

draw’n ' ^ bounteous Heaven ! signs true as dove 

Mute are all creatures, as this couebant • bough 


fawn. 

Save insect-swarius that hum in air 
afloat. 


i Brought to the ark are coming evermore, 
' (liven though w'e seek them not, but 
while wc plough 


Save that the Cock is crowing, a shrill : without a visible shore, 

" ! Do neither iiroiuise ask nor grace in 

Startling and shrill as that which roused 1 _ 

the dawn. i what alone is ours, the livcng INow. 

—^Heard in that hour, or when, as now,*' vj 

the nerve 

Shrinks from the note as from a mis- from the alban hills, looking to 
timed thing. . 


Oft for a holy warning may it serve. 
Charged with remembrance of his sudddu 
sting. 

His bitter tears, w'hosc name the Papal 
Chair (to bear. 

And yon resplendent Church are proud 

' Quem virum——lyro- 

—~-ituines celebnue elio 7 


WARDS ROME 

ForgiVe, illustrious Country ! these deep 
sighs. 

Heaved less for thy bright plains and 
hills bestrewn 

With monuments decayed or jpver 
thrown, '' . 

For all that tottering stands or pros¬ 
trate lies. 
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Than for like scenes in moral visioij > But who is He ?—the Conqueror. 

shown, '{ Would he force 

Ruin perceived for keener sympathies ; 1 His way to Rome ? Ah, no,—round hill 
Faith csushcf}. yet proud of weeds, her 1 and plain 

gaud(y crown ; • 1 Wandering, he haunts^ at fancy's strung 

Virtues .laid low, and mouldering \ 
energies. 

Yet why prolong this mournful strain ?— 

* P'ailcn Power, • 

Thy fortunes, twice exalted, might 


provoke 

Verse to glad notes prophetic of the hour 
When thou, uprisen, shall break thy 
• double yoke. 

And enter, with proiftpt aid from the 
Must High, 

On the third stage of thy great destiny. 

XII . ^ < 

NE.VR THE T-AKE OP THRASYMEMT 
WlIE 


command. 

This spot—his shadowy death-cup iu 
his hand. 

XIV 

. THE CUCKOO AT LAVICKNA 

MAY 23. 1S37 

1 List —’twas the Cuckoo.—O with what 
Might 

Heard I that Miice ? and catch it now, 

though fr'Uljt, 

Far oil and faint, and meiting into air, 
Yet not to be mistaken. Hark again ! 
Those louder cries give notice that the 
Bird. 


An 


r.H here with Carthage Rome to 1 « 

c^uilict came. 'vheehng hithciward. 1 h happy 

Ccirthquake, mingling • witli the 1 . * , 1 

battle’s sho«r. • uuthought-of greeting! 


Chfcki^d not its wgc , uiifel^the ground 
did tofk, • • 

Sword dropfied not, javelin kept its 
deadly aim.’* * 

Now all IB sun-bri|^t peace. CT that 
dav’ff shaiiie. 


While allured 
Froiii v.-ilf to hill, fnini hill to vale led on, 
We h.ivt pvirsued, through various lands, 
a long 

.And pleasant course : flower after flower 
li<is blown. 


Or glorv, not a vestige seeiiLS to endure, | Umbellibliiug the ground that gave them 
Save in this Kill that took from blood • birth 
*• the name' With asi)t'Cts novel to my sight: hut 

still 


Which yet it bears, sweet Stream ! as 
crystal pure. 

.So mav all trace and sign of deeds aloof 
From the true guidance of humanity, , 

Thro’ Time and Nature’s influence, i F'or old remeinbraute sake. And oft- 


Most fair, most welcome, when they 

_ dr.'uik the dew 

From the true guidance’ of hum am ty, 1 In a.sweet fellowship with kinds beloved. 


purify 


where Spring 


Their sjiirit; or, unless they ftir reproof] Display’d her richest blossoms among 
Or warning serve, thus let them all, on ' hies 
ground 

That gave them being, vanish to a sound. 


j Of orange-trees bedecked with glow'ing 
fruit 

Ripe tor the hand, or under a thick 
XIII I shade 

NEAR THE SAME LAKE I if better Suited lo the hour. 

I Ihu lightsome Olives twinkling can- 
■ Fok action born, existing to be tried, opy— 

Ik.wers manifold we have that intervene Oft have I heard the Nightingale .uid 
To stir thu heart that would too closely j Thnisli 


screen 

Her peace from images to pain allied. 
What wonder if at midnight, by the 
side 


^ Blending as in a common English grove 
‘ Their love-soiigs : but, where’er my feet 
might roam, 

Whate’er assemblages of new and old, 


Of Sanguinetto or broad Thrasynignc, f Strange and familiar, might beguile the 
The claqg of arms is heard, and phan¬ 
toms glide, 

Unhappy ghosts in troops by moonlight 
seen ; 

And^singly thine. O vanquished Chief ! 
whose corse, 

Uubucied, lay hid under heaps of slain* - 
1 SaoguiaBtto, 


_ e way, 

A gratulatiun from that vagrant Voice 
Was wanting ;—and most happily till 
now. 

For see, Luverna ! mark the far-famed 
File, 

High on the brink of t^t precipitous 
rock. - 
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Implantsd tike a FortresSi as in truth 
1^ is, a ^Christian Fortress, garrisoned 
In faith and hope, and dutiful obedience. 
By a few Monks, a stern society, 

Dead to the world and scorning earth- 
born joys. 

Nay—though the hopes that drew, the 
fears that drove, 

St. Francis, far from Man's resort, to 
abide 

Among these sterile heights of Apeuiuiie,* 
Bound him, nor, since he raised yon 
House, have ceased 

To birtd his spiritual Progeny, with vuler. 
Stringent as flesh can tolerate aiul live : 
His milder Genius (thanks to the good 
God 

That made us) over those severe re¬ 
straints 

Of mind, that dread lieart-free/iiig 
discipline. 

Doth sometimes here predominate, and 
works 

By unsought means for gracious pur¬ 
poses ; 

For ern'-th through heaven, for heaven, 
by changeiul earth. ' 

Illustrated, and nintuallv endeared. 

Rapt though He were above the power 
of sense, 

Familiarly, yet out of the eleansed 
heart 

Of that once sinful Being overflowed 
On sun, moon, stars, the nether elements, 
.A-nd every shape of creature they 
sustaiu. 

Divine affections ; and with beast and 
bird 

(Stilled from .ifar—such marvel story 
tells— 

By casual outbreak of his passionate 
words. 

And from their own pursuits in field or 
grove 

Drawn to his side by look or act of ’ove 
Humane, and virtue of his mnneent 
life) 

He wont to hold companionship so free. 
So pure, so fr.aught with knowledge and 
delight. 

As to be likened in his Followers' minds 
To that which our first Parents, ere the 
fall 

From their high state diurkcned the 
Earth with (ear. 

Held with all Kinds in Eden's blissful' 
bowers. 

Then question not that, ’mid the 
austere Band, 

Who breathe the air he breathed, tread 
where he ^od, 

Sotne true Panakers of his loving spirit 


Do still survive, and, with those gentle 
hearts 

Consorted, Others, in the power, the 
fiiith, , , 

or a baptized imagination, prompt 
To catch from Nature’s ' hunible&t 
monitors 

Whate’er they bring of impulses sublime* 

It 

Thus sensitive must be the Monk, 
tliougli pale 

With fasts, with vigils worn, depressed 
by years, * 

Whom in a sunny glade I chanced to sec. 
I’^pon a pine-tree’s storm-uprooted 
trunk. 

Seated alone, with forehead sky-ward 
raised, e 

^ifands clasped above the crucifix he 

V jvore 

Appended to his bosom, and lips closed 
By the joint pressure of his musing 
lUfiod 

And habit '’of his vow. That ancient 
'■ M an— 

Nor ^laplv 'ess the E'other wb/»m.J 
marked, 

,^s we approa^^cd the Convent gate, 
aloft 

l.ooking far forth frlim his aerial cell, 

A young Ascetic—Poet, Hero. S'age, 

I He miglit have been, Lover belike lie 
was— 

If thev rect'ivi'd into a conscious ear 
The notes whose first faint greeting 
startled me. 

Whose sedulous iteration thrilled with 
foy 

My heart—may have been moved like 
me to think, 

I Ah ! not like me who w*alk in their 
world’s ways. 

' On the gre.Tt Prophet, styled IMe Voire 
of <hie 

Crvinf! amid the wilderness, and given. 
Now that their snows must melt, their 
herbs and flowers 

Revive, their obstinate winter pass away. 
That awful name to Thee, thee, stnipfe 
i Cuckoo,^ 

Wandering in solitude, and e‘,?crniore 
Foretelling and proclaiming, ere thou 
leave 

This thy last haunt beneath Italian skies 
/To carry thy glad tidings over heights 
Still loftier, and to climes more near the 
I’ole. 

Voice of the Desert, fare-thee-well; 
sweet Bird ! 

If that substantial title please thee sc :>re, 
Farewell!—but go thy way, so need 
I * hast thou [boww 

I Of a good udsh sent after thee; from 
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To bower as grecrit from sky to sky as 
clear. 

Thee gentle breezes waft—or airs that 
meet • [faii-- 

Tby course aniLsport around thee softly 
Till Night, descending upon hill and vale. 
Grants to thy mission a brief term of 

• silence. 

And folds thy pinions up in blesf repose. 
XV 

AT THE CONVKNT OF CAMALDOII 

Grieve for the Man who hither came 
* ' bereft, ^ 

And seeking conflation from atio\-e « 
Nor grieve the less that skill to him wns 

• left 

To paint this pirtnre of his ladu-ivve : J| 
Can she, a blessed saint, tTie ijiifcrk 
approve ? ything 

Aud^, good Brethren of the cowl, a 
So faff, to which with peril he must eiiiig, 
Destroy in pity, or w'lth caif? remove. 
That bloom -^hose eyes— can they 

S ' d to biivl ^ % 

s* that would« stray from 
Heaven ? The dream^ust cease 
To be ; by Faith* nof^ifebi,, his soul 
must live; • ^ [hud 

Else wilnhc enamoured Monk tgo surely 
How W’ide a space can part from inward 
peHC£ [give. 

The nu>st profomid repose his cell can 

XVI 

CONTINUED 

The world forsaken, all its busy cares 
And stirring interests shunned with 
desperate fliglit. 

All trust abandoned in the healing might 
of virtuous "action ; all that courage 
dares. 

Labour accomplishes, or patience bears— 
Those helps rejected, they, whose minds 
perceive 

How subtly works man's weakness, sighs 
may heave [snares. 

For such a One beset with cloistral 
" Father of Mercy ! rectify his view. 

If with hft vows this object ill agree ; . 
Shed over it thy grace, and thus siibdue 
Imperious paissfon in a heart set free :— 
That earthly love may to herself be tru(^ 
Give him a soul th^t cleaveth unto the9.U 

XVII • • ^ 

AT THE EREMITE OR UPPER CONVENT OF 
CAMALDOLI 

What aim had (hey, the Pair of Monks. 
*in size 

Enormous, dragged, while side by side 
they sate, 

t ^Note< 


By panting steers up to this convent 
gate ? 

How, with empurpled cheeks and 
pampered eyes. 

Dare tney confront line lean austerities 
Of Brethren who, here fixed, on Jesu 
wait 

In sackcloth, and God's anger deprecate 
Through all that humbles flesh and 
mortifies ? 

btrange contrast!—verily the world of 
dreams, 

! Whe^e mingle, as foi mockery combined, 

' Things in their very essences at strife, 
Shows not a sight incongruous as the. 
extremes 

That ever 3 rwhere, before the thoughtful 
mind. 

Meet on the solid ground of waking life.® 

xvni 

AT VALLOMHROSA 

Thick .IS autumnal leaves that strew the'bibuks 
In Valloinbroiiii, where l?triiri.-m shades 
High ovcr-arch’d embower.!* 

f’ARAOisE Lost. 

“ Vallombrosa— 1 longed in thy 
shadiest wood 

To sliiiuber, reclined on the moss- 
covered flfior ! ’■ 

Fond w'ish that was grunted at last, and 
the Flood, 

That lulled me asleep bids me listen once 
more. 

Its murmur how soft ! as it falls down 
the steep. 

Near that Cell—yon sequestered Re¬ 
treat high ill air— 

Where our Milton was wont lonely vigils 
to keep 

For converse with God, sought through 
, study and prayer. 

The Monks still repeat the tradition 
with pride, 

And its truth who shall doubt ? for his 
Spirit IS here : 

In the cloud-pierciag rocks doth her 
grandeur abide. 

In the ]>jnes pointing heavenward her 
beauty austere : 

In the flower-besprent meadows his 
genius we trace 

Turned to humbler delights, in which 
% youth might confide, 

That would yield him fit help while 
prefiguring that Place 
Where, if sin had not entered. Love never 
had died. 


> See Note. 

3 See lor the two first liiut, 
posed in rhb Sitnplot) 


Stzntst cpoi' 
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XX 


When with life lengthened out came a I A I*atrint's heart, warm with undying 
deflate time, fire. 

'Anddarkness and danger had compassed I Bold with the thought, in reverence J 
him round, / sate down, i • 

With a thought Iv* would flee to these 1 Ahd, for a moment, flll^ that, empty 
YiawnXs ot \s\s ptvme, r... 

And here once again a kind shcUei he 
found. 

^ And let me believe that w’hen nightly 
the Muse 

Did waft him to Sion, the glorified hill,* 

Here also,.on some favoured height, he 
would choose 

To wander, and drink inspiration at*\\il1. 

•Valloiabrosa ; of thee 1 first heard in the 
page 

Of that holiest of Bards, and the n.aine 
for niy mind 

Had a musical charm, which the, winter 
f)f age 

And the changes it brings had no power 
to unbind. 

And now, ye Milt(>nian shades ' under 
you 

I repose, nor am forced from sweet fancy 
to part, 

W^hile your leaves 1 behold and the 
brooks they will strew. 

And the realised \ isum is clasped to my 
heart. 

Even so, and unblamed, we rejoice as we 
may 

In Forms that must perish, frail objects 
of sense; 

Unblaii^ed - if the Soul be intent on the 
day 

When the Being of Beings shall summon 
her hence. 

For he and he only with wisdom is blest 

Who, gathering true pleasures wherever 
they grow. 

Looks up in all places, for joy nr for rest. 

To the Fountain whence Time and 
Eternity flow. 

XIX 


AT FLORENCE 

liNDER the shadow of a stately Pile, 

The dome of Florence, pensive and alone, 
Nor giving heed to aught that passed 
the while, 

1 stood, and gazed upon a marble stone. 
The laurelled Dante’s favourite seat. 
A throne. 

In just esteem, it rivals ; though no style 
Be there of decoration to beguile ' ‘ 
The mind, depressed by thought of 
greatness flown. 

As a true man, who long had served the 
. lyre, 

I gazed with earnestness, and dared no 
more. 

But in his breast the mighty Poet bore 


BEFOKKf THE PICTURE OF THE RAPTISt, 
BV RAPHAEL, tS THE GALLERY AT 
FLORENCE 

The Baptist might have been ori^in'd 
to cry 

Forth from the towers of that huge PJe, * 
, wherein *' iwln 

His Father .served Jehovah; but how 
Due audience, how for aught but scorn 
{ defy 

Th| obsfihate pride and wanton revelry 
Of nil" Jerusalem below, her sin 
And folly, if they with united din 
flrowii not at once mandate and^pro¬ 
phecy ^ 

Therefore the Voice spake from the 
Df'sert, thence 

To }fer, as t'o her opposite in'petfCfer 
Silence, and <hbliness, and innocence, 

To Her and to sil Lands its warning sent, 
Crvingt,Vith earnestness that might not 
cease, *■ 

“ Make Straight a highway for the Lord 
—repent ! " 

XXT 


AT FLORENCE.—FROM MICHAEL ANGELO 

Rapt above earth by power of one fair 
face. 

Hers in whose sw'ay alone my heart 
delights, 

I mingle with the blest on those pure 
heights k. [placet 

When Man, yet mortal, rarely finds a 
With Him who made the Work tha. 

Work accords [grace 

So well, that by its help and through his 
1 raise my thoughts, inform my deeds 
and words, 

Claspingher beauty in my soul's embrace. 
Thus, if from two fair eyes mine cannot 
turn, . 

( feel how in their presence doth abide 
Light which to (iod is both the way and 
guide : 

Apd, kindling at their lustre, if I bum. 
rMy nqble fire emits the jo^ul ray 
That through the realms pi glory shines 
for aye. 

XXII 

AT FLORENCE.—FROJ| M. ANGELO 

Eternal Lord'. eased of a cumb^us 
load. 

And loosened from the world, I turn to 
Thee; 
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Shun, like a shattered bark, the storm, So fare they—the Man serving as her 
and flee Slave. 

To tby protection for a safe abode. Ere lone their fates do each to each 
The c«)wn of thorns, hands pierced upon conform : 

thoktree, • " iBotti pass into neN# 'being,—but tbe 

The m(fck, ■benign, and lacerated iacc, 'Warm, 

To a sincere repentance promise grace. Transfigured, sinks into a hopeless 
T^ the sad soul give hope of pardon free. grave ; 

With justice mark not Thou, t) Light ffts volant Spirit will, he trusts, ascend 
divine, JTo bliss unbounded, glory w'ithout end. 

My fault, nor hear it with^hy sacred ear; Y vv 

Neither put forth that wav thv arm 

severe; • after leaving Italy 

*Wash with thy bloocj mv sins; thereto ' Fair Land! Thee all men greet with 
incline • | jov; how few. 

More readily the more my years require ■ Whose semis take pride in freedom, 
H«lp, and forgiveness speedy and on- virtue, fame, 

tire. ^ d Part from thee without pity dyed in 

XXIII « J shame : 

AMONG THE RUINS OF A CONVENT IN THE ^ coidd not-whilefrom Venico we with. 

L j Led on till an .\lpine strait confined our 

"ye Trees ! whose slender rwts entwine I view 

Altars that neglects ; • ; Within its depths, and to the shore we 

infant a|^5 enclasp the 5h||ne I came 

■WflToh dej^otion noyr Respects ; ! Of Lago Morto, dreary sight and name, 

Tf .not a straggler from the *ie.rd i which o’er sad thVmghts a sadder 

niniLn.^'tCt neft' snn.iffGSrd. l)(rclf i colouring thr^w. 

Chanting her low-roiccd hymH, take , ytalia! on the surface of thy spirit, 

prim; ' (Too aptly emblemed by that torpid 

In aught that yc would grace or hide— ! lake) 

How sadly is your love misplaced, ' shall a few partial breezes only creep ?— 

Fair Trees, your bounty run to w’aste ' j depths quickened ; what thou dost 

V’e, too, wild Flowers! that no one: inherit 

‘ Of the world s hopes, dare to fulfil ; 

And ve—full offNsn spurned as w'ecds—' , , a. . 

In beauty clothed, or breathing swe,et- i Mother of Heroes, from thy death-like. 

ness i sleep. „vvt 

From fractured arch and mouldering i .’va.vi 

#Wal]— CONTINUED 

Do but more touchingly recall i As indignation mastered grief, my tongue 

Man s headstrong Auolence and Time’s Spake bitter words ; words that did ill 
fleetness, i • agree 


Making the precincts ye adorn ; With these rich storcsof Nature’s imagery, 

Appear to sight still more forlorn. ; And divine Art, that fast to memory 

XXIV 1 clung— tyoung 

I Thy gifts, magnificent Region, ever 
IN I.OMRARDY , jjj siin's eye, and in his sister’s sight 

See, whqj'e his difficult way that Old ■ How beautiful! how worthy to be sung 
Man wins A In strains of rapture, or subdued de- 

Bent by a load of Mulberry leaves !— | light! (shock 

most hard ; I feign not; witness that unwelcome 

Appears his lot, to the small Wonui#! That followed the first sound of German 
compared^ * ^ " speech. 

For whpm his toil with early day begins. Caught the far-winding barrier Alps 
Acknowledging no task-master, at will among. 

(As if her labour and her ease were In that announcement, greeting seemed 
twins) to mock 

seems to ifork, at pleasure to lie Parting; the casual word had power 
still;— to reach 

And softly sleeps within the thread she My heart, and filled that heart with 
spins, ronflict strong;. 


XXIV 

IN I.OMRARDY 
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' xxvn 

eoilpmro AT KYSAL ON MAY MORNING, 
' 1838 

Ei^ with old lev 6 of you, dear Hills! 

1 share 

iVtiW love of many a rival ima^e brought 
From far, forgive the wanderings of my 
thought: 

lid* art thou wronged, sweet May,| 
when 1 compare 

,Thy present birth-mom with thy last, so 
tair, t 

So rich to me in favours. For mv lot 
Then was. within the famed Flgorian 
Grot 

To sit and muse, fanned by its dewy 
air < 

Mingling with thy soft breath ! That 
morning too, j 

Warblers I heard their joy unbosoming | 
Amid the sunny, shadowy, Colyseiim ; 
Heard them, unchecked by aught of 
saddening hue, 

For victories there won by flower- I 
crowned Spring. | 

Chant in full choir their innocent Te ■ 
Deum. I 


The woodbine so, with spiral gf-aee« iod 
breathes 

Wide-spreading odours from het floNrery 

, wreaths. »■ • 

it 

Borne by the Muse from rills'in shep¬ 
herds’ ears 

Murmt^ihg but one smooth story fo^all 
ywirs, 

I gladly commune with the mind and 
heart • 

Of him who thus survives by clamc art. 

His actions witness, venerate his mien. 

And study Trajap as by Pluiy seen ;* 

Behold how fought the Chief whose con¬ 
quering sword 

Stretched far as earth might own a 
single lord: 

liich^ delight of moral prudence schooled. 

How feelingly at home the Sovereign 
ruled ; ^ 

Pest of tliMood —in pagan faith allied 

To more tlran Man, bv virtue deified. 

• ■ *. 

Menr.'trial Pillar! ’mi€ the wrecks^^f 
Time , , 

Prese ve thy charge with confidence sub- . 
lime— ‘ ■" 


XXVTII 

THE ITI.LAR OF TUAIAN 

Wherk towers are crushed, and unfor¬ 
bidden weeds 

O'er mutilated arches shed their seeds ; 

And temples, doomed to milder change, 
unfold 

A new magnificence that vies with old ; 

Firm in its pristine majesty hath stood 

A votive Column, spared by fire and 
flood :— 

And, though the passions of man’s 
fretful race .. <. 

Have never ceased to eddy round its 
base. 

Not iniured more by touch of meddling 
hands 

Than a lone obelisk, 'mid Nubian sands. 

Or aught inr Syrian deserts left to save 

From death the memory of the good and ( 
brave. 

Historic figures round the shaft embost 

Asoe.nd, with lineaments in air not lost: , 

Still as he turns, the charmed spectator^' 


scAS ( 

Group winding after group with dream¬ 
like ease ; 

Triumphs in sunbright gratitude dis- 
pl^cd. 

Or softly stealing into modest shade. 

«««So, pleased with purple clusters to 
entwine [vine; 

Some lofty elm-tree, mounts the daring 


The equitations, jAimps, and cares of 
Rome, * 

Whence half the breathing world re¬ 
ceived its doom : 

Things that recoil from language : that, ** 
if shown 

By apter pencil, from the light had 
flown. 

A Pontiff, Trajan here the Gods implores, 

7 here 'gt^ets an Embassy from Indian 
shores; 

Lo ! he harangues his cohorts—the' 
storm ^ 

Of battle meets him in authentic form I 
I’liharncsscd, naked, troops of Moorish 
horse 

Sweep to the charge; more high, the 
Dacian force. 

To hcx'if and finger mailed ;—yet, high or 
low. 

None bleed, and none lie prostrate but 
the foe ; *' 

In every Roman, through all turns of 
Fate, 

Is Roman dignity inviolate; 

Spirit in him pre-eqjinent, who guides, 
Supi^sts, adorns, and oV'er all presides ; 
Distinguished only by inherent state 
From honoured Instruments that round 
him wait; 

Rise as he ma)', his grandeur scorns the' 
test * 

Of outward symbol, not will deign to 
rest 

On aught.by whit^ anoiber is,,4¥Mifeia(tr 
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-^Alas ! tliBt One thus disciplined could With such fond hope ? her very speech 
toil is dead t 

To enslave whole nations on their native Yet glorious Art the power of Time 
Soih; ■ defies. 

So emulous of Macedonian fame,. * And Trajan still, through various enter> 
That, when his age was measured with prise, 

his aim, Mounts, in this fine illusion, towards the 

HeJrooped, ’mid dse unclouded victories. skies : 

And turned his eagles back witff deep* Still are we present with the imperial 
drawn sighs; - [Wise 1 Chief, 

O weakness of the Great! *0 folly of the Nor cease to gaze upon the bold Relief 

Till Rome, to silent marble unconfined. 

Where now the haughty Empire that Becomes with all her years a vision of the 
^ was spread Mind. 


THE EjG^YPyiAN MAID 


THE ROMANCE OF THE WATER LILY 
[For^e names and persons in the followiii); p'lein, see the “ History of the renowned Prince 
Arthur and lus Knights p£ the Kovmtl Table ; " for the rest the Author is answerable ; only it may 
be proper to add, ^at the Lotus, with the ()ust of the Goddess appearing to rise out of the full* 
blown ftower, w'as s^gested by the beaiitifid work of ancient art, once included among the< Townley 
!BilitiW|Bj}nd,iiftTi- iff the BritishaMuscunffl 


!BilitiW|Bj}nd,iiftTi- iff the BritishaMuscunffl 

w % 

K While Merlin paced flie Cornish 
sands. * ** ^ 

Fcurth-louking toiffards the rwks of 
Scilry, 

The pleased Enchanter was aware 
^ Of a bright Ship that seetnd to hang 
in air. 

Yet was she work of mortal hands. 
And took from men her name— The 
Water Lily, 

Soft was the wind, that landward blew; 
And, as the Moon, o’er some dark hill 
ascendant, 

Gi*<!>ws from a little edge of light 
To a full (xb, this Pinnace bright 
Became, & nearer to the coast she 
drew. 

More glorious, with spread sail and 
streaming pendant. 

ij'-- Upon this wingM Shape so fair 
I Sage Merlin gazed with admiration : 

' < Her l^aments, thought he, surpass 
Aught tnat was ever shown in magic 
^ass i 

"Was ever built with patimt care ; 

Or, at a touch, produced by happie^fi 
transformgtioiL ^ 

Now, though a Mechanist, wh&e skill 
Shames the degenerate grasp cd modern 
, ntannee. 

Grave Merlin <wd belike the more 
Fdf.pmctismg occult and perilous lore) 

' Was subject to a freakish will 
That saijped good thoughts, or scared 
' fi^ with defiance, 


I Provoked to envills spleen, he cast 
An altered look upon the advancing 
Stranger 

Whom he had hailed with joy, and 
cried, 

“ My Art shall help to tame her pride—” 

I Anon the breeze became a blast, 

I And the waves rose, and sky portended 
j danger. 

I With thrilling word, and potent sign 
Traced on the beach, his work the 
Sorcerer urges; 

I The clouds in blacker clouds are lost, 
Like spiteful Fiends that vanish, 
crossed 

By Fiends of aspect more malign, 

Anfi the winds roused the Deep with 
fiercer scourges. 

But worthy of the name she bore 
Was this Sea-flower, this buoyant 
Galley j 

Supreme in loveliness anA> grace 
, Of motion, whether in the embrace 
Of trusty anchorage, or scudding o’er 
The main flood rou^ened into faiu and 
valley. 

* Behold, how wantonly she laves 
* Her sides, the Wizard^ craft confound* 
ing; 

Like something out of Ocean sprung 
To be for ever fresh and young. 
Breasts the sea-flashes, ana huge^ 
waves 

> Top-gaJlant high, rjeSiouniding and re¬ 
funding I 
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But Ocean under magic heaves, 

And«Caanot*apaTe the Thing he cher* 
isbed i 

Ah! what avails that she was fair, 

~ Luminous, blithe, and debonair ? 

The storm has stripped her of her 
leaves; 

The Lily floats no longer !—She hath 
perished. 

Grieve for her,—she deserves no less*. 

So like, yet so unlike, a living Crca* 
ture I 

No heart had she, no busy braif,; 

Though loved, she could not love 
again ; 

. " Though pitied, feel her own distress ; 

Nor aught that troubles us, the fools of. 
Nature. 

Yet is there cause for gushing tears ; 

So richly was this Galley laden, 

A fairer than herself she bore. 

And, in her struggles, cast ashore; 

.•A lovely One, who nothing hears 

Of wind or wave—a meek and guileless 
Maiden. 

Into a cave had Merlin fled 

From mischief, caused by si^clls him¬ 
self hnd luuttored ; 

And while, repentant all too late, 

. In moody posture there he sate, 

He heard a voice, and saw, with half- 
raised head, 

A Visitant by whom these words were 
uttered; 


'* On Christian service this frail Bark 
Sailed” (hear me, Merlin !) ” under high 
protection. 

Though on her prow a sign of heathen 
power [flower, 

Was carved—a Goddess with ^ Lily 
The old Egyptian's emblematic rvark 
Of joy immortal and of pure affection. 

.Her course was for the British strand : 
Her freight, it was a Damsel peerless ; 
God reigns above, and Spirits strong 
May gatho' to avenge this wTong 
ipone to tne Princess, and her Land 
• W^b she in duty left, sad but not^ 
cheerless. 

And to Caerleon’s loftiest tower • 
Soon will the- Knights of Arthur's! 
* Table ^ 

A cry of lamentation send : 

, And all will weep who there attend. 

To grace that Stranger’s bridal hour. 
For the sea was made unnavigable. 

'r "Shame! riiould a Child of royal line 
“'‘Die tlirough the blindneea of thv 
li malice ?. " 


• Thus to the Necromancer spake 
Nina, the Lady of the Lake, 

A gentle Sorceress, and benign. 

Who ne’er embittered any go<m man'S'. . 
chalice. . , 


*' What boots,” continued she, ” to 
mourn ? 

To dxpiate thy sin endeavour : * 

I''rom the bleak isle where she is laid. 
Fetched Ijy our art, the Egyptian 
Maid m 

May yet to Arthur’s court be borne 
Cold as she is. ere life be fled for ev«. 

C 


My pearly Boat, a shining Light ,; 
That brought me down that sunless 
river, * 

|Will bear me on from wave to wave, 
Arfd back with her to this sea-cave 
Then Merlin ! for a rapid flight 
Through air, to thee my Charge will I 
deliv^. 


The very swiftest of Vhy cars 
Mnist, when my partCs doi]\f., bj; 0 >'wiiy • 
Meanwhile,r for furth'^r guidance, lobk-.t^jt 
Into thy bvm prophetic book ; 

And .if th'aOail, consult the Stars 
To learn thy erfurse; ' farewell! be 
prompt and steady.” 


This scarcely spoken, she again 
Was seated in her gleaming shallop, 
That, o’er the yet-distempered Deep, 
Pursued its way with bird-like sweep, 
Or like a steed, without a rein. 

Urged o’er the wilderness in sportive 
gallop. 

Soon did the gentle Nina reach 
That Isle without a house or haven : 
Landing, she found not what she 
sought, * 

Nor saw of wreck or ruin aught 
But a carved Lotus cast upon the beach 
By the fierce waves, a flower in marble 
graven. 

Sad relique, but how fair the while I ' 
For gently eacii from each retreating 
With backward curve, the leaves re« ■ 
vcaled 

The bosom half, and half concealed, 

, Of a Divinity, that seemed to smile 
On Nina, as she passed, with hopeful 
p^eting. 

No quest was hers of vague desire,. 

Of tortured hope and purpose skaken; 
Following the margin of a bay, . 
She spied the lonely Cast-away, 
Unmarred, unstripped of her attire, ^ 
But with dosed eyes.*—of breath and 
■ bloom forsaken. < 
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'Then. Nina* stooping ^wn, embracedi 
' With tenderness ana mild emotion. 

. The Damsel, in that trance emboiuid ; 
And» •while she raised her from thp 
ground. « 

And iir the pearly shallop plhoed. 

Sleep fell upon the air. and stilled the 
• ocean. 


The turmoil hushed, celestial springs 
Of music opened, and there came a 
blending * 

Of fragrance, underived from earth. 
With gleams that owed not to the sun 
their birth, • 

And that soft rustling of invisilTlc 
wings 

.Vhfeh Angels make, on works of love 
descending. * m 

% * 


And Nina heard a sweeter voice 
Thag if the Goddess of the flower had 
spoken: ^ 

" Thou hast achieved, fair Daii^e ! 
what none 

^iiwhit^irg in spirit could 4iav'e dBne ; 
Go, in thy entAprise rejOige ! 

\ir,*earth, sea, skyaand Jwi^ven. success 
betoken.*’ ^ \ 


So chewed, she left that Island bleak’ 
A bare rock of the Scilly cluster ; 

And, as they traversed the smooth 
brine. 

The self-illumined Brigantine 
Shed, on the Slumberer’s cold. wan 
cheek 

.nd pallid brow, a melancholy lustre. 


Fleet was their course, and when they 
xame 

To the dim cavern, whence the river 
Issued into the salt-sea flood, 

Merlin, as'fixed in thought he stood, 
Was thus accosted by the Dame ; 

“ Behold to thee my Charge I now 
' driver 1 


' But where attends thy chariot— 
ii where ? ”— 

Quoth Mgrlin, *' Even as I was bidden, 
So have I done; as trusty as thy 
barge 

’ My vehicle shall prove—O precious 
Charge I • 

If this be sleep, 4iow soft! if dgath, 
how.fair! • 

duch have my books disclosed, but the 
end is hidden." 


Hf^pake ; antk gliding into view 
Forth from the grotto's dimmest 
chamber 

Cflme two mute Swans, whose plumes 
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Changed, as the pair approached the 
light. 

Drawing an ebon car, their hue 
(Like clouds of sunset) into lucid amber.' 

Once more did gentle .Mina lift 
The Princess, passive to all changes : 
The car received her :—then up*went 
Into the ethereal element 
The Birds with progress smooth and 
• swift 

As thought, when through bright regions 
i^emory ranges. 

Sage Merlin, at the Slumberer’s side. 
Instructs the Swans their way to 
measure ; 

And soon Caerleon’s towers appeared. 
And notes of minstrelsy were beard 
From rich pavilions spreading wide. 
For some high day of long-expected 
pleasure. 

Awe-stricken stood both Knights and 
Dames 

Ere on firm ground the car alighted i 
Eftsoons astonishment was past. 

For in that face tney saw the last 
Last lingering look of clay, that 
tames 

All pride ; by which all happiness is 
blighted. 

Said Merlin, " Mighty King, fair 
Lords, 

Away with feast and tilt and tourney I 
Ve saw, throughout this roval House. 
Ye beard, a rocking marvellous 
Of turrets, and a clash of swords 
Self-shaken, as I closed my airy journey. 

Lo ! by a destiny well known 
To mortals, joy is turned to sorrow : 
This is the wished-for-Bride, the Maid 
Of Egypt, from a rock conveyed 
Where she by shipwreck had been 
thrown; 

111 sight' but grief may vanish ere the 
morrow.” 

“ Though vast thy power, thy words 
I are weak," 

Exclaimed the King," a mockery hate¬ 
ful : 

Dutiful Child, her lot how hard 1 
• Is this her pietv's reward ? 

% Those watery locks, that bloodless 
cheek ! 

O winds without remorse! O shore 
ungrateful! * - ■ 

Rich robes are fretted by the moth i 
Towers, temples, fall by stroke of 
thunder ; 

Will^th^t, $r, deeper thoughts, abat^ 
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A sorrow few her fate ? 

He will repent him of his troth ; 

His ht^in wUl bum, his stout heart 
split asunder. 

Alas ! and I have caused this woe { 
^or, when my prowess from invading 
Neighbours 

' Had freed his Realm, he plighted word 
That he would turn to Christ our Lord, 

" And his dear ]!)aughtt'r on a Knighl 
bhstow 

Whom I should choose for lov^ and 
matchless labours. 

Her birth was heathen; but a fence 
Of holy Angels round her hovered ; 

A Lady added to my court 
So fair, of such divine report 
And worship, seemed a recompense 

For fifty kingdoms by my sword re¬ 
covered. 


» Ask not for whom. O Champions true ! 
She was reserved by me he.r life’s 
betrayer ; 

She who was meant to be. a bride 
Is now a corse ; 'then put aside 
Vain thoughts, and speed ye, with 
observance due 

Of Christian rites, in Christian ground to 
lay her.” 

‘‘ The tomb," said Merlin, ” may not 
close 

Upon her yet, earth hide her beauty ; 
Not froward to thy sovereign will 
Esteem me, Liege! if 1, whose skill 
Wafted her hither, interpose 
To check this pious haste of erring duty. 

My books command me to lav bare 
The secret thou art bent on keeping : 
Here must a high attest be givep. 
What Bridegroom was for her,or¬ 
dained by Heaven : 

And in my glass significants there are 
Of things that may to gladness turn this 
weeping. 

For this, approaching. One by One, 
Thy Knights must touch the cold hand 
of the Virmn ; < 

So, for the lavoured One, the Flower 
may bloom 

Once more : but, if unchaugeoble her 
doom, '■ 

If life departed be for ever gone, < 
Some blest assurance, from this cloud 
^emerging, 

May ti^ach him to bewail bis loss ; 

Not with a fgaei Chat, like a vapour, 

visM. 

Andmetts^ but grief devout that shall 
eodtire. 


* And a perpetual growth secure 
Of purposes which no false thought 
shall cross, 

A harvest of high hopes and itoble enter- 
prises.” ■ r 

” So be it,” said the King " moh. 
Here, where the Princess lies, begin the 
trial; • 

Knights each in order as ye staud 
Step forth.”—To touch the pallid 
hand *’ Tj, 

Sir Agravaine advanced; no sign he 
won • « 

From Heaven or •earth ;—Sir Kayo had 
' like denial. 

Abashed, Sir Dinas turned away 
Even^for Sir Pejrcival was no dis- 
l« closure; 

Tjfough he, devoutest of all Cham¬ 
pions, ere 

He reached that ebon car, the Bier 
Whereo^'diffused like snow the Damsel 
' lay, • 

Fullr.thrice ,had crossed himself in ^magh 
composure. • * ' 

Imagine (/huA yft Saints t who can ?) 
HoiT in still air the balance trembled— 
The wishes, peraaventure thn despites 
That overcame some not ungenerous 
Knights*; 

And all the thoughts that lengthened** 
out a span 

Of time to Lords and Ladies thus assem¬ 
bled- 


What patient confidence was here ! 

And there how many^hosoms panted ' 

While drawing towards the car Sir 
Oawaine, mailed 

For tournament, his beaver vailed. 

And softly touched; but, to his 
princely cheer 

And high expectancy, no sign was 
granted. , 

Next, disencumbered of his harp, 

Sir Tristram, dear to thousands as A' 
brother. 

Came to the proof, nor grieved that 
there ensued 

No change;—the fair Izonda he had 
wooed 

<- With love too true, a love with pangs . 
<^00 sharp. •• 

From "hope too distant, not .to dread . 
another. 


Not so Sir Lguncelot;—from Heaven's 
grace ^ 

A sign he craved, tired slave of vain 
contrition; 


The royal Guineyear looked passiog 


'■"AX 
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Whezi his touch tailed.—'Next came. 
Sir Galahad ; 

He paused, and stood entranced by 
:|||t thamtill iace 

^Whose features he had seen in noontidd 
vision. 

For late, as near a mutenuriug stream 
Hh rested ’mid an arbour gre^i and 
shady, 

Nina, the good Enchantress, shed 
A light around his mossy*bed ; 

And, at her call, a waking dream 
Nreilgured to his sense the Egyptian 
Lady. • 

Now, while his bright-haired front he 
ijowed. 

And stood, far-kenned by miintle 
furred with ermine. • j| 

As o’er the insensate Body hung • 
The^nrapt, the beautiful, the voung. 
Bclifl sank deep into the crowd 
That he the solemn issue w«ild deter¬ 
mine. • • 

it sifaiige ; the«Youth^iad 
worn • •. 

That very raantlg on ''f glory. 

The day when he acnicvei^ that 
matchless feat. 

The marvel of the Perilous Seat, 
Which whosoe’er approached of 
• strength was shorn, 

Though King or Knight the most re¬ 
nowned in story. 

He touched with hesitating hand— 
Audio! thnsd^irds, far-famed through 
Love's dominions. 

The Swans, in triumph clap their wi||g^; 
And their necks play, involved m 
rings, [land ;— 

Like sinless snakes in Eden’s happy 
*■ Mine is she," cried the knightagain 
they clapped their pinions. 

'*Mine was she—mine she is, though 
„ dead. 

And to her name my soul shall cleave 
5^ in sorrow ; ’’ 

' Whereat^ a tender twilight streak 
Of colom dawned upon the Damsel’s 
cheek; 

And her Ups, quickening with uncer¬ 
tain red, 

Seemed from egch other a faint w^mtn 
to borrow. • 

Deep was the awe, the rapture high. 

Of love emboldened, hope with dread 
entwining. 

Wien, to the mouth, relenting Death 
Allowed a soft and flower-like breath, 
Precursor to a timid sigh, 

To mud eyelids, ahd a doubtful shining. 


In silence did King Arthur gaze 
Upon! the signs that pass away or 
tarry j 

In silence watched the gentle strife 
Of Nature leading back to life ; 

Then eased his soul at length by praise 
Of God, and Heaven's pure Queen—the 
blissful Mary. 

Then said he, “Take her to thy heart, 

• Sir Galahad ! a trcasiu’e, that God 
givcth. 

Bound by indissoluble ties to thee 
Thiwugh mortal change and im> 
mortality; 

Be happy and unenvi'-d, thou who art 
A goodly Knight that hath no peer that 
liveth ! ’’ 

Not long the Nuptials were delayed; 
And sage tradition still rehearses 
The ]}omp, the glory of that hour 
When towards the altar from her 
bower c 

King Arthur led the Egyptian Maid. "’I*-. 
And Angels carolled these far-echoed 
verses ; — *. 

Who shrinks not from aUiance 
Of evil with good Powers. 

To God proclaims defiance. 

And mocks whom he adores, 

A Ship to Christ devpted 
From the Land of Nile did go; 

Alas ! the bright Ship floated. 

An Idol at her prow. 

By magic di imination. 

The I leaven-permitted vent 
Of purblind mortal passion. 

Was wrought her punishment. 

The Flower, the Form within it. 
What served they in her need ? 

^ Her port she could not win It, 

Nor from mishap be freed. 

The tempest overcame her, 

And she was seen no more ; 

But gently, gently blame her— 

She cast a Pearl ashore. 

The Maid to Jesu hearkened. 

And kept to him her faith. 

Till sense in death was darkened. 

Of sleep akin to death. 

• But Angels round her pillow 
I Kept watch, a viewless band; 

And, billow favouring bi'low. 

She reached the destined strand, 

Blest Pair ! whate’er befall you, 
Yrur faith in Him approve 
W'ho from frail earth can call you 
To bowers of endless love ! 

1S30. 
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' the river DUDDON 

f A SERTES Of SONNETS , ’ . 

TriE River Dvodon rises upon Wn^iose Fell, on the confines of Westmoreland, Cuinbtt'land, 
snd I ancashire ; and, having; served as a boundary to the two last counties for the space of about, 
twcnty*fivc miles, enters the Insh Sea, between the Isle of Walney and the Lordship of ' 

TO THE REV. DR. WORDSWORTH ' ' 




' The Minstrels played their Christmas tune 
To-night beneath iny cottage-eaves ;-t 
While, smitten by a'lofty moon. 

The encircling laurels, thick with loaves, 

Gave back a rich and dazzling sheen. 

That overpowered their natural green. 

Through hill and valley every breeze t 

Had sunk to rest with folded wings : 

Keen was the air, but could not freeze, 

Nor check, the music of the strings ; 

So stout and hardy were the band 

That scraped the chords with strenuous hand 1 

And who but listened ?—till was paid 
Respect to every Inmate's cLiim : 

The greeting given, the music played, 

In honour of each household iiaiiie. 

Duly pronounced with lusty call, 

And, merry Christmas ” wished to all 1 

0 Brother ! I revere the choice 
lliat took thee from thy native hills -, 

And It is given thee to rejoice : 

Though public care full ohen tills 
(Heaven only witness of the toil) 

A barren and ungrateful soil. 

Yet. would that Thou, with me and mine, 
Hadst heard this never-failing rite ; 

And seen on oth^r faces shine 

A true revival of the light 

Wtdeh Nature and these nistic powers. 

In simple childhood, spread tlirough ours ! 

For pleasure hath not ceased to wait 
On these expected aimual rounds ; , 

Whether the rich man’s sumptuous gate 
Call forth the unelaborate sounds, ■ 

Or they are ofiered at the door 
That guards the lowbest of the poor. 

How touching, when, at midnight, sweep 
Snow-mufRed winds, and all is dark, 

To hear—and sink again to sleep 1 


Or, at an earlier call, to mark. 

By blazing fire, the still suspense ■ ^ 

Of sclf-compIacen{ innocence ; 

' The mutual nod,—the gravi disguise 
Of hearts with gladness brimming o’er; 

And some unbidden tears that rise * 

For names once heard, and heard no more; 
I^Mrs orighteiied by the serenade 
I'A infant in the cradle laid. 

Ah ! not for emerald fields alone, ■ 

With ambient streams more purs ami bright 
Than fabV^d Cytherea's zone 
/^littering before the Tbuiderer’s sight, 

I&^o my heart of hearta endeared 
Tiie ground where we were bo»i aaaf’irviS'fefd ! 
e • 

Hail, ancieAt Manners 1 sure defence, 

Where they«aWvive, of wholesome laws ; 
Ren/iants of love w):ose modest sense 
Thus into narrow room withdrawn'; 

Hail, Usages of pristine mould, 

And ye that guard them, Mountains old ! 

Bear with me, Brother ! quench the thought • 
TJiat slights tMs passion, or condemns; 

If thee fond Fancy ever brought 
J''rom the proud margin of the Thames, 

And Lambeth’s venerable towers, 

To humbler streams, and keener bowers. 


Yes, they can make, who fail to find, 

Short leisure even in busiest days; 

Moments, to cast a look behind, 

And profit by those kindly rays 

That through the clouds do sometimes steal. 

And all the far-off past reveal. 


Hence, while the imperial City’s din 
Beats frequent on thy satiate ear, 

A pleased attention 1 may win 
To agitations less severe. 

That neither overwhelm nor doy, 
But fill the hollow vale with joy I 


* 


envying Latian shades—if yet they* 
^ • throw [Spring 

A grateful coolness round that crys^rl 
Blandusia, prattling as when long ago 
The Sabine Bard was moved her praise 
to sjng; 

Careless of flowers that in perennial blow 
Round the moist marge of Persian foun¬ 
tains cling; 

,'Heedless of Alpine torrents thundwing 


I' 

Through ice-built arches radiant as 
heaven’s bow; 

J seek the birth-place of a native 
f^tream.— • , 

All haH. ye mountains 1 hail, thou morn¬ 
ing ught! ” [height 

Better to breathe at large on this clear 
Than toil in needless sleep from dream to 
dream: • , 

Pure flow the verse, pure, vigorous, free, 
and bright, [theme l 

For Dnddon, long-loved Dnddo^ is my 
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II 


CtntD of the clouds ! remote from every 
taint 

sordicPiadtAtry thy lot is cast; , 

;Thlne are* the lionuurs of the lofty 
. west#; 

-Not seldom, when with heat the valley's 
rfaint, . 

Thy handmaid Frost with spangled 
tissue quaint 

Thy-cradle decks ;—to chant thy birth, 

. thou hast 

meaner Poet than the whistling Blast. 
And Desolation is thy ^tron-saint ! 

She guards thee, ruthless Power! who 
would not spare 

Those mighty forests, once the bison's 
screen, * 

Where stalked the huge deer to^hft 
shaggy lair ^ 

Through paths and alleys roofed with 
dareest green ; 

Thousands of years before th^ilriit air 
Was pierced by wlfizzing shaft of huntft- 

^ • dll 

Hovmshall I paint thgie ?—this naked 
stone ^ \ 

My seat, while I give way to such intent; 
Pleased could iny verse, a speaking 
monument, 

hfake to the eyes of men thy features 
known. 

But as of all those tripping lambs not 
one 

Outruns his fellows, soliath Nature lent 
To thy beginning nought th.it doth 
present 

Peculiar ground for hope to build upon. 
To dignify the spot th^^ gives thee birth, 
No sign of hoar Antiquity's esteem 
App>ears, and none of mc^ern Fortune’s 
care; 

Yet thou thyself hast round thee shed a 
rgleam 

Qf brilliant moss, instinct wth freshness 
%]' rare; 

offering to thy Foster-mother, 
'£arth !- 

* TV 


Take, cradled Nursling of the mountain, 
take 

This parting glance, no negligent adieu ! 

A Protean change seAns wrought while I 
pursue 

The curves, a loosely-scattered chain 
doth make; 

Dr rather thou appear’st a glistering 
STwke. • 

Silent, and to the gazer’s eye untrue. 


1 The dear alluded to ia the Leigh, a gigantic 
^ptoieat^.aipotestiqet, , 


Thridding with sinuous lapse the rushes, 
through 

Dwarf willows gliding, and by ferny 
brake- 

starts from a dizzy stew the undaunted 
Rill 

Robed instantly in garb of snow-white 
foam : 

And laughing dares the Adventurer, 
who hath clomb 

Sft high, a rival purpose to fulfil ; 

Else let the dastard backward wend, and 
roam. 

Seeking less bold achievement, where he 
will ! 

V 

SoLF listener, Duddon ! to the breeze 

d that played 

With thy elcar voice, I caught the fitful 
sound 

Wafted o'er sullen moss and craggy . 
mound— 

Unfruitful solitudes, that seemed to 
upbraid ■ ■ 

The sun in licaven —but now, to form ' 
a shade 

For Thee, green alders have together 
wound 

Their foliage; ashes flung their arms 
aro\uid : 

And birch-lrees risen in silver colonnade. 

And thou hast also .tempted here to 
rise, 

’Mid sheltering pines, this Cottage rude 
and grev; 

Whose ruddy children, by the mother’s 
eyes 

Carelessly watelied, sport through the 
summer day. 

Thy pleased associates ;—flight as endless 

May ' 

On infant bosoms lonely Nature lies. 

* VI 

FLOWF-RS 

Ere yet our course was graced with 
social trees 

It lacked not old remains of hawthorn 
bowers. 

Where small birds warbled to their para> 
mours; 


And, earlier still, was heard the hum of 
• bees; ** ^ 

tLsaw them ply their harmless robberies, 

I And caught the fragrance which the '' 

' sundry flowers. V' 

Fed by the stream with soft perpetual ' ■-* 
showers, 

Plentcously yielded to the vagrant breeze, v 
There bloomed the straw'berry of the 
wilderness ; ' 

The trembling eyebright showed her, 

, sapphire blue, ^ ' 
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... . . .. .. 

' The thyme her purple, like the blush c f . 
' Evenly 

And it the breath of some to no caress 

Invited, forth they peeped so fair to 
view, t 

All kinds alike seemed favourites of 
Heaven. 

VII 

/ *' Chance me, some God, into that 
breathing rose ! ” „ 

. The love-sick Stripling fancifully sighs, 

'' ,The envied flower beholding, as it lies 

On Laura’s breast, in exquisite repose ; 

Or he would pass into her bird, that 
throws 

The darts of song from out its wiry 
cage; 

Enraptured,—could he for himself eifi 
Rage 

The thousandth part of what the Nymph 
bestows i 

And what the little careless innocent 

Ungraciously receives. Too daring 
choice ! 

> There are whose calmer mind it would 
content 

To be an unculled floweret of the glen, 

Fearless of plough and scythe ; or dark¬ 
ling wren 

That tunes on Duddon’s banks her 
' slender voice. 

VIII 


What aspect bore the Man who roved 
or fled. 

First of his tribe, to this dark dell— 
who first [thirst ? 

In this pellucid Current slaked his 
What hopes came with him ? what 
designs were spread 
Along his path ? His unprotected bed 
What dreams encompassed ? Was the 
intruder nursed 

In hideous usages, and rites accursed. 
That thinned the living and disturbed 
the dead ? 

No voice replies ;—both air and earth 
are mute; 

And Thou, blue Streamlet, murmuring 
yield'st no more 

Than a soft record, that, whatever fruL 
Of ignorance thou might’s! witness 
• heretofore, * 

Thy functiem was to heal and to restore,' 
*ro soothe and cleanse, not madden uid 
pollute I 

IX 

« THE STEPPING-STONES 

The struggling Rill insensibly is grown 
Into a Brook of loud and stately march. 
Crossed ever md anon by plank or 
- 


_ : .. £. 

And, for like use, lo ! what might seem a 
zone 

Chosen for ornament—stone matched 
with stone , • 

In studied symmetry, with in|.erspace 
For the clear waters to pursue their race 
Without restraint. How swiftly have 
they flown, 

Succe^'ding — still succeeding! Here 
the Child 

Puts, when, the high-swoln Flotgl runs 
fierce, and wild. 

His budding courage to the proof; and 
here ® 

declining Manh'ood learns to note the 
sly 

And sure encroachments of infirmUy, 
Thinking how fast time runs, life's end 
C h6w near! 

X 


THE SAME SUBJECT C 

Not so <3iat Pair whose youthful spirits 
dance <■'* 

Wii h prompt cmoti<:,n, urging to 
pass ; . , " • ■ 

A sweet cotiTusion checks the Shepherd- 
less ; ‘ 

Blusning she eyes the dizzy flood askance i 

To stop ashamed—too timid lo advance; 

Sheventures once again—another pause I 

His outstretched hand He tauntingly 
withdraws— * 

She sues for help with piteous utter¬ 
ance ! 

Chidden she chides again ; the thrilling 
touch 

Both feel, when he renews the wlshed- 
for-aid : 

Ah I if their fluttering hearts should stir 
too much, >■ 

Should beat too strongly, both may be 
betrayed. 

The frolic Loves, who, from yoti high 
rock, see 

The struggle, clap their wings foT vic¬ 
tory ! 

XI 


THE FaERV CHA^'tk 
No fiction was it of the antique age: 

A sky-blue stone, within this sunless 
cleft. 

Is of the very foot-marks unbereft 
Wb'ch tiny Elves knpieBsed ;—tm that 
smooth stage 

Dancing with all their brilliant equipage 
In secret revels—haply after theft 
Of some sweet Babe—Flower sfele&« 
and coarse weed left 
For the distracted Mother to assuage 
Her grief with, as she might!—But,' 
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Is traceable a vestiae of the notes 
That ruled those dances wild in char* 
?— 

Deep undergrowid ? Orin the upper air. 
Oil Ihe shrill wind of midnight ? or 
wherc^oats 

O’er twilight fields the autumnal gos- 


|amer 


XII 


HINTS FOR THH FANCV 

Os, loitering Muse—the s^ift Stream 
chides us—on ! 

Albeit his deep-worn channel doth 
immui'e • 

Objects immense portrayed in niiniaturer 
Wild shapes for many a strange coiu- 
itlarison ! 

Niagaras, Alpine'parses, and anoli % 
Abodes of Naiads, calm abysses pur<% ^ 
Bright, liquid mansions, fashioned to 
endure 

When the broad oak drops, ^ ItMfless 
skeleton, ^ , 

A nd jh e solidities of mortal pride. _ 
PaMBb» «toweiT are crunit)lcd into 
dust!— • •, 

The Bard wbo walks with Pd»i|doi. for his 
guide, - N 

Shall find s«ch toys of fancy thickly set ; 
Turn from the sight, enamoured Muse— 
we must; 

And. if thou canat, leave them without 
regret i 

XIII 


" OPEN PROSPECT 

Hail to the fields—with Dwellings 
sprinkled o’er. 

And one small hamlet, under a green hill 
Clusferipg, with barn and byre, and 
spouting mill! [more, 

A glance suffices ;—should we wish for 
Gay June would scorn us. Bur w'hen 
bleak winds roar * 

•Through the stiff Ignce-Uke shoots of 
pollard ash. 

Dread swell of sound ! loud as the gusts 
^ that lash 

The matted forests of Ontario’s shore 
. By ' wasteful steel unsmitten—then 
would I 

TiBlk into port; and, reckless of the gale, 
Reckless of angry Doddon sweeping bv, 
While the warm hearth exalts the nian't- 
ling ale, * . • 

Laugh wvth the generous household 
heartily 

At all the mnry pranks of Donnerdale I 
• XIV 

O HovMTAiN Stream ! the Shepherd and 
his Cot 

Are priyikged Inmates <M deep solitude ; 


iNor would the nicest Anchorite exclude 
A field or two of brighter green, or plot 
Of tillage-ground, that seemeth like a 
spot 

Of stationary sunshine:—thou hast 
viewed 

These only, Duddem ! with their paths 
renewed 

By fits and starts, yet this contents thee 
not. 

Tnee hath some awful Sf>irit impelled to 
leave, 

Utterlj^to desert, the haunts of men. 
Though simple thy conipauiuiis were 
and few : 

And tlirough this wilderness a passage 
cleave 

Attended but by thy own voice, save 
when 

The clouds and fowls'of the air thy way 
pursue ' 

XV 

From this deep chasm, where quivering 
sunbeams play 

Upon its loftiest crags, mine eyes behold 
A gloomy niche, capacious, blank, and 
cold ; 

A concave free from shrubs and mosses 
grey ; 

In semblance fresh, as if. with ttire 
affray, 

Some Statue, placed amid these regions 
old 

For tutelary service, thence had rolled, 
Startling the flight of timid Yesterday 1 
Was it by mortals sculptured ?—weary 
slaves 

Of slow endeavour ! or abruptly cast 
Into rude shape by fire, with roaring 
blast 

Tempestuously let loose from central 
caves ? 

Or fa&buiiied by the turbulence of waves, 
Then, when o’er highest hills the Deluge 
pass'd ? 

XVI 

AMERICAN TRAOITION 

Such fruitless questions may not long 
* beguile 

Or plague the fancy 'mid the sculptured 
- shows 

'^nspicuous yet where Oroonoko flows i 
Inure would the Indian answer with a 
* smile 

Aimed at the White Man’s ignctrafioc the 
while. 

Of the Gri'at Waters telling how they 
rose, 

Covered the plains, and, wandering 
where they chose, 

Mount^ through every intricate dahic,' 
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Triumphaiit.-—Inundation wide and deep, XIX 

which his Fathers urged, to ridge raiBUTARy stream 

El»S?^JMeh,bl,.theirb>ioy.ntway, ’“**■ “““ ““““I 

pr«ented Kme (ar-diitaitt 

, »106g BfOod ^ '' 

That seeiied from heaven descending,' 


or prey ; 


* WhaM'«theysonght,shunned,loved, or ySi° p^^^ters, ^ their a«ry 
j wTTT hciirfit 


XVII -B—- 

^ -fb * Hurrylut!, with lordly Duddon » unite ; 

RETUKM Who, ’mid a world of images imprest 

A OARK plume fetch me frccn yon On the calm depth of his transparent' 


b'a<ited yew. 


breast. 


Perched on whose top the Danish Raven .Vppears to cherish most that Tcxrreijx 


croaks; 


white. 


Aloft, the imperial Bird of Kf*nie invokes The fairest, softest, liveliest of them all! 
Departed ages, shedding where ho ilew '' And seldom hath ear listened to a tune 
Loose fragments of wild wailing, that be- Rilo’-e lulling than the busy hum of Noon, 
strew (rocks; Swoln by that voice—whose murmur 

The clouds and thrill the chambers of the 


musical 


And into silence hush the timorous docks, Aninmnces to the thirsty fields a boon 
That, calmly couching while the nightly Dewy aiHl fresh, till showers again shall 


dew 

Moistened each fleece, benealh the 
twinkling stars 

Slept amid that lone Camp on Hard- 
knot’s height,^ 

Whose Guardians bent the knee to J ovc 
A and Mars : 


fall. 

*■' V 

TIIE,rj-AtN OF jJONKEROALE 

The old in',;c,itive Poets, had they seen. 
Or iMtbcr felt, the entrancement that 
detains 


Orfnear* that‘mystic Round of Druid 

frame • ^ plains » 

! Tiie still repose, the liquid lapse serene. 


Tardily sinking by its proper weight j Transferred to bowers imperishably green. 
Deep into patient Larth, from whose ' ^ beautified ElvSum l But thS 

smooth breast it came! I “ uli“» 


XVIII 

SEATHWAITE CHAPEL 


chains 

Will soon Jie broken ;—a rough' course 
remains. 


Sacred Religion ! “mother of form and Rough as the past; where Thou, of placid 


fear," 

Dread arbitress of mutable respect. 


mien, 

1 nnocuous as a firstling of the flock. 


New rites oidainiiig when the old are And countenanced Uke a soft cerulean 

_. ji " cWv- 


wrecked, , 

Or cease to please the fickle woishipper ; 
Mother of Love ! (that name best suits 
thee herel 

Mother of Love I for this deep vale, pro¬ 
tect [pftect. 


Shalt change tj^y temper; and, with many . 
a shock 

(•iven and received in mutual jeopardy. 
Dance, like a Bacchanal, from rock to 
rock. 


Truth’s holy lamp, pure source of bright li>ss'ng her frantic thyrsus wide and 
I rifted to purge the vapoury atmosphere I high. vvr 

That seeks to stifle it ;—jis in those days AaI 


XXI 


When this low Pile3 a Gospel Teacher Whence that low voice?—A whisper 


knew. 


from the heart. 


Whose gcHid works formed an endless*' That told of days-long past, when here 
retinue: ** I roved ■ 

A Pastor such as Chaucer’s verse pour- With friends, aud kindred tenderly be- 
trays; 


loved; 


Such as the heaven-taught skill of Her- Some who had early mandates to depart... 
bert drew; Yet are allowed to stgal my path athwart 

InAnd tender Goldsmith crowned with By Duddon’s side; once more' do we 


deaf bless praise' 

, » * S«B Humboldt** Penooal Narrative. 
■ -•S^Noto..-. ..‘See .Note. 


unite. 

Once more beneath the kind Earth's tcaiu 
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And smothered joys into new being 
start. * 

From her unworthy seat* the cloudy 
stall 

Of TiiWe, breaks forth triumphant 
Memory ; • 

, Hec glisttining tresses bound, yet light 
and free 

As golden locks of birch, that j^e and 
fall 

On gales that l>reaihe too gently to 
recall • 

Aught of the fading year’s inclemency ! 

• XXII 

trauitTon • 

A LOVF-LORN Maid, at some far-distant 
^ime. 

Came to this hiddeji pool, wbos^ depths 
surpass ^ ^ 

In crystal dearness Dian’s looking-giass ; 
And. fuzing, saw that Rose, which from 
the prime 

Derives its name, reflected as^e chime 
Of echo doth r^erberate some sw^t 
^^imd: . • , • 

The slc^n^ Tteasiirc from fche blue pro- 
Jouncl • 

She longed to ravistf ;->sh3If she ^unge, 
or climb • 

The humi^ precijiice, and seize the guest 
Of April, smiling high in upper air ? 
Desperate alternative ! what hend could 

• dare 

To prompt the thought ?—Upon the 
steep rock’s breast 

The lonely Primrose ^^et renews its 
bloom. 

Untouched memento of her hapless 
doom! 

XXIII 

SHEKF'WA.SHING 

Sad thoughts, avaunt 1—partake we 
their blithe cheer 

Who gathered in betime^ the unshorn 
flock 

To wash the fleece, where haply bands 
of rock. 

Checking the stream, make a pool smooth 
and clear 

As this we iKok on. Distant Mountains 
hear. 

Hear and repeat, the turmoil that unites 
Clamour of boys with innocent despitesi 
Of barking dogs, and bleatings tS(>m 
strange fear. • 

And whaft if Duddon's spotless flood 
receive 

Unwelcome mixtures as the uncouth 
ndse • 

Thickens, the pastoral River will forgive 
Such wrong : nor need ws blame the 
Ucensedjoys* » 

'.-i-', 


Though false to Nature's quiet equipoi --e * 
Frank are the sports, the stains arc 
fugitive. 

^ XXIV 

THl:. RESTING-PLACE 

Mid-noon is past;—upon the sultry 
mead [throws: 

No zephyr breathes, no cloud its shadow 
If we advance UTistrengtheiied by repose. 
Farewell the solace of the vagrant reed ! 
This Nook—with woodbine hung and 
straggling weed, 

TempUng recess as ever pilgrim chose. 
Half f^ot, half arbour—■proffers to enclose 
Body and mind, from molestation freed, 
In narrow compass—narrow as itself : 
Orjf the Fancy, too industrious Elf, 

^e* loth that we should breathe awhile 
exempt 

From new incitements friendly to our 
task, 

Here wants not stealthy prospect, that 
may tempt 

Loose Idless to forego her wily mask. 

XXV 

Methinks 'twere no unprecedented feat 
Should some benignant Minister of air 
Lift, and encircle with a cloudy chair. 
The One for whom my heart shall ever 
beat h 

With tenderest love ;—or, if a safer seat 
Atween his downy wings be furnished, 
there 

Would lodge her, and the cherished bur¬ 
den bear 

O’er hill and valley to this dim retreat 1 
Rough ways my steps have trod ;—too 
rough and long 

For her companionship ; here dwells soft 
ease : 

With sweets that she partakes not some 
dista.ste 

Mingles, and lurking consciousness of 
wrong ; 

Languish the flowers ; the waters seem 
to waste 

Their vocal charm; their sparklings cease 
to please. 

XXVI 

f ETORN, Content! for fondly I pursued, 
veil when a child, the Streams—un¬ 
heard, unseen : 

I (Through tangled woods, impending rocks 
• between; 

Oft free as air, with flying inquest 
viewed 

The sullen reservoirs whence their bold - 
brood— 

Pure as the morning, fretful, boisterous, 
keen. 

Green as the salt-sea billows, white and 
green— 
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Potuieii 4o^a ihr faiUs, a chisral multi¬ 
tude..^ 

Nor have 1 tracl&d their course for 
scanty gains 4 <* 

' They taught me random cares and 
truwt joys, • 

That shield from mischief and preserve 
from stains 

Vague minds, while men are growing 
out of bo 3 rs; 

Maturer Fancy owes to their rough nnipe 

Impetuous thoughts that brook not 
servUe reins. 

XXV*H 

Fallen, and diffused into a shapeless 
hes^, 

Or quietly self-buried in earth's mould, 

Is that -embattled House, whose massy 
Keep 

Flung from yon cliff a shadow large and 
cold. 

There d-welt the gay, the bountiful, the 
bold; 

TSU nightlv lamentations, like the sweep 

Of winds—ttiough winds w'erc silent— 
struck a deep 

And lastii^g terror through tliat anaent 
Hold. 

Its hue of Warriors fled ;—they shrunk 
when tried 

By ghoitly power :—but TinirY.” ' 


In his pure presence near the Ixyetin^ 
‘ thorn— 

1 thanked the Leader of my onward erayw 

fi 

, XXIX . « 

No record tells of laej.ee opposed to 
lance, 

Horse charging horse, 'mid these retired 
domains; n 

Tells that their tiy^ dnjipk purple from 
the vehis 

Of heroes, f alian, or struggling to advance^ 
Till doubtful combat issued in a trance 
Of victory, that struck through heart and 
reins “ 

Kveu to the inmost seat of mortal pain 
And lightened o’er the pallid countenance. 
Yet, to the loyal and the brave, wh® lie 
In the.blank earth, neglected and fer- 
'* Jorn, 

The passing Winds memorial tribute 

pay; X.’ 

The, Torrefits chant their praiscr inspir¬ 
ing Scorn 

Oi power usurijcd; nWth proclamation 

^high, r v . ., 

And glad ^acknowledgment, 'of lawfid 
sway..<'.i» , 

/lid inr/c.u 


„ tMther felt, 


mystic Kound^ i'Wspar- 


ing hand 
Hathjjkjiir 
wBinie 

, “^yhucked such foes, like weeds 

out the land ; 

And now, if men with men in peace 

All other strejigth the weakest may 
withstand, 

' All worse assaults may safely be denea- 


Who sw’crves 
divorce 
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JOURNKY KENtW'EIJ 

3 AOSE while vet the cattle. heat-i>piwest. 
Crowded together under rustling trees 
i^iMhed by the current of the water- 

Asuj,^OT^lIi(rir sakes, and love of all that 

On Duddon’s margin, in the sheltering 

For the startled scaly tribes tha? 

Into his coverts, and each fearless 
Of dancing insects forged upon hi-‘ 

^ ■ 

For these, and hopes and recollections 

worn , , . 

Close to the vital seat of human «da> . 
xaeetin i i S r tender partings, that up- 

stay . 

'«,The 4 roccung mind of absence, by vows 

.-4r 


from innocence, who makes 

Of thit serene companion-a 
Recovers not his loss : but walks witn 

With^Sbt, with fear, and haply with 

And"u-Ss ho-who. ^Adding to the 

Of eSe-temptation. ere his journey 

From 'chosen comrade turns, or faithful 

Tn vSn^hlTl rue the broken intercoui^. 
NoJ sS with such as loosely wear d*e 

That binds them, pleasant River 1 to thy 

Through the rough copse wheel thou with 

I cbocSs to saunter o’er 
_tupspnarationhas been tned. 


Sure, when the separation hM . „ Tn«et 

That we. who part la love. shaU meet 
agam. 

o X^Xf 

T«E Kirk of ULFHA-to^e 

Is welcome as a star, that do^^es^ 
Its shining forehead tioongh thepeaoefol 

Of a'^Wack cloud diffused o’er h&f the 

I Or as?fruitful palm-tree towering 
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» _ . .,, -- - 1-:-- ----I- 


O'er the parched waste beside an Arabjs 
tent; 

Or the Indian tree whose branches, down* 
ward b^t. 

Take root aKain, a boundless canopy.* 
How sw£et wer^ leisure t could it yield no 
more 

Than ’mid that wave-washed Church- 
• .yard to recline, • 

From pastoral graves extracting thoughts 
divine ; 

Or there to pace, and ma^ the summits 
hoar [shine, | 

•Of distant moon-lit mountains faintly 
Soothed by the unseen Kiver’s gentle 
roar. 

XXXII 

Not hurled precipitous from^steep tot 
steep; J 

Lingering no more ’mid flower-enamelled 
jaiids 

And ^looming thickets ; nor by rock>’ 
bands * [t^eep 

Held ; but in raAiant jirogress towaichthe 
•Yflsprc^miffhtiesi rivers injo peerless 
s]?(fp • , [pands 

Siftk, and forget their natbre— nouf ox- 
Majestic Duddon, bver silTboth^t sands 
Olidingm silence wShunfettcred'swecp! 
Beneath*an ampler sky a region wide 
Is opened round him :—hamlets, towers, 
and towns. 

And blue-topped hills, behold him from 
afar : 

In stately mien to sovereign Thames 
allied 

Spreading his bosom under Kentish 
downs, 

With commerce freighted, or triumphant 

war. 

XXXIII 

CONCLUSION 

But here no cannon thunders to the 
gale; 


Upon the wave no haughty pendants 
cast 

A criihson splendour : lowly is the mast 
That rises here, and humbly spread, the 
sail; 

While, less disturbed than in the narrow 
Vale 

Through which with strange vicissitudes 
he passed. 

The Wanderer seeks that receptacle vast 
*Whcre all his unambitious functions fail. 
And may thy Poet, cloud-born Stream I 
be free— 

The fweets of earth contentedly resigned 
And each tumultuous working left behind 
At seemly distance—to advance like 
Thee ; 

Prepared, in peace of heart, in calm of 
mind 

And soul, to mingle with Eternity ! 

XXXIV 

AFTKR-THOVCrHT 

I TirovcuT of Thee, tny partner and my 
gtttde. 

As betnfi past away-—Vain sympathies f 
For, backivatd- Duddon! as I cast my 
eyes, 

I see what was, and is, and will abide ; 

Still glides the Stream, and shall for ever 
glide ; 

The Form remains, the Function never 
dies ; 

While we, the brave, the mighty, and the 
Wise, 

We Men, who in our morn of youth 
defied ^ 

The elements, must vanish ;—be it so ' 
Enough, if something from our hands have 
power 

To live, and act, and serve the future hour; 
And if, as toward the silent tomb we go. 
Through love, through hope, and faith's 
* transcendent dower. 

We feel that we are greater than we know. 
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' THE FATE OF^THE NORTONS 

ADVERTISEMENT 

Dukimc the Summer of 1807, I visited, the first time, the beautiful country that tur- 
rounds Bolton Priory, in Yorkshire; and^nie Poem of the White Doe, founded upon 'a 
Tradition connseted with that plaice, wgs comtwsed at the close of the same year. 

. • DEDlCAt-ION 


Iv trellUed shed with clustering roses gay. 

And, Maev ! oft beside our blaring fire, 

When years of wedded life were as a day 
Whqie ctuxent anaWhrs to the heart’s desire, 
Did we together read in Spenser’s Lay 
How Una, sad of soul—in sad attire, 

Xhe geatk Un^ of c^estia] birth. fearth. 

.To 'Mrit her Koighi went wandering o'er ttre. 


t '«srit her Koighi went ' 


1' ■ 


Ah, then, BelovM ! pleasing was the smart.. 
And the tear precious in compas$ion shed 
For Her, who, pierced by sorrow’s thrilUhg dait| 
Did meekly bear the pang unmerited ; 

Meek as that emblem of her lowly h'iart 
The milk-white Lamb which in a line she led,— 
And faithful, loyal in her innocence. 

Like the brave U6& slain in her defence. 

t i, ' ■ • ‘ ' 


5o8 . THE WHITE DOE OF RYLSXONE 


Notes could we liaar as of a faery shell 
Attuned to words with sacred wisdom fraught; 
Free Fancy {Mtsed each specious miracle, 

And all its wier inspiration caught; 

'TUI in the bosom of our rustic Cell, 

' We by a lamentable change were taught 
.That '* bliss witli mof tal Man may not abide ; ” 
-'How nearly joy and sorrow are allied ! 

Ferns the stream of fiction ceased to flow, 

For us the voice of melody was mute, 

- But, as soft gales dissolve the dreary snow, 
And give the timid herbage leave to shoot, 
Heaven's breathing influence failed not to bestodP 
A timely promise of nnlooked-for-fruit, 

.,^ir fruit of pleasure and serene content 
'^nom blossoms of wild fanaes innocent, t 
It soothed us—it beguiled us—then, to hear 
„ Once more of troubles wrought by magic spell; 

' And griefs whose aery motion coriies not near 
llie pangs that tenijit the Spirit to rebel: 

Then, with mild Una in her sober cheer. 

High over hill and low ndowii the dell 
Again we wandered, willing to p.srtake 
. All that she suflereU for her dear Lord’s sake. 
Then, too, tlus Song of mtne once more could 
please, 


Action is tnansitory—a step, a blow, 

Tlie motion of a muscle—this way or that— 
’Tis done ; and m the after- var.ancy 
- We wonder at ourselves like men betrayed : 
Suffering is permanent, obscure and dark, 

^sAnd has the nature of infinity. 

.^Vet tbrougli that darkness (infinite though i t seem 


Where anguish, strange as dnaiu of mtlen 
' sleep, 

Is temperra and allayed by sympathies 
Aloft ascending, and descending de^. 

Even to the interior Kinds ; w]}om iqrest-trees 
Tk-otect from beating sunbeams, and the sweep 
Of the sharp winds;—fair Crfatures .■—to whom 
Heaven " 

A calm and sinless life, with love, hath given. 


'fliis tragjc Story cheered us ; for it speaks r 
Of female' patience winning firm rgiwse ; 

And, of the recompense that conscience seeks, 
A bright, encour^^ng, example shows; 

Needful when o’er wide realms tihe tempdjt 
breaks. 

Needful amid life’s ordinary woes;— , 

Hence, not for them vnfitted who would bless 
A happy hour with holier happiness. 

He serves the Muses emngly and ill^ 

Whose aim is pleasure light and fugitive : > 

'P, that mv mind were equal to fulfil 

T'lif comi^hensive mandate whch they give— 

Vaid €ipiration of an earnest will! 

Yet in this moral Strain a power may live, 
Beloved Wife ! such solace to impart r. 

As it hath Yielded to thy tender heart. '* 


KfTbXL MOUKT, WESTMOntLAKD, 
- April ao, 18x5. 


And id’emoveable) gracious'jpeningfi 11 ^ 

By wThich the rSoul—withi patient’‘steps of 
thought s 

Now toili^, wafted now un wings of prayer— 
May pasrui hope, and, t)^ough from mortal bonds 
Yet undelivered, rise with sure ascent 
Even to the fountain-head of peace divine. 


"They that deny a God, destroy Man’s no¬ 
bility : for certainly Mon is of kinn to ttie Bc.ist 
by his Body ; and if he be not of kinn to God by 
his Spirit, he is a base ignoble Creature. It des- 
' troys likewise Magnanimity, and the raising 
' of humane Nature: for take an example of a 
Itogg, and mark what a generosity and courage 
he will put on, when he finds himself niaiiit<uned 
' by a Man, who to him is instead of a God, or 
Melior Natura. Which courage is manifestly 
such, as that Creature without that confidence 
of a better Nature than his own could never 
. 'attain. So man, when he resteth and assuretlf 
L himself upon Ihviiie protection and favdlir, 
egathereth a force and faith which human 
'(Nature in itself could not obtain." 

Lord Dacom. 

CANTO FIRST 

' - From Bolton's old monastic tower 
t The bells ring loud with gladsome power; 
' The sun shines bright; the fields are 
gay 

' With people in their best array 
Of stole and doublet, hood and scarf, 
.Along the banks of crystal Wharf, 

• Through the Vale retired and lowly, t 
Trooping to that summons holy. 

' And, up among the moorlands, see 
What sprinklings of blithe company 1 
,:'Of lasses and of shepherd grooms, 

down the steep hills force their way, 
.. ‘Ulsh cattle through the budded brooms ; 
or no path, what care they ? 


And thus in joyous mood they hie 
To Bolton’s mouldering Priory. 

What would they there ?—Full fifty 
years 

That sumptuous Pile, with all its peers. 
Too harshly hath been doomed to taste 
The bitterness of wrong and waste : 

Its courts are ravaged ; but the tower 
Is standing with a voice of power. 

That ancient voice which wont to call 
To mass or some high festival; 

And in the shattered fabric’s heart 
Reinaineth one protected part : 

A Chapel, like a wild-bird's nest. 

Closely embowered and trimly drest 
And thither young and old repair, 

This Sabbath-day, for praise and prayer- 


Fast the church-yard fills ;-^anon 
I Look again, and they all are gone ; 

The cluster round the porch, and the 
^. folk [Oak 1 

*Who ^ate in the shade (if the raor’e 
And scak'cely have they disappeared 
Ere the prelusive hymn is heard — 

With one consent the people rejoice. 
Filling the church with a lofty voice 1 
They sing a service whieh they feel-t. 
For 'tis the sunrise now of zeal; 

Of a pure faith the vernal prime— 

la l^Uza’s ipolden time. 
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A monnont ends the fervent din. 

And all is bushed, without aud within ■ 
For though the priest, more tranquilly, 
Recites the holy liturgy. 

The onKy voiee which you can hear , 
Is the river murmuring near. 

—When soft!—the dusky trees between, 
And down the path through the open 
, green, 

Where is n^ving thing to be sein ; 
Aqd- throu^ yon gateway, where is 
found, « 

Beneath the arch with ivy bound. 

Free entrance to the church-yard 
ground— 

Comes gliding in with lovely gleam, • 
Comes gliding in serene and slow, 

SofV end silent as a dream, 

A solitary Doe 1 

• 

White she is as lily of June, e ^ 

And beauteous as the silver moon 
When^ut of sight the clouds are driven 
And she is left alone in heave^j^; 

Or like a ship sqpic gentle day , 

In sunshine sailing far away, ^ 
A'gj!^tc«!ii{pshtp,”hat hath lihe plain 
Of ocean for her^wn domftWi. 

f« 

Lie silent in ycjur graves, ye d^ia! 

Lie quieten your church-yard bed ! 

Ye living, tend your holy cares ; 

Ye multitude, pursue your prayers : 

• And blame me not if my heart and sight 
Are occupied with one delight! 

’Tis a work for sabbath hours 
If rwith this bright Creature go : 
Whether she be of forest bowers. 

From the bowers of earth below ; 

Or a Spirit for one day given, 

A pledge of grace from i>urest heaven. 

What harmonious pensive changes 
Wait upon her as she ranges 
Round and through this Pile of state 
, Overthrown and desolate ! 

Now a step or two her way 
Leads through space of open day. 

Where the enamoured sunny light 
.Iteightens her that was so bright; 

Now doth a delicate shadow fall. 

Falls upon her like a breath. 

From some lofty arch or wall. 

As she passes underneath : 

Now some gloomy nook partakes 
Of the glory that she makes,— • 

High-ribbed vsAilt of stone, or cel], • 
With peafect cunning framed as well 
Of Stone, and ivy, and the spread 
Of the elder’s bushy head ; 

SonUMealous and^forbidding cell, 
Tbataioth the living stars repel. 

And where no flower hath le4ve to 
dwsll. 


The presence of this wandering Doe 
Fills many a damp obscure recess 
With lustre of a saintly show j 
And, reappearing, she no less 
Sheds on the bowers that round her blow 
A more than sunny liveliness. 

But say, among these holy places. 

Which thus assiduously she paces. 

Comes she with a votary’s task, 

Rite to perform, or boon to ask ? 

Fair Pilgrim ! harbours she a sense 
Of sorrow’, or of reverence ? 

Can she be grieved for quire or shrine, 
Crusl^d as if by wrath divine ? 

For what survives of house where God 
Was w’orshipped, or where Man abode; 
For old magnificence undone.; 

Or for the gentler work begun 
• By Nature, softening and concealing. 

And busy with a hand of healing ? 

Mourns she for lordly chamber^ hearth 
That to the sapling ash gives birth ; 

For dormitory’s length laid bare 
Where the wild rose blossoms fair ; 

Or altar, whence the cross was rent. 

Now rich with mossy ornament ? 

—SJie sees a warrior carved in stone. 
Among t.he thick w’eeds, stretched alone ; 
A warrior, with his shield of pride 
Cleaving humbly to his side, * 

And hands in resignation prest. 

Palm to palm, on his tranquil breast; 

As little she regards the sight 

As a coininon creature might; , 

If she be doomed to inward care. 

Or service, it must lie elsew’here. 

—But hers are eyes serenely bright. 

And on she moves—with pace how light! 
Nor spares to stoop her head, and taste 
The dewy turf with flowers bestrown ; 
And thus she fares, until at last 
Beside the ridge of a grassy grave 
In quietness she lays her down ; 

Gentle as a weary wave 
Sinks, when the summer breeze hath 
died. 

Against an anchored vessel’s side ; 

Even so, without distress, doth she 
Lie down in peace, and ]o%'ingly. 


The day is placid in its going, 
jn'o a liiigering motion bound, 

Like the crystal stream now flowing 
I With its softest summer sound ; 

I the balmy minutes pass, 
bile this radiant Creature lies 
uched upon the dewy grass. 

Pensively with downcast ey». 

—But now again the people raia« 

With awful cheer a voice of praise f 
It is the last, the parting song ; 

And from the temple forth they throng.' 
And quickly spread thamselves abroad 
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While each pursues his several road. 

But some* 5 -a variegated band 
Of middle-agedt and old. and young.. 
And little children by the hand 
Upon their leading mothers hung— 

With mute obeisance gladly paid ; 

Turn towards the spot, where, full in ; 

view, ! 

The white Doe. to her service true. | 

Her sabbath couch has made. 

It was a solitary mound : 

Which two spears’ length of level ground 
Did from all other graves divide ; • 

As if in some respect of pride ; 

Or melancholy’s sickly mood. 

Still shy of human ncighbourhor>d ; 

Or guilt, that humbly would express 
A penitential louchness. ^ 

“ Look, there she is, my Child ! draw 
near ; 

She fears not, wherefore should wc fear ? 
She means no harm ; ”—but still the 
Boy, 

To whom the words were softly said. 
Hung back, and smiled, and blushed for 
joy. 

Ajihame-faced blush of glowing red ! 
Again the Mother whispered low, 

“ Now you have seen the famous Doe ; 
From Rylstone she hath found her way 
Over the hills this sabbath day ; 

* Her work, whate’er it be, is done. 

And she will depart when we are gone ; 
Thus doth she keep, from year to year, 
Her sabbath morning, foul or fair.” 


Bright was the Creature, as in dreams 
The Boy had seen her, yea, more bright ; 
But is she truly what she seems ? 

He asks with insecure delight. 

Asks of himself, and doubts,—and s*fll 
The doubt returns against his will: (. 
Though he. and all the standers-by. 
Could tell a tragic history 
Of facts divulged, wherein appear 
Substantial motive, reason clear. 

Why thus the milk-white Doe is found 
Couchant beside that loneJy mound: 

And whv she duly loves to pace 
The circuit of this hallowed place. * 
Nor to the Child’s inquiring mind 
Is such perplexity confined ; 

For, spite of sober Truth that sees « 
A world of fixed remembrances f 

Which to this mystery belong. 

If, undeceived, my skill can trace 
The characters of every face. 

There lack not strange delusion here, 
Comecture and idle fear. 

And superstitious fancies strong. 

" Which do the gentle Creature wrong. 


tf’ 

That bearded, staff-supported Sire— 
Who in his boyhood often fed 
Full cheerily on convent-bread 
And heard old tales by the convent-fire, 
4knd to his grave will go with senrs. 
Relics of long and distant war%“ 

That old Man. studious to expound 
'J'he spectacle, is mounting high 
To da;® of dim antiquity ; ,, 

When Lady ASliza mournej^^ 

Her Son, and felt in her despair 
The pang of Knavailiug pra; 

Her Son in Wharf’s abysses 
The noble Boy ^»f Egremound. 

From which afllic^tiou—when the grace “■ 
Of (iod had in her heart found place— 
A pious structure, fair to see, 

Jiose up, this stately iTiory I _ ^ 

The I.a^y’s work ;—but now laid low i 
Tl.tbc grief of her soul that doth come 
and go. 

In the beautiful form of this innocent 
. Doe : 

Which, tHl>ugh seemingly doomed in its 
» breast to sustain * 

A s#fteiicd_remembrar,ce, of sorrox^iid 
pain, e • 

Is spotless,* and holy, and gentle,,and 
b^ht - 

And glides o’er the*&arth like an angel of 
light. ‘ 

V 

Pass, pass who will, yon chantry door; 
And, through the chink in the fractured 
floor 

Look down, and see a griesly sight 
A vault where the bodies are buried 
upright ! 

There, face by face, and hand by hand. 
The Claphams and Mauleverers stand ; 
And, in his place, among son and sire, 

Is J ohn de Clapham, that fierce Esquire. 
A valiant man, and a name of dread 
In the ruthless wars of the White and 
Red : 

Who dragged Earl Pembroke from Ban¬ 
bury church 

And smote off his head on the stones oi 
the porch ! 

Look down among them, if you dare ; 
Oft does the White Doe loitCT there. 
Prying into the darksome rent; 

Nor can it be with good intent: 

So thinks that Dame of haughty air, 
whahath a Page her boq^ to hold. 

Ana wears a frontlet edged with gold. 
Harsh thoughts with her high mood 
agree— 

Who counts among her ancestry 
Earl Pembroke, slain ao impiously 

That slender Youth, a scholar pale. 
From Oxford come to his native Vale, " 
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fte also hath his own conceit: 

It is, thinks he, the gracious Fairy, ' 
Who loved the Shepherd-lord to meet 
In his wanderings solitary : 

Wild notes sht in his hearing sang, 

A song of Nature’s hidden powers ; * 

That whiKled like the wind, and rang 
Among the rocks and hotly bowers. 
’Twas said that She all shapes could 
wear; • 

And oftentiinSs before him stood. 

Amid the trees of some thi(^ wood, 

In semblance df a lady fair ; 

And taught him signs, and showed him 
• sights. 

In Craven's dens, on Cfimbrain height^; 
When under cloud of fear he lay, 

A slmphcrd clad in homely grey; 

Nor left him at his later day. 

And hence, when be, with sp^r arjl 
shield, • 

Rode full of years to Flodden-field. 

His eyflbcould see the bidden spring. 

And how the current was to ; * 

The fatal end of Scotland’s King. • 
An4 ull that hopekss overthrow. % 
Bill liot^ #ars cljjd hr dcliglft, 
rkt>^Clifford wished for wortjfcier might; 
Nor in broad pomp,*or uoui^y stat'; j 
Him his own thought* did elevat?,— 
Most hapjiy in the shy recess 
Of Barden's lowly quietness. 

And choice of studious friends had he 
fOf Bolton% dear fraternity ; 

Who, standing on this old church tower. 
In many a calm propitious hour. 

Perused, with him, the starry sky ; 

Or, in their cells, with him did pry 
For other lore.—by keen desire 
Urged to close toil with chemic fire ; 

In quest belike of transmutations 
Rich as the mine’s most bright crea¬ 
tions. 

But they and their good works are fled. 
And all Is now disquieted— 

And peace is none, for living or dead I 

Ah, pensive Scholar, think not so, 
look again at the radiant Doe I 
What quiet watch she seems to keep. 
Alone, beside that grassy heap I 
Why mention other thoughts unmeet 
For vision so composed and sweet ? 
While stand the people in a ring, 
Gaalog. doubting, questioning; « 

Yea, many overcome in spite ■ 

Of recoiloctions clear and bright; * 
Which yet do unto some impart 
An undisturbed repose of heart. 

And all the assembly own a law 
Of orderly respect*and awe ; 

But see—they vanish one by one. 

And last, the Dos herself is gone. 




Harp ! we have been full long beguiled 
By vague thoughts, luted by fancies wild j 
To which, with no reluctant strings. 

Thou bast attuned thy murinuriags ; 

I And now before this POe we stand 
In sciitude, and utter p^ace : 

But, Harp I thy murmurs may not 
cease— 

A Spirit, with his angelic wing.*;. 

In soft and brceze-like visitings. 

Has touched thee—and a Spirit's hand ■ 
voice is with us—a command 
To chant, in strains of heavenly glory, 
A tale^f tears, a mortal story ! 

CANTO SECOND 

The Harp in lowliness obej'ed ; 

And first we sang of the green-wood 
shade 

^nd a solitary Maid ; 

Beginning, where the song must end. 

With her, and with her sylvan Friend ; 

I The Friend who stcnid before her sight. 
Her only uncxtingiiished light ; 

Her last companion in a dearth 
Of love, upon a hopeless earth. 

For She it was—this Maid,who wrought 
Meekly, with foreboding thought. 

In vermeil colours and in gold 
An uiiblcst work ; which, standing by. 
Her Father did with joy behold,— 
Exulting in its imagery ; 

A Banner, fashioned to fulfil 
Too perfectly his headstrong will : 

For on this Banner had her hand 
Embroidered (such her Sire's command) 
The sacred Cross : and figured there 
The five dear wounds our Lord did bear; 
Full soon to be uplifted high. 

And float in rueful company I 

It was the time when England’s 
Queen 

Twelve years had reigned, a Sovereign 
•dr^ead ; 

Nor yet the restless crown had been 
Disturbed upon her virgpn head ; 

1 But now the inly-working North 
Was ripe to send its thousands forth, 

A potent vassalage, to .fight 
In Percy’s and in Neville’s right, 

Cwo Earls fast leagued in discontent. 

Who gave their wishes open vent; ^ 

^nd boldly urged a general pleat ^ 

^he rites of ancient piety » 

To be triumphantly restored. 

By the stern justice of the sword ! 

And that same Banner, on Mibose breast 
The blameless Lady had expreat 
Memorials chosen to give life 
And sunshine to a dangerous strife ; 

That Bannei, waiting for the Call, 

Stood quietly in Rjdstone-haU, 
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It came ; and Francis Norton said. 

O Father 1 risi not in this fray— 

. The hairs are white upon your head ; 

' I>ear Father, hear me when 1 say 
It is for you too late a day ! 

Bethink you of y^ur own good name : 

A just and gracious Queen have we, 

A pure religion, and the claim 
Of peace on our humanity.— 

Tis meet that I endure yotir scorn ; 

I am your son, your eldest born : 

But not for lordship or for land, ' 
My Father, do I clasp your knees ; 

The Banner touch noli stay your hand. 
This multitude of men disband, * 

And live at home in blameless ease ; 

For these my brethren's sake, for me ; 
And, most of all, for Emily ! ” 

Tumultuous noises filled the hall: 

And scarcely could the Father hear 
That name—pronounced with a dying 
fall- 

The name of his only Daughter de.ar. 

As on the banner which stood near 
He glanced a look of holy pridc'. 

And his moist eyes were glorified ; 

Then did he seize the staff, and say : 

** Thou, Richard, bear'st thy father's 
name, 

,Keep thou this ensign till the day 
. When I of thee reqiure the same : 

■ Thy place be on my better hand ;— 

And seven as true as^thou, I see. 

Will cleave to this good cause and me.” 
'He spake, and eight brave sous straight¬ 
way 

All followed him, a gallant band ! 

Thus, with his sons, when forth he 
came 

The sight was hailed with loud acclaim 
And din of arms and minstrelsy. 

From all his warlike tenantry. 

All horsed and harnessed with him to 
ride,— • 

^ A voice to which the hills replied ! 

But Francis, in the vacant hall, 

' Stood silent imdcr dreary weight,— 

: A phantasm, in which roof and wall 
' Shook, tottered, swam before his sight ; 
A phantasm like a dream of night I 
Thus overwhelmed, and desolate, 
found his way to a postern-gate ; 
^And, when he waked, his languid eye 
Was on ther^calin and silent sky ; 

With air about him breathing sweet, 
And earth's green grass beneath 
feet; . 

Nor did he tail ere long to hear 
, A sound of military cheer, 

' Faint—but it reached that sheltered 
spot; 

beard, and it disturbed him not. 

' ' ' . , ■*,'1 y ' ^ 
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There stood he, leaning on a lance 
Which he had grasped unknowingly,- 
Had blindly grasped in that strong 
trance, 

That dimness of heart-agoey; • 

There stood he, cleansecLfrom t^e despair 
And sorrow of bis fruitless prayer. 

The past he calmly hath reviewed : 

But where will be the fortitude 
Of this^orave man, when Im shall see 
That Form beneath the spreading tree. 
And know th^t it is Emily ? 

He saw her where in open view 
She sate beneath the spreading yew— « 
Her head upon hyr lap, conceding 
In solitude her bitter feeling : 

” Might ever son command a sire. 

The act were justified to-day.” * 

This to himself—and to the Maid, 

ViriK^i now he had approached, he said— 
” Gone are they,—they have their desire : 
And I with thee one hour will 
Toagive ^ee comfort if I may." 

Che heard, but loufLed not up, nor 
llspake ^ *'• I ^ 

And sorrow ipovcd him to parC^e 
Her silence^ then his thougnts turned 
ro|md, * 

And fervent wordsPa passage^ound. 

“ Gone are they, bravely, though 
misled ; 

With a dear Father at their h&d ! * 

The Sons obey a natural lord ; 

The Father had given solemn word 
To noble Percy; and a force 
Still stronger, bends him to his course. 
This said, our tears to-day may fall 
As at an innocent funeral. 

In deep and awful channel runs 
This sympathy of Sire and Sons; 
Untried our Brothers have been loved 
With heart by simple nature moved; .... 
And now their faithfulness is proved : 
For faithful we must call them, bearing 
That soul of conscientious daring. 

—^There were they all in circle—there 
Stood Richard, Ambrose, Christopher, 

J ohn with a sword that will not fail. 

And Marmaduke in fearless* mail, 
i| And those bright Twins were side by side ; 

And there, by fresh hopes beautified, 
i Stood He, whose arm yet lacks the power 
man, our youngest, fairest flower 1 
1, bF fjie right of elQest tiorn. 

And in a second father’% place,* 
P*resumed to ^apple witn their scorn,: 
And meet their pity face to face; 

Yea, trusting in God’s holy aid, 

1 to my Father knelt and prayed 
And one, the pensive Marmaduke, 
Metbought, was yielding inwardly* 











\nd would have laid his purpose by, 

But for a glance of his Father’s eye. • 
Which I myself could scarcely brook. 

Then be we, eacfi' and all, forgiven ! 
Thou, chiefly <hou, my Sister dear, , 
Whose T>an^ are registered in heaven— 
The stifled sigh, the hidden tear. 

And smiles, that dared ^o take their 
.place,* ^ 

Meek flUal siQiles, upon thy face, 

.Vs.that unhallowed Banner grew 
Beneath a loving old Man’»view. 

Thy part is done—tliy painful part; 

Be thou then satisfied in heart ! 

^ further, though far q^sier, task 
Than thine hath been, my duties ask:* 
With theirs my efforts cannot blend, 

I cafinot for such cause contend ; 

Their aims I utterly forswear ; . 

But I in body will be there. . ^ 

Unarmed and naked will I go. 

Be at their side, come weal or woe : 

On kiiTO 000.181008 I may wait, 

See, hear, obstruct, or mitigaft. 

Bare breast 1 *take and an empty 
_ hand .”—\ • , ' 

Therewith he thr«w away lance. 
Which he had grasped ii^that strong 
trance; ^ ^ 

Spurned k, like something that would 
stand 

Between him and the pure intent - 
^Of love oo which his soul was bent. 

“ For thee, for thee, is left the sense 
Of trial past without offence 
To God or man ; such innocence. 

Such consolation, and the excess 
Of an unmerited distress ; 

In that thy very strength must lie. 

—O Sister, 1 could prophesy ! 

The time is come that rings the knell 
Of all we loved, and loved so well: 

Hope nothing, if 1 thus may speak 
To thee, a woman, and thence weak : 
Hope nothing, I repeat; for we 
.Are doomed to perish utterly: 

'Tls meet that thou with me divide 
T%ie thought while T am by thy side, 
Ai^nowlcdgiug a grace in this, 

: A comfort in the dark abyss. 

' But look not for me when 1 am gone. 
And be no farther wrought Upon : 
Farewell all wishes, all debate, 

' \U prayers for this cause, or for that ! • 
^eep, if that aid thee ; but depend 
Upon n<\ help of outward friend ; * 
Espouse thy dobm at once, and cleave 
' To fortitude without reprieve. 

For we must fall, both we and ours— 
ThisHfansion and*thcse pleasant bowers. 

the old balled,—"JTh^Kisiiig of the 

Nocth," 


Walks, pools, and arbours, homestead, 
hall— 

Ouf fate is theirs, will reach tbefti all : 
The young horse must forsake his man* 
get, 

And learn to glory in «. Stranger ; 

The hawk forget his perch ; the bound 
Be parted from his ancient ground : 

The blast will sweep us all away— 

One desolation, one decay 1 
^nd even this Creature 1 " which wqrds 
saying. 

He pointed to a lovely Doe, 

A few^teps distant, feeding, straying ; 
Fair creature, and more white than, 
snow ! 

“ Even she will to her peaceful wo«)d'> 
Return, and to her murmuring floods, 
iAnd be in heart and soul the same 
She was before she hither came : 

Ere she had learned to love ns all. 
Herself beloved in Rylslone-hall. 

—But thou, my Sister, doomed to be 
The last leaf on a blasted tree : 

; If not in vain we breathed the breath 
I Together of a purer faith ; 

If hand in hand wo have been led. 

And tbou, (O happy thought this day !) 
Not seldom foremost in the way ; 

If on one thought our minds have fed. 
And we have in one meaning read ; . 

If. when at home our private weal 
Hath suffered from the shock ot zeal, 
Together we have learned to prize 
P'orbearance and self-sacrifice ; 

If we like combatants have fared. 

And for tliis issue been ]>repared ; 

If thou art beautiful, and youth 
And thought endue thee with all truth— 
Be strung ;—be worthy of the grace 
Of God, and nil thy destined place : 

A Soul, by force of sorrows high. 

Uplifted to the purest sky 
Of undisturbed humanity ! ” 

He ended.—or she heard no more j 
He led her from the ye.w-tree shade. 

And at the mansion’s silent door. 

He kissed the consecrated Maid ; 

And down the valley then pursued, 

.Alone, the armed Multitude, 
f 

CANTO THIKD 

>Now joy for you who from the towers 
' Df Brancepeth look in doubt and fear, 
filing melancholy hours ! 
lYoclaim it, let your Masters hear 
That Norton with his band is near '. 

The watchmen from their station high 
Pronounced the word,—and the Earls 
! descry, 

I Well-fileased, the armed Company 
I Marching down the banks of were. 
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Said fearless Norton to tho pair 
Gone f<^b to greet him on the plain— 
“ This noting, noble Lords 1 looks fgir, 

I bring with me a goodly train : 

Their hearts are with you : hill and dale 
Have helped us » Ure we crossed, and 
Swale, 

And horse and harness followed—see 
The best part of their Yeomanry ! 

—Stand forth, my Sons '—these eight 
^ are mine, ^ 

Whom to this service I commend; 

Which way soe’er our fate incline. 

These will be faithful to the end : < 

They are my all ”—^vnice failed him 
here— 

” My all save one, a Daughter dear ! 
Whom I have left. Love’s mildest birth. 
The meekest Child on this blessed earth. < 
I had—but these are by my side, 

These Eight, and this is a day of pride ! 
The time is ripe. With festive: din 
Lo ! how the people are flocking in,— 
Like hungry fowl to the feeder’s hand 
When snow lies heavy upon the land.” 

He spake hare truth; for far and near 
From every side came noisy swarms 
Of Peasants in their homely gear ; 

And, mixed with these, to Brattcepeth 
came 

Grave Gentry of estate and name. 

And Captains known for worth in arms ; 
.And prayed the Earls in self-defence 
To rise, and prove their innocence.— 

*' Rise, noble Earls, put forth your might 
For bolv Church, and the People’s 
right! ” 

The Norton fixed, at this demand. 

His eye upon Northumberland, 

And said ; ” The Minds of Men will own 
No loyal rest while England's Crown 
Remains without an Heir, the bait . 

Of strife and factions desperate ; , 

Who, paying deadly hate in kind 
Through all things else, in this can hnd 
A mutual hope, a common mind ; 

And plot, and pant to overwhelm 
All ancient honour in the realm- 
•—Brave Earls ! to whose heroic veins 
Our noblest blood is given in trust, 

To you a suffering State complains, 
vAnd ye must raise her from the dust. 
With wishes of still bolder scope 
On you we look, with dearest hope ) ^ 

Even for our Altars—for the prize g 
In Heaven, of life that never dies ; 

For the old and holy Church we mourn. 
And must in joy to her return. 

Behold I ”*«-ana from his Son whose 
stand 

Was on his right, from that guardian 
band 


He took the Banner, and unfurled 
The precious folds—" behold,” said he, 

” The ransom of a sin|ul world ; 

Let this your preservation be ; 

The wounds of hands and*feet and side. 
And the sacred Cross on which Jesus 
died • 

—This bring l^from an ancient hearth. 
These IJecords wrought in pledge of Ipve 
By hands of no ignoble birtn, 

A'Maid o’er whom the blessed Dove 
Vouchsafed ir. gentleness to brood*^ 
While she the holy work pursued.” 

" Uplift the Standard ! ” was the'cry 
Prom all the list^jiers that stood rouncf, 
“ iPlant it,—by this we live or die.” 

The Norton ceased not for that sound. 
But said ; “ Thu prayer which ye have 
hei^rd, 

MSucb injured Earls ! by these preferred. 
Is ofiered to the Saints, the sigh 
Of tens of thousands, secretly.’^ 

“ Uplift it! ” cried once more thcMland, 
And thcnsti thoughtful pause ensued : 

“ Nplift it ! ” said NoiAhumberland— 
Whdreat, fr^m all the Multitude 
Who saw thCiRaimcr raared &n*nigh 
111 all its firdad emblazonry, 

A voicijfof utffirniost T|oy brake out : 

The transport was lolled down the river 
of Were, 

And Durham, the time<honoured Dur¬ 
ham, did hear. 

And the towers of St. Cuthbert were 
stirred by tlie shout ! 

No\v was the North in arms :—they 
shine 

In war-like trim from Tweed to Tyiie, 

At Percy’s voice : and Neville sees 
His Followers gathering in from Tees* 
From Were, and all the little rills 
Concealed among the forked hills— 
Seven hundred Knights, Retainers all 
Of Neville, at their Master’s call 
Had sate together in Raby Hall! 

Such strength that Earldom held of yore ; 
Nor wanted at this time rich store 
Of well-appointed chivalry. 

—Not loth the sleepy lance to wield. 

And greet the old paternal shield, 
They'hcard the summons;—and, furtbei'* 
more, 

kHorsemen and Foot of each degree, 
f/ribound by pledge pf fealty, 

Appfti^d, with free and ^en hate 
Of novelties in Church and State ; 
Knight, burgher, yeoman, and esquire i 
And Romish priest,4n priest’s attire.- . 
And thus, in arms, a zealous Band 
Proceeding under joint command, ' 

To Durham their course they he&r} 
And in Sai^ Cutbbert’s ancient 
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Sang xnasa,—and tore the hc>ok of 
• prayer,— • 

And trod the bible beneath their feet. 

ThenCe inarching southward smooth 
and irec • 

"They mustered their host at Wethorby, 
Full sixteen thousand fair to see : ” ^ 

Th^ Choicest Warriors of the North ! 

But none for beauty and furwSrth 
Like those eight Sons—who, in a ring. 
(Ripe men, or blooming in life's spring) 
Each with a lance, erect and tall, 

^ falchion, and a buckler suiall, 
stood by their Sire, qn Cliftord-riioor, 

To guard the Standard which he bori^ 

On foot they girt their father round ; 
And. so will keep the appointed ground 
Where’er their inarch : no stc«l will hc^ 
Henceforth bestride ;—triumpnaiill'# 

He stands upon the grassy sod, *' 
Tru.1^ig himself to the earth, and God. 
Rare mght to embolden and inspire ! 
Proud was the field of Sons Sire ; 

Of him the most; and, sooth to Stiy* 

No shape of ipa* in all the array % 

So gractii^he si^nshine oLtnat Uaj’- 
TIt^: monumental pomp c ' 9ge 
Was with this godflly nei^bnagu ; 

A stature undepressM in si^o, 

Unbent,^hich rather seemed to rise. 

In open victory o'er the weight 
Of seventy vears, to loftier height; 
Magnific limbs of withered state ; i 

A face to fetir and venerate ; i 

Eyes dark and strong ; and on his head 
Bright locks of silver hair, thick spread. 
Which a brown morion half-concealed. 
Light as a hunter’s of the field ; 

And thus, with girdle round his W’aist, 
Whereon the Banner-staff might rest 
At need, he stood, advancing high 
The glittering, floating pageantry. 

Who sees him ?—thousands see, and 
One 

With unparticipated gaze ; 

Who, 'mong those thousands, friend hath 
■ none, 

' And treads in solitary ways. 

He, following wheresoe’er he might, 

Hath watched the Banxier from afar, § 
As shepherds watch a lonely star. 

Or mariners the distant light 
.That guides them tlirough a stormy 
night. • • • • 

And now, upon a chosen plot * 

Of rising ground, yon heathy spot! 

He takes alone hi^ar-o£f stand. 

With breast unmailed, unweaponed hand. 
BoU is his aspeflt; but his eye 
Is pregnant with anxiety. 

« 

1 ■From the old 
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While, like a tutelary Power, 

He there stands fixed from hour to hour ; 
Ygt sometimes in more humble guise. 
Upon the turf-clad height he lies 
Stretched, herdsman-like, as if to bask 
In sunshine were his only task. 

Or by his mantle’s help to find 
A shelter from the nipping wind : 

And thus, with short oblivion blest. 

His weary spirits gather rest. 

^gain he lifts his eyes ,- and loJ 
The pageant glancing to and fro ; 

And hope is wakened by the sight. 

He tlience may le.arn, ere fall of night. 
Which way the tide is doomed to flow. 

To t.ondon were the Chieftains bent; 
But what avails the bold intent ? 

A Uoy.il .army is gone forth 
To the kisiNO of the North : 
Tlicy inarcli with Dudley at their head. 
And, ill seven days’ space, will to York 
be led !— 

Can such a mighty Host be raised 
Thus suddenly, .and brought so near ? 
The Earls upon each other gazed. 

And Neville's cheek grew' pale with fear j 
For, with .1 high and valiant name. 

He bore a heart of timid frame ; 

And bold it both had been, yet they 
“ Against so many may not stay." ® 
B.ack therefore w'ill they hie to seize 
A strong Hold on the banks of Tees : 
There wail a favourable hour, 

Until Lord Dacre with his pow'cr 
From Naworth come ; and Howard’s aid 
Be with them openly displayed. 

While through the Host, from man to 
man, 

A rumour of this purpose ran, 

The Standard trusting to the care 
Of him who heretofore did bear 
That charge, impatient Norton sought 
The Chieftains to unfold his thought. 
And thus abruptly spake ;—“ We yield 
(And can it be ?) an unfought field !— 
How oft has strength, the strength of 
heaven, 

Tc few triumphantly been given I 
Still do our very children boast 
Of mitred Thurston—what a Host 
He conquered 1—Saw we not the Plain 
(And flying shall behold again) 

Where faith w’as proved ?—while to 
. battle moved 
1 he Standard, on the Sacred Wain 
That bore it, compassed round by a bold 
Fraternity of Barons old; 

And w'ith those grey-haired ^ampkmt 
stood. 

Under the saintly ensigns three, 

9 From the old ballad. < 
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The infant Heir of Mowbray^a btood— 
All confidejit of victory t— 

Shall Percy blush, then, for his name ? 
Must Westmoreland be asked with shame 
Whose were the numbers, where the loss. 

; In that other dav of Neville’s Cross ? 
When the Prior oiPurhamwith holy hand 
Raised, as the Vision gave command. 
Saint Cuthbert’s Relic—far and near 
' Kenned on the point of a lofty spear : 

. While the Monks prayed in Maiden’^ 
Bower 

To God descending in his power. 

.)'J..css would not at our need be due, 

■ To us, who vrar against the Untrue ;— 

'• The delegates of Heaven we rise, 

'Convoked the impious to chastise 
igWe, we, the sanctities of old 
' ‘ Would re>establish and uphold : 

Be warned ”—His zeal the Chiefs con¬ 
founded. 

But word was given, and the trumpet 
sounded : 

' Back through the melancholy PInst 
Went Norton, and resumed his post. 

Alas ! thought he, and have 1 borne 
This Banner raised with joyful pride. 
This hope of all ptistcrity. 

By those dread .symbols sanctified ; 

' Thus to become at once the scorn 
‘Of babbling winds as they go by, 

■ A spot of shame to the sun’s bright eye, 
To the light clouds a mockery! 

-" Even these poor eight of mine would 
stem-” 

' Half to himself, and half to them 
He spake—“ would stem, or quell, a force 
Ten times their number, man and horse ; 
This by their own unaided might. 
Without their father in their sight. 
Without the Cause for which they fight ; 
A Cause, which on a needful day 
Would breed us thousands brave ..as 
they.” 

—So speaking, he his reverend head 
Raised toward that Imagery once more : 
But the familiar prospect shed 
Bespondency unfelt before : 

' A shock of intimations vain, 
t>ismay, and superstitious pain, 

|^«ll oa him, with the sudden thought 
Oijher by whom the work was wrought:— 
' Qh wherefore was her countenance bright 
WUh love divine and gentle light ? 

. She would not, could not, disobey. 

But her Faith leaned another way. 

Ill tears she wept; I saw them fall, 

1 overheard her as she spake 
'Sad words to that mute Animal, 

. The White Poe, in the hawthorn brake ; 

steeped, but not for J esu’s sake, 
^Tlus Cross in tears : by her, and Qne 
far we are undone—r 


Her recreant Brother—he prevailed 
Over that tender Spirit—assailed 
Too oft alas ! by her whose head 
In the cold grave hath long been laid: 
She first, in reason’s dawnebegifUed 
Her docile, unsuspectin§|>Child « 

Far back—far back my mind ifiust go 
To reach the well-spring of this woe ! 

Whil^ thus he brooded, music sweft 
Of border tunes was played to cheer 
The footsteps of a quick retreat; ■ 

Hut Norton Iftigered in the rear, [HesI 
Stung with sharp thoughts ; and ere the 
From his distracted brain was cast, * 
Before his Fathen Francis stood, 

And spake in linn and earnest mood. 

” Though here I bend a suppliant knee 
In reverence, and unarmed, I bear *' 
'In^our indignant thoughts my share : 
Arn g.'ieved this backward march to see 
So careless and disorderly. 

I scorn your Chiefs—men who woiil£ lead, 
.\nd yet ^ant courage at their need : 
Then lool^at them witlvjOpen eyes ! 
Deiecye they further sacrifice ?— 

I If—wnen tli.'y shrink, Soif date^ppeSe*' 
In open held^their gathering foes, 

(And fast, frogi this djccisive day, * 
Yon mifilitude musCmelt away ;) 

If now I ask a grace jiot claimed 
While ground was left for hope ; un- 
blamed 

Be an endeavour that can do 
No injury to them or you. 

My Father ! 1 would help to find 
A place of shelter, till the rage 
Of cruel men do like the wind 
Exhaust itself and sink to rest; 

Be Brother now to Brother joined f 
Admit me in the equipage 
Of your misfortunes, that at least, 
Whatever fate remain behind, 

I may bear witness in my breast 
To your nobility of mind ! ” 

“ Thou Enemy, my bane and blight! 
Oh ! bold to fight the Coward’s fight 
Against all good ”—but why declare. 

At length, the issue of a prayer 
Which love had prompted, yielding scope 
! Too free to one bright moment’s hope ? 
Cuffice it that the Son, who strove 
With fruitless effort to allay 
That passion, prudently gave way j 
l9br did he turn aside to prove 
' His BJol^bers’ wisdom or ttieir love— ’ 
But calmly from the spot withdrew | 

His best endeavours to renew. 

Should e'er a kindlientime ensue. 

CANTO FOURTH 

'Tis night: in silence looking dowiw 
The Moon, ffop) dpudless e^hi^, teeg' . 
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A Camn» and a bpleasjuered Town, 

And Cattle li;ce a stately crown 1 

On the steep rocks of winding Tees ;— 
And southward far, with moor between, 
Hill-top. «nd &>od, and forest green. 

The bright Moon«sees that valley small 
Where R^tone’s old sequestered Hall 
A venerable image yields 
Of qmet to the neighbouring fields ; 

While from one pillared chimney tifeathes 
The^ smoke, and mounts in silver 
wreaths. , [sleep 

—The courts are. hushed ;—for timely 
The grey-hounds to their kennel creep ; 
'Rie peacock in the broad ash tree 
Aloft is roosted for the night, • 

He who in proud prosperity 
Of cqjours manifold and bright 
Walked round, affronting the daylight ; 
And higher still, above the bowef J 
Where he is perched, from yott lono Tc'llvcr 
The hall-clock in the. clear moonshine 
With gSttering finger points at nine. 

•w j 

* Ah I who could 4hink that sadness here 1 
H^th any sway,? v* pain, or fear ? % 

A soft and ftilling^sound is Jieard 
Of stj'eams inaudible by day f 
The garden pool’s ddrk surffto, sijired 
By the ni^t insects in their play, 

Break int? dimples small and bright; 

A thousand, thousand rings of light 
That shape themselves and disappear 
4V.lmost as soon as seen :—and lo ! 

Not distant far, the milk-white Doe— 
The same who quietly was feeding 
On the green herb, and nothing 
heeding. 

When, Francis, uttering to the Maid 
His last words in the yew-tree shade, 
Involved whate’er by" love was brought 
Out of his heart, or crossed his thought. 
Or chance presented to his eye. 

In one sad sweep of destiny— 

The same fair Creature, who hath found 
Her way into forbidden ground : 

Where now—within this spacious plot 
For pleasure made, a goodly spot. 

With lawns and beds of flowers, and 


shades 

Of trellis-work in long arcades. 

And cirque and crescent framed by wall 
Of dose-clipt foHage green and tall. 
Converging walks, and fountains gay. 
And terraces in trim array— * 

Beneath yon c;^ress*spiring high, * 
With pine and cedar spreading wine 
Their darksome boughs on either side. 

In open moonlight doth she lie ; 

" Happy as others yf her kind, 

. Tbat^ar from human neighbourhood. 
Range unrestricted as the wind. 

Thronj^ or chase, or aa^^e i^ood, 


But see the consecrated Maid 
Emerging from a cedar shade 
To qpen moonshine, where the Doe 
Beneath the cypress-spire is laid j 
Like a patch of April snow— 

Upon a bed of herbage igreen. 

Lingering in a v/oody glade 
Or behind a rocky screen— ’ 

Lonely relic ! which, if seen 
By the shepherd, is passed by 
With an inattentive eye. 
j Nor more regard doth She bestow 
Upon the uncomplaining Doe 
I Now 0 f)uched at ease, though oft this 
day 

Not unperplcxcd nor free from pain. 
When she had tried, and tried in vain. 
Approaching in her gentle way, 

■To win some look of love, or gaitf 
Encouragement to sport or play i 
Attempts which still the heart-sick Maid 
Rejected, or with slight repaid. 

Yet Emily is soothed ;—the breeze 
Came fraught with kindly sympathies. 
As she approached yon rustic Shed 
Hung with late-flowering woodbine, 
spread 

Along the walls and overhead. 

The fragrance, of the. breathing flnw'ers 
Revived a memory of those hours 
When here, in this remote, alcove, 
(While, from the pendent woodbine came 
Like odours, sweet as if the same) 

A fondly-anxious Mother strove 
To teach her salutary fears 
And mysteries above her years. 

Yes, she is soothed: an Image faint. 
And yet nc^ faint—a presence bright 
Returns to ner—that blessed Saint 
Who with mild looks and language mild 
Instructed here her darling Child, 

While yet a prattler on the knee. 

To worship in simplicity 

The invisible God, and take for guide 

The faith reformed and purified. 

'Tis flown—the Vision, and the sense 
Of that beguiling influence ; 

“ But oh ! thou Angel from above, 
klute Spirit of maternal love. 

That stood’st before my eyes, more clear 
^han ghosts are fabled to appear 
Sent upon embassies of fear ; 

A| thou thy presence hast to me 
Vouchsafed, in radiant ministry 
Descend on Francis ; nor forbear 
To greet him with a voice, and say 

* If hope be a rejected stay, 

‘ Do thou, my Christian Son, beware 

* Of that most lamentable snare, 

* The self-rehaqpe of despair I' " 
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Then from within the embowered 
retreat 

Where she had found a grateiul seat. 
Pertmbed she Issues. She will go I 
Herself will follow to the war. 

And clasp her Bather's knees ;—ah, no ! 
She meets j|;he insuperable bar. 

The injunction by her Brother laid ; 

His parting charge—^bul ill obeyed—■ 
That interdicted all debate. 

All prayer for this cause or for that ; r 
All efforts that would turn aside 
The headstrong current of their fate ; 

duty is to stand and wait ; c 
In resignation to abide 
The shock, and finat-ly securit 
O’er pain and grief a triumph pure. 
—She feels it, and her pangs are checked. 
But tfow, as silently slu* paced • 

The turf, and thought by thought was 
chased. 

Came One who, with sedate respect. 
Approached, and, greeting her, thus 
spake; 

“ An old man’s privilege I take : 

Dark is the time—a woeful day 1 

Dear daughter of affliction, say 

How can I serve, you ? point the way." 

“ Rights have you, and may well be 
bold; 

You with my Father have grown old 
In friendship—strive—for his sake go— 
Turn from us all the coming woe.: 

'This would T beg; but on my mind 
A passive stillness is enjoined. 

On you, if room for mortal aid 
Be left, is no restriction laid ; 

You not forbidden to recline 
With hope upon the Will diiine.’’ 

" Hope,” said the old Man, “ must 
abme 

With all of us, wnate’er betide. 

In Craven's Wilds is many a den, • 

'I'o shelter persecuted men : 

Far under ground is many a cave. 

Where they might lie as in the grave. 
Until this storm hath ceased to rave: 
Or let them cross the River Tweed, 
And be at once from peril freed I ’’ 

'* Ah tempt me not! ’’ she falntlf^ 
sighed t 

I wifl not counsel nor exhort, * 

With my condition satisfied; <, 

But you, at least, may make report ( 
Of what befalls ;—be this your task— 
This may be done ;—'tis all I ask 1 " 

She spake—and from the Lady’s sight 
The Sire, unconscious of his age. 
Departed promptly as a Page 
Bound on aome errand of <^ght. 


—The noble Francis—wise as brave, 
Thought he, may want not skill to save. 
With hopes in tenderness concealed. 
Unarmed he followed to the field ; 

,FlHn will I seek ■■ the insurgent lowers 
Are now besieging Barnard’s, Towers.— 
" Grant that the Moon which chines this 
night 

May gpide them in a prudent flight),!' 

But quick the turns of chance and 
change. < 

And knowledge has a narrow range r 
Whence idle fears, and needless pain. 
And wishes blind, and efforts vain.-— *■ 
The Moon may s^aiue, but cannot be 
Their guide in flight—already she 
Hath witnessed their captivity. 

She saw the desperate assault " 

DJIpon 6nat hostile castle made ;— 

Buf dark and dismal is the vault 
Where Norton and his sons are laid ! 
Disastrous issue !—he had said # 

‘‘ This rwiht yon faitliless Towers must 
, yield, r 

Or^tv’e for ever quit t^c field. 

—Neville fe utterly dSmayod,.'^ * 
For prf)mi»£‘'fails of Howard’s aid j 
And ll?cre<e our call replies ' 

That ne is unpreptred to rise. 

My heart is sick ;—this wear^* pause 
Must needs be fatal to our cause. 

The breach is open—on the wall, 

This night, the Banner shall be planted I 
—'Twas done : his Sons were with him— 
all: [daunted 

They belt him round with hearts un- 
And others follow;—Sire and Son 
Leap down into the court;—" 'TIs 
won ”— 

They shout aloud—^but Heaven decreed 
That with their joyful shout should close 
The triumph of a desperate deed 
Which struck with terror friends and foes 1 
The friend stirinks back'—the foe recoils 
From Norton and his filial band ; 

But they, now caught within the toils. 
Against a thousand cannot stand;— 

The foe from numbers courage drew. 
And overpowered that gallant few. 

“ A rescue for the Standard I ’* cried 
The Father from within the walls : . 
But, see, the sacred Standard.falls I— 
Confusion through the Camp spread 
• wide; 

Sotite fled j and somb thei: fears detained: 
But ere J^e Moon had sunk to rest 
In her pale chambers of the west. 

Of that rash levy nought remained. 

CANTO Hptb h , 

I High on a point of nigged ground 
Among the wastes of Rylftone FiB 
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Above the loftiest ridge or mound 
Where foresters or shepherds dwell. 

An edifice of warlike frame 
Stands single—^Norton Tower its name— 
It fronts ml quarters, and looks round , 
O'er path«and rood, and plain and dell. 
Dark moiftr. and gleam of pool and 
stream 

UpSD. a prospect without bound^ 

"Pie summit of this bold ascent— 
Though bleak and bare, and seldom free 
As Pendle-hill or Pennygent 
From wind, or frost, or vapours wet— 
Had often heard the sound of glee 
When there the youthfbl Nortons' met^ 
To practise games and archery : 

Hotg proud and happy they ! the crowd 
Of Lookers-on how pleased and proud < 
And from the scorching noon-tfde siy. 
From showers, or when the prize ^was 
won. 

They TO the Tower withdrew, and there 
Would mirth run round, with^generous 
fare; • , 

^d the stern pld»Lord of Kylstoaei|iall, 
Was faa^ifst, proudest, of fhem ail! ■ 

*» 

B\it now, lus Child, with ^igmsh pale. 
Upon the height walj^s to and f^T^; 

'Tis well ahat she hath heard the talc. 
Received the bitterness of woe : 

For she had hoped, and hoped and feared, 
• Such rights did feeble nature claim: 
And oft her steps had hither steered. 
Though not unconscious of self-blame ; 
For she her brother’s charge revered. 

His farewell words ; and by the same, * 
Yea by her brother’s very name. 

Had, in her s^itude, been cheered. 

Beside the lonely watch-tower stood 
That grey-haired Man of gentle blood. 
Who with her Father had grown old 
In friendship ; rival hunters they, 

And f^ow warriors in their day ; 

To Rylstone he the tidings brought; 
Then on this height the Maid had 
, ,1 sought, 

And, gently as he could, had told 
The end of that dire Tragedy, 

Which it had been his lot to see. 


To him the Lady turned; “ You said 
That Francis lives, he is not dead ? 


■" Your noible 
spared 


4>rother 


. To take his life they have not dared ; 
On him and on bis high endeavour 
The light of praise shall shine for ever 1 
Nog dm he (su^ Heaven’s wUl) in vain 
His solitary course maintain ; 

Hot vamly struggled in the might 
Of duty, seeing with clear sight; . ^ 


He was their comfort to the last. 

Their joy till every pang was past. 

f 

I witnessed when to York they came— 
What, Lady, if their feet were tied : 
They might deserve a goskl Man’s blame ; 
But marks of infamy and shame— 

These were their triumph, these their 
pride ; 

Nor wanted ’mid the pressing crowd 
Deep feeling, that found utteraime loud. 
‘ Lo, Francis comes,’ there were who 
cried. 

‘ A Prisoner once, but now set free ! 

'Tis well, for he the worst defied 
Through force of natural piety ; 

He rose not in this quarrel, he. 

For concord’s sake and England’s good, 
(Suit to his Brothers often made 
With tears, and of his Father prayed— 
And when he had in vain withstood 
Their purpose—then did he divide. 

He parted from them ; but at their side 
Now walks in unanimity. 

Then peace to cruelty and scorn. 

While to the prison they are borne. 
Peace, peace to all indignity ! ’ 

And so in Prison were they laid— 

Oh hear me, hear me, gentle Maid. 

For I am come with power to bless, 

By scattering gleams, through your dis¬ 
tress. 

Of a redeeming happiness. 

Me did a reverent pity move 
And privilege of ancient love ; 

And, in your service, making bold. 
Entrance 1 gained to that strong-hold. 

Your Father gave me cordial greeting ; 
But to his purposes, that burned 
Within him, instantly returned : 

He was commanding and entreating. 
Aqd said—‘ We need not stop, my Son 1 
Thoughts press, and time is hurrying 
on ’— 

And so to Francis he renewed 
His words, more calmly thus pursued. 


■■m 


' Might this our enterprise have sped, 

I Change wide and deep the Land had 
•t seen, 

A renovation from the dead, 

_ -1 A spring-tide of immortal green : 
hath , been4The darksome altars would have blazed 
^^ike stars when clouds are rolled away; 
Salvation to all eyes that gazed. 

Once more the Rood had been upraised 
To spread its arms, and stand for aye. 
Then, then—had I survived to see 
New life in Bolton Priory; 

The voice restored, the eye of Truth 
. Re>opened that inspired my youth; , 
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To see her in her pomp atthyed— 

This Banner (for such vow I made) 
Should on the consecrated breast 
Of that same Temple have found rest: 

1 would myself have hung it high, 

Fit offering of gl^d victory ! 

\ shadow of such thought remains 
To cheer this sad and pensive time ; 

A solemn fancy yet sustains 
One feeble Being—bids me climb 
Even toThe last—one effort more 
To attest my Faith, if nut restore. 

Hear then,' said he, ‘ while 1 impart, 
- Mly Son, the last wish of niy heart. 

■ The Banner strive thou to regain : 

And, if the endeavour prove not vain, 

■ Bear it—to whom if not to thoc 
Shall I this lonely thought consign ?— 
Bear it to Bolton Priory, 

And lay it on Saint Mary’s shrine ; 

To wither in the sun and breeze 
'Mid those decaying sanctities. 

There let at least the gift be laid. 

The testimony there disfilaved ; 

Bold proof that with no selfish aim. 

But for lost F'aith and Christ’s dear name. 
I hclmeted a brow though white. 

And took a place in all men’s sight; 
Yea offered up this noble Brood, 

This fair uiiriv ailed Brotherhood, 

And turned awav from thee, my Son ! 
And left—but be the rest unsaid, 

< The name untouched, the tear unshed ;— 
My wish is‘known, and 1 have done ; 

' Now promise, grant this one request. 
This dying prayer, and be thou blest ! ' 

' Then Francis answered—‘ Trust thy 
Son, 

For, with God’s will, it shall be done ! ’— 


Inspiring universal awe, 

■He took it from the soldier’s hand ; ' 
And all the people that stood round 
Confirmed the deed in peace profound. 

—High transport did the Falh^ shed 
Upon his Son—and they wereJed^ 

Led on, and yielded up their 'brdatb r 
Together died, a happy death !— 

But Fruicis, soon as he had braved • 
That insult, and the Banner saved, ' 
Athwart the unresisting tide 
Of the spectetors occupied « 

In admiration or dismay. 

Bore instantly his Charge away.” 

-These things, which thus had in the 
sight 

And hearing passed of Him who stood 
I With Emily, on the Watch-tower height, 
luT Kylstone’s woeful neighbourhood, 

He told ; and oftentimes with voice 
Of power to comfort or rejoice ; 

F’or deepest sorrows that aspire. 

Go high, BO transport ever higher. 

" Yes—God is rich in ii.arcy,” said 
The Arid Man to the silent Maid, 

*• Yet. Lady .'^shines, tbrougll tins black 
night, •' 

One stiyfi of f^pect hfeavenly bright; 
Your Brother livcs->=-he lives—^^is come 
Perhaps already to his home ;' 

Then let us leave this dreary place.” 

She yielded, and with gentle pace. 
Though without one uplifted look. 

To Kylstouc-hall her way she took. 


CANTO SIXTH 

comes not Francis ?—From 


the 


The pledge obtained, the solemn word 
■Thus scarcely given, a noise ivas help'd, 
.And officers appeared in state 
To lead the prisoners to their fate. 

They rose, oh ! wherefore should I fear 
To tell, or. Lady, you to hear ? 

They rose—embraces none were given— 
’^hey stood like trees when earth and 
heaven- 

Are calm : they knew each other's worth, 
And reverently the Band went forth. 

' They met, when they had reached the 
door. 

One with profane and harsh intent 
Placed there—that he might go before 
And. with that rueful Banner borne 
Aloft in sign of taunting scorn, 

'■■ Conduct them to their punishment; 

So cruel Sussex, unrestrained 
.human feeling, bad ordained, 
unhappy Banner Francis saw, 
udth a look of calm command 




Why 

doleful City 

He fled,—and, in liis flight, could hear 
The death-sounds of the Minster-bell : 
That sullen stroke pronounced farewell 
To Marinadukc, cut off from pity ! 

To Ambrose that ! and then a knell 
For him, the sweet half-opened Flower ! 
F'or all—all dying in one hour ! 

—Whv comes not Francis ? Thoughts 
of love 

Should bear him to his Sister dear 
With the fleet motion of a dove; 

Yea, like a heavenly messenger 
()f speediest wing, should he appear. . 
Why comes he not ?—for westward 
- fast 

Along the plain of York he past; 
J^4eckltes of what impels eft leads, 

“ Unchecl&d he hurries or. ;—nor heeds 
The sorrow, through the Villages, 
Spread by triumphant cruelties 
Of vengeful military force, 

And punishment without remorse. ‘ 

He marked not, heard not, as he fled; 
1^1 but the suffering heart was dead 

.. P .r * I* A'-. 
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Foe him abandoned to blank awe. 

To vacancy, and horror strong : 

And the first object which he saw 
With confdou»sight. as he swept along— 
It was the^anner in his hand ! 

He fdt-^sRid made a sudden stand. 

He looked about like one betrayed : 
WJiit^^ath he done ? what piromisc 
made^ 

Oh^'eak, weak moment I to what end 
Can such a vain oblation tefld. 

And he the Bearer ?—Can he go 
Oairying this instrument of woe. 

And find, find any where, a right 
To excuse him in his Country’s sight ? 
No ; will not all men deem the change 
A dow'nward course, perverse and 
strange ? • 

Here is it ; —but how ? when ? m 
The unoffending Emily, 

Again ^is piteous object see ? 

Such conflict long did he maintain. 
Nor libert y-nor rfst could gain : ■ 

Ills own^life inV> danger brought % 

By this sad^urdeii—even t];iat thought. 
Excising self-suspicion stroif|g 
Swayed the brave nSan to hlS wnaiig. 

And how-sunless it ^cre the sense 
,Of all-disposing Providence, 

Its will unquestionably shown:— 

JHow has the Banner clung so fast 
*ro a palsied, and unconscious hand ; 
Clung to the hand to which it passed 
Without impediment ? And why 
But that Heaven’s purpose might be 
known 

Doth now no hindrance meet his eye. 

No intervention, to withstand 
iNlfilment of a Father’s prayer 
Breathed to a Son forgiven, and blest 
When all resentm^ts were at rest. 

And life in death laid the heart bare ?— 
■Then, like a spectre sweeping by, 
Jtushed through his mind the prophecy 
Of utter desolation made 
<*3^Emily in the ^f'ew-tree shade : 
')H%#ighed, submitting will and power 
■ To .the stern embrace of that grasping 
hour. 

,** Nq choice is left, the deed is mine— 
Dehd are they, dead l—rand I will go, 


So forward with a steady will * 

He went, and traversed plain and hill; 
And up the Vale of Wharf his way 
Pursueii^—and, at the dawn of day. 
Attained a summit whence his eyes 
' Could see the Tower of Bolton rise, 
'.^^re Francis for a moment’s space 
JIfadalialtrr’but hark 1 a noise behind 


Of horsemen at an eap'er pace ! 

He heard, and with mftgiving mind. 

—’Tis Sir George Bowes who leads the 
Band: 

They come, by cruel Su^x sent; 

Who, when the Nortons from the hand 
Of death had drunk their punishment. 
Bethought him, angry and ashamed. 

How Francis, with the Banner claimed 
M his own charge, had disappedted, 

Fy all the standers-by revered. 

His whole bold carriage (which. had 
qi^plled 

Thus far the Opposer, and repelled 
All censure, enterprise so bright 
That eVen bad men had vainly striven . 
Against that overcoming light) ' 

^Was then reviewed, and prompt word . 
given. 

That to what place soever fled 
He should be seized, alive or dead. 

The troop of horse have gained the', 
height 

Where Francis stood in open sight. 'i. 
They hem him round—"Behold the’’"-' 
proof,” 

They cried, “the Ensign in his hand 1 
He did not arm, he walked aloof ! 

For why ?— to save his Father’s land 
Worst Traitor of them all is he, 

A Traitor dark and cowardly ! ” 

“ I am no Traitor,” Francis said, 

“ Though this unhappy freight 1 bear ; - 
And must not part with. But beware ■ 
Err not, by hasty zeal misled, 

Nor do a suffering Spirit wrong, ■ 

Whose self-reproaches are too strong ! ” 

At this he from the beaten road 
Retreated towards a brake of thorn. 

That like a place of vantage showed ; 

And there stood bravely, though forlorn..'• 
In self-defence with warlike brow 
He stood,—nor weaponless was now j 
He from a Soldier’s hand had snatched -; 

A spear,—and, so protected, watched 
The Assailants, turning round and'^f 
round ; 

But from behind with treacherous .. 
wound 


A Spearman brought him to the ground.'. 
And, for their sakes, come weal or woe, LThe gu^dian Iwce, as Francis fell, 

WUJ lay the Relic on the shrine.” •f^ropped from him ; but his other hand 


V' 


e Banner clenched; till, from out ^. 
the Band, 

One, the most eager for the prize, .... 

Rushed in ; and—while, O grief to tell I - 
A glimmering sense still Teft, with eyes ' 
Unclosed the noble Francis lay— 

Seized it, as hunters seize their prey 1 
But not before the. warm life-blood 
,Had tingsd more deeply, as it flowed. 
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The wQuads the broidered Banucr 
showed. 

Thy fatal work, O Maiden, innocent 
as good 1 

e 

t*roudly the Horsemen bore away 
The Standard ; and where Francis lay 
There was he left alone, unwept, 

, And for two days unnoticed slept. 

For at that time bewildering fear i 
Possessed the country, far and near ; 
But, on the third day. passing by 
One of the Norton Tenantry 
Espied the uncovered Corse : the Man 
Shrunk as he recognised the. face. 

And to the nearest homestead!^ ran 
And called the people to th(> place. 

' —How desolate is Rylslone-iiall ! 

This was the instant thought of all ; 

And if the lonely Lady there 
Should be ; to her they cannot bear 
This weight of anguish and despaur. 

So. when upon sad thoughts had prest 
Tlioughts sadder still, they deemed it 
best 

That, ifathe Priest should yield assent 
And no one hinder their intent, 

' Then, they, for Christian pity’s sake. 

In holy ground a grave would nuikc ; 
And straightway buried he should be 
la the Church-yard of the Priory. 


Apart, some little space, W'as made 
The grave where Francis iiwst be laid. 

In no confusion or neglect 
This did they,—but in pure respect 
That he -was born of gentle blood ; 

Ahd that there was no neighbourhood 
Of kindred for him in that ground : 

So to the Church-yard they are bound. 
Bearing the body on a bier ; , 

And psalms they ':ing—a holy sound 
That hill and vale with sadness hear; 

But Kmily hath raised her head. 

And is again disquieted ; 

She must behold !—so many gone. 

Where is the solitary One ? 

And forth from Rylstone-hall stepped 
she,— < 

•,To seek her Brother forth she went, 

And tremblingly her coiuse she bent 
Toward Bolton’s ruined Priory. 

She comes, and in the vale hath heard f 
tThc funeral dirge ;—she sees the knot 
Of people, sees them in one spot— 

And darting like a wounded bird 
She reached the. grave, and with her 
breast 

pdn the groiind received the rest,— 

'be consummation, the whole ruth 
A sorrow d this final truth J 

1^'" " . i , V ■ 't'.s; 



• CAVTO SEVISNTli 

", powers there are 

That touch wch other to,the quick—in aiod^ 
.Which the »oss world no seiise''hath to pwceivfe, 
No soul to dream of." " .< 

Thou Spirit, whose angelic hand 
Was to the harp a strong command. 
Called *he submissive strings to waK'-’ - - 
In glory for this Maiden’s saj^ 

Say, Spirit! whither hath sh^ed 
To' hide her {loor alllicted head ? ■■ 

What mighty forest in its gloom 
Enfolds her ?—is a rifted tomb < 
Within the wilderness her seat ? 

Some island which the wild waves 
beat- - 

Is that the Sufferer’s last retreat?^ 

(> som, aspiring rock, that shrouds 
Its }perilous front in mists and clouds ? 
High-climliing rock, low sunless dale, 

.Sea, desert, what do these avail >' 

Oh take her anguish and her fears 
Into a dBep recess of xpars ! 

’"Jls done.;—despoilian/i desolation . 
O’er Rvlstoiie.’s fair domain have blown j 
Pools, terraces, and walks arc sown 
With w.Ojds'rthe bowers are overthrown, 
Or have given wayHo slow mutation, 
While, in their ancient habitai'ion 
The Norton name hath been unknown. 
The lordly Mansion of its pride 
Is stripped : the ravage hath spread 
wide 

'Through park and field, a perishing 
That mocks the gladness of the Spring . 
And, with this silent gloom agreeing, 
Appears a joyless human Being, 

Of aspect such as if the Waste 
Were under her dominion placed. " ^ 
Upon a primrose bat^, her throne 
Of quietness, she sits alone ; 

Among the ruins of a wood, 

Erewhile a covert bright and green, 

And where full many a brave tree stoddi 
That used to Spread Its boughs, ana 
ring 

With the sweet bird s carolling. 

Behold her, like a virgin Queen, 
Neglecting an imperiad state 
These outward images of fate. 

And carrying inward a serene 
And perfect sway, through many a 
thought 

Of cnance and change, that hath been 
brought 

'To the slibiection of a holy, „ . , 

Though stern and rigorous, tneUlh* 
cboly! 

The like authority, with gracb ' 

Of awfutness, is in her face,— 

There hath she fixed it j yet it seena * 
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That face, which cannot lose the gle:ims,* 
Lose utterly the tender gleams', 

Of gentleness and'meek deljjj'lit. 

And lovlhg-kindness ever bright: , 

Such is her sovereign mien :~her dress 
(A vest WTth woollen cincture tied, 

A hood of mountain-wool undyed) 

Is lynpelv.—fashioned to expres^ 
/■C^Wandering Pilgrim’s humbleness. 

And she hath wandered, long and far. 
Beneath the light of sun arm .star : 

Hath roamed in trouble and in grief, 
Briven forward lilcc a withered leaf. 

Yea like a ship at raifdom blown ^ 
To distant places and unknown. 

But now she dares to seek a liaven 
Aindhg her native w'ilds of Craven ; 

Hath seen again her Father's ruW, § 
And put her fortitude to proof ; • 

The mighty sorrow hath been borne. 
And slit is thoroughly forlorn -. 

Her soul doth in itself stand fo^. 
Sustained by mcripLory of the pasl ^ 
And strength of l^'ason ; held ubov% 

'Plfie inliwniAies'ormortal Io\^ ; 
Undaunted, lofty, calm. aufUstablc, 
.Andfawfully impenatrable. .tm ^ 

And .soi|-beneath j^mouldered tree, 

.A self-surviving leafless oak 
By unregarded age from stroke 
^)f ravage savied—sate Krnily, 

There did she rest, with head reclined. 
Herself most like a stately flower. 

(Such have I seen) whom chance of 
birth 

Hath separated from its kind. 

To live and die in a shady bower. 

Single on the gladsome earth. 

'^vwhen, with a noise like distant 
r thunder, 

A troop of deer came sweeping by ; 

And, suddenly, behold a wonder ! 

Fpr One, among those rushing deer, 

. A single One, in mid career 
.Hjiidh stopped, and fixed her large full 
' '■i^eye' 

the Lady Emily ; 

A Doe most beautiful, dear-white, 

A radiant creature, silver-bright! 


It is, thought Pmily, the same, ^ . 
The very Doe of other yeare .'— 

The pleading look the Lady viewed. 

And, by her gushing thqjjghts subdued. 
She melted into tears-* 

A flood of tears, that flowed apace. 
Upon the happy Creature’s face. 

Oh, moment ever blest! O Pair 
Beloved of Heaven, Heaven’s chosen 
care. 

This was for you a precious greeting : 
And rnay it prove a fruitful meeting ! 

J oinca are they, and the sylvan Doe 
C.in she dcp.-irt ? can she forego 
The, Lady, once her playful peer. 

And now her sainted Mistress dear ? .. 
pAnd will not Emily receive 
This.lovely chronicler of things 
Long jiast, delights and sorrowings ? 
Lone Sufferer ! will not %he believe 
The promise in that speaking face ; 

And welcome, as a gift of grace. 

The saddest thought the Creature 
brings ? 

That day, the first of a re-uniftn 
Which was to teem with high com¬ 
munion. 

That day of balmy .April weather, , 
They tamed in the wotid together. 

Anri when, ere fall of evening dew. 

She from her sylvan haunt withdrew. 

The white Doe tracked with faithful pace 
The Lady to her dwclliiig-place : 

That nook where, on paternal ground, 

A habitation she had found. 

The Master of whose humble board 
Once owned her Father for his Lord ; 

A hut, by tufted trees defended.. 

Where Rylstone brook with Wharf is 
blended. 


' Thii^ checked, a little while it stayed ; 
A Utue thoughtful pause it' made : 

And ):hen adij^sed with stealth^like* 
pace. • 

Dreyv softly near her, and more near— 
Looked round—^])ut saw no cause for 

So to her (eet tke Creature came. 

.And 'fkid its head upon her knee. 

And iQojced into the l^ady's face, 

-A Ibpk'of pure beni^typ 


"VYhen Emily by morning light 
Went forth, the Doe stood there in sight. 
She shrunk :—with one frail shock of 
pain 

Received and followed by a prayer. 

She saw the Creature once again: 

Shmi will she not, she feels, will bear i — ' 
But, wheresoever she looked round. 
fVll now was trouble-haunted ground s 
And therefore now she deems it good 
jeOnce more this restless neighbourhood 
Jo leave.—Unwooed, yet unforbidden, 

■ftie White Doe lollowed up the vale. 

Up to another cottage, hidden 
In the deep fork of Amerdale : 

And there may Emily restore 
Herself, in spots tmseen before. 

—Why tdl of mossy rock, or tree. 

By lurking Dcrnjbrook’s pathless ude, 
Haunts of a screngtheniilg amity ' 

I That calmed her, peered, and fortified? 
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Far-she hith ventured now to read 
Of time, and,place, and thought, *and 
deed— 

Endless history that lies 
In her silent Folfower’s eyes ; 

Who with a power like human reason 
■Discerns the favourable season, 

' Skilled to apprdkch or to retire.— 

From looks conceiving her desire ; 

Prom look, deportment, voice, or mien,' 
That vary to the heart within. 

^ If she too passionately wreathed 
, Her arms, or over-deeply breathed. 
Walked quick or slowly, every mood 
In its degree was understood : < 

Then weU may their accord be true, 

Altd kindliest interrourso ensue. 

—Oh ! surely 'twas a gentle rousing ' 
When she by sudden glimpse espied 
The White Doc on the mountain brows- 
. ing,* 

Or in the meadow wandered wide ! 

How pleased, when down the Straggler 
sank 

Beside her, on some sunny bank | 

Plow soothed, when in thick' bower 
enclosed, 

They, like a nested pair, rcpfised ! 

Fair V^ision ! when it crossed the Maid 
Within some ri>cky cavern laid. 

The dark cave’s portal gliding by. 

White as whitest cloud on high 
Floating through the azure sky. 

—What now is left for pain or fear ? 
That Presence, dearer and more dear. 
While they, side by side, were straying, 
And the shepherd's pipe was playing, 

. Did now a very gladness yield 
At morning to the dewy field, 

■ And with a deeper peace endued 
, The hour of moonlight solitude. 

With her Companion, in such frame 
Of mind, to Kylstone back she came*; 
And, ranging through the wasted gro'. es, 

' Received the Memory of old loves, 

■ Undisturbed and undistrest. 

Into a soul which now was bleat 
With a soft spring-day of holy. 

Mild, and grateful, mftifLncholy ; 

Not sunless gloom.fir unenlightened, « 
But by teir^ iincies brightened, 

Wh^.\he bells of Rvlstonc played 
Xbfijrtabbath music—“®olr UB agfte !> 
f/That was the sound they seemed to speak; 

•' Inscriptive legend which I ween 
May on those holy bells be seen, 

That legend and her Grandsire's'name ; 
Attd oftentimes the Lady meek 
Had in her childhood read the same ; 
Words which she slighted at that day ; 
now, when such sad change was 


And of that lonely name she thought. 
The bells of Rylstone stiemed to say. 
While she sate listening ii^ the shade, 
With vocal music, "®oh us a^c 
And all the hills were glad tolbear 
Their part in this effectual prayer. 


she Reason’s 




Nor < lacked 
power ; 

But with tb^White Doe at her side • 

Up would she climb to Norton Towej* 

And thence look round her far and wine. 
Her fate there measuring;—all is 
stilled,— ‘ ' 

Tne weak One hath subdued her heart;, 
Behold the prophecy fulfilled. 

Fulfilled, and she sustains her part f 
^t hftre her Brother’s words have 
<Iailed ; 

Here hath a milder doom prevailed : 

That she, of him and all bereft, f 
Hath ye;^his faithful Partner left; 

This one Associate thaS disproves 
Hisitvords, remains fof^her, and luv'cs. 

If tears arfi shed, thc]^ do n.>t. fall *' 
For loss of ftim—for one, or all; 

Yet, sq|?;etiMies,snmetimesdoth she Weep 
Moved gently in h«.‘ soul's soft sleep ; 

A few tears down her cheek descend 
For this her last and living Friend. 

Bless, tender Hearts, th^r mutual lot^i 
And bless for both this savage spot; 
Which Emily doth sacred hold 
For reasons dear and manifold— 

Here hath she, here before her sight. 

Close to the summit of this height. 

The grassy rock-encircled Pound 
In which the Creature first was foun d,- , 
So beautifid the timid Thrall 
(A spotless Youngling white as foam) 

Her youngest Brother brought it,.home ; 
"The youngest, then a lusty boy, ' 

Bore it, or led, to Rylstone-hall 
With heart brimful of pride and joy 1 

But most to Bolton’s sacred Pile, 

On favouring nights, she loved to ^ 
There ranged through cloister, court,,- 
and aisle, ^ 

Attended by the soft-paced Doe; ' ’ 

Nor feared she in the still moonshine 
*|fTo look upon Saint Mary’s shrine ; 

Noq»on the lonely turf t^t showed 
Where Francis slept in hi$ last abodel^’ ,V 
For that she came; there oft she sate.. 
Forlorn, but not disconsolate: 

And, when she from the abyss returned 
Of thought, she neither shrun]^ nor 
mourned; 

Was happy that she lived to greet 
Her mute Companion as it lay 






iVv 









ecx:lesiastical sonnets - 


32s 


How happy in its turn to meet • 

The recomition I the mild glance 
Beamed from that gracious countenance; 
Communication, like the ray 
Of a new morning, to the nature 
And prod^ects of the inferior Creature ! 

A A mortal Song we sing, by dower 
jt^l^raged of celestial power ;• 

™Swer which the viewless Spirit shed 
' By whom we were first visited ; [wings 
Whose voice we heard, wilose hand and 
Swept like a breeze the conscious strings, 
JlYhen, left in solitude, erewhile 
We stood before thi^ruined Pile, 

And, quitting unsubstantial dreams, * 
Sang in this Ihresence kindred themes ; 
Distress and desolation spread [dead,— 
Through human hearts, and«plca!-^r(f 
Dead—but to live again on earthy 
A second and yet nobler birth ; 

Dire q^erthrow. and yet how high 
The re-ascent in sanctity! 

From fair to fs^rer ; day bj^ay 
A more divine jmd loftier way ! » 

Even suensthA messed Pilginm trod. 

By sorrow liftcd^owards 1^ (iod ; 
Uettfted to the purest sky,** ^ 

Of undisturbed morlglity. 

Her ownwthoughts loved she ; and could 
bend 

A dear look to her lowly Friend : 

.e There stopped ; her thirst was satisfied 
With what this innocent spring supplied : 
Her sanction inwardly she bore. 

And stood apart from human cares : 

But to the world returned no more. 
Although with no tmwilling mind 
Help did she*give at need, and joined 
The Wharfdale peasants in their prayers. 
^j#At length, thus faintly, faintly tied 
' 3To eai^, she was set free, and died. 

, Thy acid, exalted Emily, 

Maio^f the blasted family. 

Rose to the God from whom it came ! 


—In Rylstone Church her mortal frame 
Was buried by her Mother’s side. 

Most glorious sunset l and a ray 
Survives—the twilight of this day— 

In that fair Creature \^om the fiel^ 
Support, and whom the forest shields j 
Who, having filled a holy place. 

Partakes, in her degree. Heaven’s grace *■. 
And bears a memory and a mind 
hRaised far above the law of kind ; 
Haunting the spots with lonely cheer 
Which her dear Mistress once held dear : 
Lov<S most what Emily loved most— 

The enclosure of this church-yard 
ground; 

Here wanders like a gliding ghost. 

And every sabbath here is found ; 

Comes with the people when the bells 
.Are heard among the moorland dells, ‘ 
Finds entrance through yon arch, whett^'. 


way 


Jih 


Lies open on the sabbath-day ;* 

Here walks amid the mournful waste ^ 
Of prostrate altars, shrines defaced. 

And floors encumbered with rich show 
Of fret-work imagery laid low*; 

Paces softlv, or makes halt. 

By fractured cell, or tomb, or ^'auIt: 

By plate of monumental brass 
Diin-gleaming among weeds and grass. 
And sculptured Forms of Warriors brave: - 
But chiefly by that single grave. 

That one sequestered hillock green. 

The pensive visitant is seen. ^ 

I'liere doth the gentle Creature lie 
With those adversities unmoved ; 

Calm spectacle, by earth and sky 
In their benignity approved ! 

And aye, methinks, this hoary Pile, 
Subdued by outrage and decay. 

Looks down upon her with a smile, . 

A gracious smile, that seems to say— 
“#Thou, thou art not a Child of Time, 

But Daughter of the Eternal Prime 1 ** 
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IN SERIES 


FROM THE 


X 

tT' 


PART I 

IKTRODUCTIOM OF CHRISTIANITY INTO BRITAIN, TO THE CONSUMMA- , 
TION OF THE PAPAL DOMINION 
** A verse may catch a wandering Soul, that flies 
Piofoiinder Tracts^ and by a blest surprise 
• • Convert delijjit intoi|^Sacrifice.” 

* ' I, who essayed the nobler Stream to trace 

Of Liberty, and smote the plausive 
String 

Till the checked torrent, proudly triumph- ; 

ing. . 

Won for herself a lastii^ resting-place ; 
Now seek upon the heights of. Time th^& 
source ^ ^ i' ; 


IHTRODUCTION 

I, WHO accompanied with faithful pace 
Cer^ean Dudden from his cloud-fed 

And love^ with spirit ruled by his to sing 
Of moimtain-quiet and V)^ nature s 
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Of a Holy on whose banks are 

found' ' ■ ■ 

Sweet pastora^owers. and laiu'ols that 
have crowded 

Full oft the unworthy brow of lawless 
force; * 

And, for delight of him who tracks its 
course, 

lli^mortal amaranth and palms abound- 


CONTECTTTRRS 

Ir there be prophets on whose spirif rest 
Past things, revealed like future, they 
. can t^l , 

What Powers, presiding f>’cr the sacred 
well 

Of Christian Faith, this savage Island 
blessed 

With its first bounty. Wandering through 
the,)[^cst. 

Did hol|r Paul* a while in Britain dwell, 
And call the P'onntain forth by miracle, 
And with dread signs the nascent Stream 
invest ? 

Or He, whose bonds dropped off,'whose 
prison doors 

Flew open, by an Angel’s voire un¬ 
barred ? 

Or some of humbler name, to these wild 
shores 

Storm-driven; wlio, having seen the 
cup of woe 

Pass from their Master, sojourned here 
to guard 

The precious Current they had taught to 
flow ? 

Ill 

TREPIDATION OF THE DRUIDS 

Screams round the Arch-druid's brow 
the scamew ®—white 
As Mpnai’s foam; and toward tljc 
X mystic ring 

Where Augurs stand, the Future ques¬ 
tioning. 

' Slowly the cormorant aims her heavy 

' ; flight, 

' Portending min to each baleful rite, 

' That, in the lapse of ages. h.ath crept o’er 
Diluvian truths, and patriarchal lore. 
./-Haughty the Bard : can these meek doc- 
trines blight 

transports? wither his heroic 
strains ? f 

But all shall be fulfilled;—the Julian 
ar ‘ 

S Se«Note. 

• This water-fowl was, among the Drukis, an 
,, emblem of those traditions connected with the 
'dphue that m^de an Ipiportant part of their 
Corrgpraiit was a |)ird of ^ad 


A way first opened; and> with, 
chains. 

The tidings come of Jesus crucified t 
They come—they spread—thg weg|t« 

• the sulTeringi hear : 

Receive the faith, and itf the hflpe abidg. 

DRillDICAL EXCOMMUNICATIOW^I^. 

Mercy and Love have met thee on tliy 
road, j *' 

Thou wretched Outcast, from the f^t 
of fire 

And food cut off by sacerdotal ire, * 
Fr^om every syrrfpathy that Man be¬ 
stowed ' 

Yet shall it claim our reverence, that to 
God. * ‘ 

ADcieiitSsf days ! that to the eternal Sire, 
Thei#, jealous Ministers of law aspire, 

.As to the one sole fount whence wisdom 
flowed, # 

J ustice, order. Tremblingly escaped, 
As^f with prescience of tfic coming storm, 
intimation whcij the stars were 
shaped*: s " 

And still, ’mih yon thick woods, the pri- 
ma^cutk • *' 

Glimmers through ciaiiy a superstitious 
form ^ 

That fills the Soul with unavailing ruth. 


UNCERTAINTY 

Darkness surrounds us; seeking, we 
arc lost 

On Snowdon's wilds, amid Brigantian 
coves, 

Or where the solitary shepherd roves 

Along the plain of Sarum, by the ghost 

Of Time and shadows of Trapjtinn* 
crost; 

And where the boatman of the ylStstern 
Isles 

Slackens his course—to mark those holy 
piles 

Which yet survive on bleak Iona’s, 
co.'ist. 

Nor these, nor monuments of eldest name, ■ 

Nor Taliesin’s iinforgottcn lays. 

'Nor characters of Greek or Roman, 
fame, 

h^o an unquestionable Source have led t 

jlnoiigh—if eyes, that sought the foun*' 
fain-head ^ ' 

In vain, upon the growing Rill 


PERSECUmON 

Lament ! for pjoclefian’s fiery sword 
^of|s ^usy as the'Tij^htnip^ j ' 
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With malifse ne’er tb deadliest weapoi> 
linked, 

-Which God's ethereal store-houses 
affofd: • ^ ^ 

Against the FuUuwk^s of the incarnate 

Lords 

It ra^s some are smitten in the field— 

- *Sq»e. oierced to the heart through fhe 
i*^^^neffectual shield * 

Of sacred home ;—with pomp are others 
^ gored 

And dreadful respite. Thus was Alban 
tried, 

England’s first Martyr^whom no threats 
could shake: • 

Self-ofiered victim, for his friend he died. 
And/or the faith; nor shall his name for¬ 
sake 

That Hill, whose flow'ery platform scciAs 
to rise 

By Natvure decked for holiest sacrifice.^ 


VII , % 

R^COVERV ^ • 

AS, when aastofn^iath ceasefl, the birds 
regain •• 

Thefl' cheerfulness, «nd biis^figfrini | 

Their nests, or clMint a gratulatmg i 
hymn* I 

To the blue ether and bespangled plain ; j 

Even so, in many a rc-coustructecl fane, 
•fiHave the survivors of this Storm re¬ 
newed 

Their holy rites with vocal gratitude : 

And solemn ceremonials they ordain 

To celebrate their great deliverance ; 

Most feelingly instructed ’mid tlicir 
fear— 

That persecution, blind with rage ex¬ 
treme. 

May not the less, through Heaven’s mild 
c(}^ntenance. 

Even in her own despite, both feed and 
cheer: 

. Fm: all things arc less dreadful than they 
'seem. 


■ -S 


Vllt 


temptations prom Roman refinements 

Watch, and be firm! for, soul-subduing 
vice. 

Heart-killing luxury, on your steps awaiti 
Fair houses, baths," and ibanquetss dc- 
. • 
Lt^ples flashing, bright as polar ice, 
Tadiance* through the woods— 
may yet suffice 

-To your hardfy virtue, and abate 
Your -love of Him upon whose forehead 
Site ^ 

" t'U ^ ^ -■ 4 .; ■' 


The erbwn of thorns; whrae life-islubd 
• flowed, ;the price 

Of yohr redemption. Shuh the insidious 
arts 

That Home provides, loss dreading from 
her frown ^ 

Than from^^er wily praise, her peaceful 
gowu. 

Language, and letters ;—these, though 

* fondly viewed 

As humanising graces, arc hut parts . 

Aud instruments of deadliest servitude ! 

. • 


IX 


DISSENSIONS 


^Tiiat heresies should strike (if truth be 
scanned 

Presumptuously) their roots both wide 
and deep. 

Is natural as dreams to feverish sleep. 

!.o ! Discord at the altar dares to stand 

uplifting toward high Heaven her fiery 
brand, 

A cherished Priestess of the new-bap- 
tued ! 

But cliastiscment shall foUotv peace 
despised. 

The Pictish cloud darkens the enervate 
land 

By Home abandoned ; vain are suppliant 
cries. 

And prayers that would undo her fbreed 
farewell; 

For she returns not.—Awed by her own 
knell. 

She casts the Britons upon strange AlUbS, 

Soon to become more dreaded enemies ' 

Than heartless misery called them to 
repel. 


X 

# 

struggle of the BRITONS AGAINST TH|C 
BARBARIANS 


Rise !—they have risen: of brave 
Ancurin ask 

How they have scourged old foes, per¬ 
fidious friends : 

*rhe Spirit of Caractacus descends . 

Upon the Patriots, animates theii 

► task ;— 

Amazement runs bbfore thb iovreribg 

^ casque 

Of Arthur, bearing through the stoirifly 
field 

The virgin sculplulred on his ChrisUiuti ' 
shield :— 

Stretched in the sunny light of victory 
bask 


The Host that followed UriSn ag be 


. lO » '•f ^ 1 ,-mA ' mA* . 


■. .-A 
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O'er heap» ol slain;—from Cambrian 
wood and moss 

Druids descend, auxiliars of the Cross; 
Bards, nursed on blue I’linlimmon's 
still abode. 

Rush on the fignt, to harps preferring 
swords, * 

And everlasting deeds to buriflng words 
XI 

SAXON CONQUEST 

' rJfoR wants the cause the panic-striking 
aid r . 

Of hallelujahs t tost from hill to liill— 
-For instant victory. But Heaven’s high 
•’ will * 

Permits a second and a darUrr !-hndc 
Of Pagan night. AtHicled anil dismaj’ed, 

■ The Kelirs of the Sword flee tu the moun¬ 
tains : 

O wretched Land ! whose tears have 
flowed like fountains ; 

Whose arts and honours in the dust arc 
laid 

By men yet scarcely conscious of a care 
For other monuments than those of 
Earth ; 

Who, as the fields and woods have given 
them birth. 

Will build their savage fortunes only 
there: [girtii 

, Content, if foss, and barrow, and the 
Of long-drawn rampart, witness what 
they were. 

XII 

' MONASTERY OF OLD BANCOR ^ 

. T/TJS oppression of the tunmli—wrath and 
'* scorn — 

The tribulation—and the gleamtng 

blades — (vades 

,-Such is the impetuous spirit that per- 
The sofig of Taliesin;—Ours sbsill 
mourn . * 

W;, The unarmed Host who by their prayers 
would turn 

- Ine sword from Bangor's walls, and guard 
'iU the store 

Of Aboriginal and Roman lore. 

And Christian monuments, that now 
y' must burn 

..'To senseless ashes. Mark! bow all 
things swerve 

' ■ From their known course, or vanish like a 
. dream : f 

^Ahotber language spreads from coast to 
coast; 

Stream 
names 

preserve}. 


,|^Ohlv perchance some melancholy 
:^'.'Aiia some indignant Hills old 
preserve}. 

^When laws, and creeds, and people all 
' " ■ ■ ist I 

I See Kota. ( « See Rote. 


are lost I 


, XIII 

CASUAl- INCITEMENT 

A BRiGHT-uAiRED Company of youthful 
, slaves, *■» • 

Beautiful strangers, stand within the pale 
Of a sad market, ranged for pAblic^sale, ■ 
Where Tiber's stream the ImmortaTQ|y 
lav^: f 

Angli by name ; and not an 

waves t 

His wing who could...seeih ^veliec to 
man's eye - . » • 

Than they appear to holy Gregory ; _ ^ 
Who, having learnt that name, salvation 
» craves 

For Them, and for their Land. The 
earnest Sire, • 

H^ questions urging, feels, in slender . 
• ties 

Of chiming sound, commanding sym¬ 
pathies ; . - " 

De-irians— he would save them from 
God’^TlRE ; « 

Subjects of Saxon —they shall . 

Sing , « i ^ . « 

Glad HALLEjlujabs to tiie eternal King I > 

** XjV 

GLAD TIDINGS « 

For ever hallowed be this morning 
fair. 

Blest be the unconscious shore on Which 
ye tread. 

And blest the silver Cross, which ye, 
instead 

Of martial banner, in j^rocession bear; 
The Cross preceding Him who floats in 
air. 

The pictured SaviourBy Augustin . 
led. 

They come—and onward travel with¬ 
out dread. 

Chanting in barbarous ears a tunej^ _ 
prayer— ' 

Sung for themselves, and those whom ■ 
they would free ! . 

Rich conquest waits them 'the tern- 
pestuous sea ■ 

Of Ignorance, that ran so rough and high . 
|(And heeded not the voice of clashing, 
swords, 

^hese good men humble by a few barf ■ 
• words, 

And aalm with fear df Cod's divinity. , ' 

* - ' ' , . jflA' ' 

XV - f 

PAULINU8* 

But, to remote Northumbria’s royal ^ 
Hall *' 

Where thoughtful Edwin, tutored .. 


le school 
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Of sorrow' still maintains a heathery, (So might they dream) till victory was 
rule, achieved. 

Who comes with functions apostolical ? Drdps, and the God himself is seen no 
Mark him, qf shoulders curved, and more. 

stature tall. ' Temple and Altar sink, to hide their 

haft-, ana vivid eye, and meagre _ shame * 

«§ykheek, Amid oblivious weeds. '* O come to me, 

Jffi^monlinent feature like an eagle’s heavy Haden t '* such the inviting 
mK^Ehk: « voice 


Toward pure truths this Delegate Shall, by regenerate life, the promise 

• propounas. craim. 

Repeatedly his own* deep mind he XVIIl 

sounds * • APOLOGY 

With careful hes^ation,—then convenes jsjoit scorn the aid which Fancy oft 

A synod of his Councillors :—give ear. I doth lend 

And what a pensive Sage dotti utt'i^. The soul's eternal interests to promote : 

■ , vti-r * Death, darkness, danger, are our 

“ XVI natural lot ; 

PERSUASION And evil Spirits may our walk attend 

. “Man’s life is like a Sparro\Hi mightv I’or aught the wisest know or compre- 
King! • ^ bend; * 

'iThat-s-while.a? banquet .with “dur Then be good Spirits free to breathe a 
Chiefs you sit , . , « . 

“ H«ussd hear a blazing fire— is seen 9^ elevation ; let their odours float _ 
to flit Around these Converts: and their 

" Safe freun the wintry tempest. Flut- glories blend. _ 

terin^ The midnight stars outshining, or the 

“ Here did it enter; there, on hastv _. plaze . . 

Of the noon-day. Nor doubt that 

Flies out, and passes on from cold golden cords 

to cold; good works, mingling with the 

“ But whence it came we know not, , . , , ' 

nor behold The' Soul to purer worlds : and who 

“Whither it goes. Even such, that the line 

trais^ent^Thing, Shall draw, the limits of the power 

“ The human Soul $ not utterly unknown define. 


“ WhileJn the Body lodged, her warm That even imperfect faith ‘to man 
abode ;■ affords . 

“ But from what world She came. 

what woe or weal ^ primitive saxon clergy 3 

“On her departure waits, no tongue How beautiful your presence, how 

hath shown ■ *" • I V«Artt«v«« 


benign. 


•.This mystery if the -Stranger can re- Servants of God! who not a thoughi 


•veal. 


will share 


With the vain world; who, outwardly 

' XVII bare 

As winter trees, yield no f.illacious sign 
j*That the firm soul is clothed with fruit 
.^./Prompt transformation works the novel divine ! 

Lore; ''Such Priest, when service worthy of 

The Council ^osed^ the Priest ii^ full r. his care 

career . ' . Has called him forth to br'-athe the 

>'.RMes4dtth, an arm^d man, and hurls common air, 

-fz a spear Might seem a saintly Image from its’. 

To desecrate the Fane which heretofore shrine 

He Mrved in foUy. Woden falls, and Descended :—happy are the eyes that 
Th'W [heaved meet i|[stayed 

ovetiiicned; the mace, in battle The Apparition; evU thoughts are 






. ^ jSe« Note. _ ^ s See I 
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At bis. approach, and low*bowed liiecks 
' entreat « 

A benediction from his voice or hand ; 

. Whence grace, through which the heart 
can understand, | 

And vows, that bind the will, in silence { 
,, made. j 

XX 

OTiI?:R INFLUENCtS ] 

when the Body, round which inf 
love we clung. 

Is chilled by death, does mutual ser¬ 
vice fail ? ' 

Is, tender pity then of no avail ? 

Are intercessions of the fervent tv»ngue 
,A waste of hope ?—From this sad 
soiirc-e have sprung 

Rites that console the Spirit, under 
grief [relief: 

Which ill can brook more rational 
Hence, prayers are shaped amiss, and 
dirges sung 

For Soul^ whose doom is fixed ! The 
way is smooth 

For Power that travels with the human 
heart : 

Confession ministers the. pang to soothe 
' 'In him who at the ghost of guilt doth 
start. 

■ Ye holy Men, so earnest in your care. 

- Of your own mighty mstruments be- 
"ware I 

XXI 

SECLUSION 

Lance, shield, and sword relinquished— 
at his side 

^ A bead-roll, in his hand a clasped book. 
Or staff more harmless th.-in a .shepherd’s 
crooK, 

The war-worn Chieftain quits the world 
—to hide [abide 

His thin autumnal .locks where Moqlks 
In cloistered privacy. But not to dwell 
‘ In soft repose he comes. Within his cell, 

,Round the decaying trunk of human 
pride, [silent hour, 

^At morn, and eve, and midnight's 
. .Do penitential cogitations cling ; 

>. Like ivy, round some ancient elm, they 
twine 

In grisly folds and strictures serpentine ; 
'.yet, while they strangle, a fair growth 
. they bring, 

\i'Fot rccompence—their own perenni 
bower. 

xxn 

CONTINUED 

'>'MsTffiNit$ that to some vacant hermi* 
taiT 

feet would rather turn—to some 


Sbdoped otit of liVinjs rock, and near 
a brook 

Hurled down a mountdin-cove froni 
stage to stage, • • 

Vet teinpermg, for my sight, its budtling 
rage • 

In the soft heaven of a translucent 
pool I 

Thence Creeping under sylvan SERQlhir 
cool. 

Fit haunt shape^. Whose glorimts 
equipage *? % ' 

Would elevate my dreams. ^ beecnen , 
bowl, 

A ^aple. dish, my furniture should be; 
Crisp, yellow leaves my bed; the 
hooting owl ' ^ 

,Mv night-watch : not should e’er the 
^ crested fd^irl 

Fronf thorp or vill his matins sound 
for me. 

Tired of the world and all its ijj^fustry. 

^ XXIII. 

t * 

t REEROOE 

But what i^ One, thcoiigtf grove or 
flowery hicad, ^ 

Indulginff imls at wifi the creeping feet 
Of a voluptuous indblence, should meet 
Thy hovering Shade, O venerable 
Bede! 

Tlic saint, the scholar, from a circle 
freed *" 

Of t.oil stupendous, in a hallowed seat 
Of Iciu'uing, -where thou heard’st the 
billows beat 

On' n wild coast, rough monitors to 
feed ■ 

Perpetual industry. Sublime Recluse !. 
The recreant soul, that dares to shuh. 
the debt 

Imposed on human kind, must first 
forget 

Thy diligence, thy unrelaxing use 
Of a lung life; and, in the hour of 
death, * ., 

The last dear service of thy passing' 
breath ! i ■ ' s' ' ■ 

XXIV 

SAXON MONASTERIES, AND LIGHTS AN1> 
SHADES OF THE RELIGION 

JBy such examples moved to uubougbt 
• pains, • , , . 

The -people work lil^k«cinfregated bees; 
Eager to build the qui^t Fjijd^rese»8 
Where Piety, as they heliev^ obtains/,.,,. 
From Heaven a general blessing; ' 
timelv rains , 

Or needful sunshine ; prosperous entef* 


Or needful sunshine ; prosperous entef* 
prise, 

expired diotatliu the last wenls ' 
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Justice md pe^ce:—bold faith I yet 
'' 4 IS 0 fise tgaitis. 

The sacred Structures for less doubtful 

The Sensual «thjnk with reverence of 
the palms _ ' 

Which thi chaste Votaries seek, beyond 
the grave; 

If pena nce' be redeemable, thence alms 
the poor, and freedoifl to the 
slave ; 

Aiftl if full oft the Sanctuary save 

Lives black with ^ilt, ferocity it calms. 

Vi' 

• XXV 

MISSIONS and'*TRAVELS 1 i" View ! 

Not sedentary all: there are who! 

^oam j sinciTC, the branches bold to 

To scatter seeds of life on barbarous 

shores ; « • jWith the fierce 

Or quit with zealous step their iJuec- the round 

worn floors [doni ; their protection, gentle 

To sedlt^he general mart of Christen- ! . . 1 

Whence*they, like nchly-la%n mei - i ■'''’ micl s« 

clmxils Com^ * ground, 

Ti) their brflove^ cells:—or shaft w'c i the oak extends its dewy gloona. 

That, like •he I4ed-cross Jvliight, they' h^tcred hyacinths 


XXVII 

i HIS DESCENDANTS 

When thy great s<iul was freed from 
mortal chains. 

Darling of England !* many a bitter 
show'er 

Fell on thy tomb : but emulative power 

Flowed in thy line through uudegenerate 
veins. 

The Race of Alfred covet glorious pains 

When dangers theaten, dangers ever 
new! 

Black* tempests bursting, blacker still 


tempest, while, w’ithin 
virtues 
)iu(* green plot of open 


*urge their way, ^ 

To lead in memorable trinurptMiome 
Truth, their immorA.! Una ? Babylon, 


;mii 

Learned imd wise, hath perished utterly. 
Nor leaves her Speech one word to aid 
■ the sigh 
^That would lament her ;—Memphis, 
TyfC, arc gone 

With all their Arts,—but classic lore 
glides on 

By these UeUgious saved for all pos¬ 
terity. • 

XXVI 

ALFRED 

, Behold a pupil of the monkish gown. 

The pious Alfred, King to J ustice 
dear I 

Lord of the harp and liberating spear :; 


Mirror of Princes ! 

Might range the starry ether for a | 
crown 

'mbqaal to his deserts, who, like the year, 
^urs forth his bounty, like the day 
doth cheer, ' , 

And awes like night with picrcy-tem-;• 
pered frown. 

Ease from this noble miser of his time 
Mo mqment steals ^ pain narrow^ nor 
his cares.* • 

Though'small his kingdom as a spark 
or gem, 

pf Alfred boasts remote J erusalem, 

And Christian India, through her wide- 
. i^read dime. 

In sacred converse gifts with Alfred 


spread their 

jnirple bloom. 

XXVIII 

INFLXTFNCE ABrSED 

Urged by Ambition, who with subtlest 
skill 

Changes her means, the Enthusiast 
as a dupe 

Shall soar, and as a hypocrite can stoop.iff- 
And turn the instrumeiils of good to ill, ' 
Moulding the credulous people to his 
will. 

Such Dunstan :—from its Benedictine 
coop 

ls.sucs the master Mind, at whose fell 
swoop 

Th^ chaste affections tremble to fiilfll 
Their purposes. BeJiold, jire-sigiiified. 




IndigenPRenown \ The Might of spiritual sway! his 


thoughts, his (breams. 

Do in the supernatural world abide : 

So vaunt a throng of Followers, filled 
with pride 

In what they see of virtues pushed to 
extremes. 

And sorceries of talent misapplied. 

* XXIX 

^ DANISH CONQUESTS 

Woe to the Crown that doth the Cowl 
obey ! s 

Dissension, checkii^ arms that would 
restrain 

The incessant Rovers of the northern 
main, 

i ' * Note. 

■ * . i .-v H ..... . , , 
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Helps to restore and spread a Pagan Vet as the terrors of the lordly bell, 
sway * * lhat quench, from hut to palace, Umps 

But Gospel truth is potent to allay and Arcs, ' 

Fierceness and rage, and soon the Touch not the tapers df thl% sacred 
cruel Dane * quires, • , 

Feels, through the influence of her Even so a thraldom, studiou< to expel 
gentle rtign. Old laws, and ancient customs to de- 

His native superstitions melt auaj raqg^e, 

Thus, often, when thick gloom the east To Creed or Ritual brings no lilRK 
o’txshrouds, « change « 

The full orbed Moon, slow climbing, * wvtt • » 

doth appear XA’s.ii 4 

Silently to consume the hcivv i^ouds Coldly we spake The Saxons, over- 
How no one can nsolve but t\nv eve powerel « 

Around her sees, whib air is bushed , wrong triumphant through its own 
a clear I excess. 

And iMdenmg circuit of tthertal sk> . Fioin fields laid waste, from house*and 

- ]'ioq[ic d^mured 

,1?/ flames, look up to htaven and crai e 
^ LAM TL 1 redress 

A PLEASANT music floats al iig the From God s eternal justice Piyiess 
Mere, 1 hough men be, there art aqgeJs that 

From Monks m Ll> chanting service can^tfl 

high b ir.wounds that dtalfl alone has power 

Wlub-as t anute the King is lowing bv to htaj, • • , «, 

* Mv Oarsmen quoth the im^htv For penitent guilt, Jid innocent dis- 
Kmg, • draw nesr, tress • 

“That we the sweet song of the Monks And hfCl^th imp/m risen in arms to 


maj hear 

He listens (ill jiast c mquests and all 
scheint s 


trv 

His Ciuntivs virtue, 
breathes no more 


feught, and 


Of future vanishing like emptv dreams) Him in their hearts the people canon-. 

«« • M . t 1 * * m 


Heart-touched, and Iiaplv iic t with ut 
a tear 

* Ihe Roval Mipstrel ere the ch ir is 
still, 

While his free Barge skims the smooth 
flood along, 

Gives to that rapture an accordant 
Rhyme i 

O suffering Earth ' be thankful, sternest 
chme 

And rudest age are subject to the 
thrill 

Of heav tn desceiidt d Pietv and Son 
WXI 

THE NORMAN CONQl 1 ST 

The woman hearted Confessor prepares 

The evanescence of the Saxon hne 

Hark I tis the tolling Curftw '—thi 
stars shine, 

But of the hghts that cherish house holdr 
cares j 

And festive gladness, bums not one thkt 
dares 

,.To twnnkle after that dull stroke of 
thine. 

Emblem and instrument, from Thames 
1 1 Ivne, 

Of force that daunts, and cunning that 

Hi ^snares i 

Ulu » i ^ Whl^tostiUextaiiir 

IT V \ 


IZC , 

^iid fir ibove the mines most precious 
(re 

1 he least sm ill pittance of bare mould 
thev prire 

Scooped from the sacred earth where 
his dear relics he 

XXXIII 

THL COI NCIL OP CLERMONT 

“And shall," the Pontiff asks, “pro- 
f me ness flow 

‘ From Narareth—source of Christian 
r»etv, 

‘ From Bethlehem, from the Mounts 
of Agony 

‘ And glorified Ascension ’ Wamors, go, 

“ With prayers and blessings we your 
path will sow, 

“ I ikr Moses hold our hands erect, 
till ve 

* Hf^ve chased far off^ bv righteous 
victory 

' Ihcse sous of Amalek, or ISid them 
low 1 ” 

“ God wiLLETH IT," the whole assembly 
erv , • 

Shout which the enraptured mulntucje 
astounds' 

Ibe CounQl-roof aqgl QermonVs tomers 
reply^ 


1 \ V 


V 


s , 
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"God willeth it,*'‘BroTn hill to hill re¬ 
bounds. 

And, in au^ttitricken Countries far and 

ni^h, ^ 

Through} " Nature’s hoUow arch ” that 
voibe resounds. 1- 

* XXXIV 

CRUSADES * 

The turbaned Race are poured in thick ■»! 
eni^swarms • 

Along tne west; though driven from 
Aquitaine, 

The Crescent glittei^ on the towers of 
Spain; • 

And soft Italia feels renewed alarms ; 

Tbe scimitar, that yields not to the 
charms ^ • 

«0f ease, the narrow Bosphorijji ^ill 
disdain; 

Nor long (that crossed) Vould Grecian 
nii)s detain 

Their tents, and check the'igxjrrent of 
their arm^ • 

^Then .bl 


_, nut those jyho, by the 

KnoJS^to^^'he moral wor’cT^aginat 
Upheave, so seejfijj it, frcrnffteL natural 


XXXVI 

* ^ AN INTERDICT 

Realms quake by turns : proud Arbi- 
tres." of grace. 

The Church, by m'^date shadowing 
forth the power 

She arrogates o’er heaven’s eternal 
door. 

Closes the gates of every sacred place. 

Straight from the sun and tainted 
air’s embrace 

All |acrcd things are covered : cheerful 
morn 

Grows sad as night—no seemly garb 
•is worn. 

Nor is a face allowed to meet a face 

Witli natural smiles of greeting. Bells 
are dumb : 

Ditches arc graves—funereal rites de¬ 
nied : 

And in the church-yard he must take 
his bride 

Who dares be wedded ! Fancies thickly^ 
come 

Into the |)cnsive heart ill fortihedi '' ' 
numb. 


sta|jon 

All Christendom :—they sweep along 
(was never 

So huge a host!)—to tear from the 
Unbeliever 

The precious Tomb, their haven of 
, Ovation. 

■ XXXV 
V ' * RICHARD 1 

RSDO.uBTkb. King, ot courage leonine, 


I iiiat1c';theeV lUcf ard I urgent to equip 
Thy warlike person with the staff and 
■scrip; , 

I watch thee sailing o’er the midland 
brine ; 

'iln conc^uered Cyprus thy Bride 
decline 

Her blushing cheek, love-vows upon 
m her lip, 

>.And see love-emblems streaming from 
; thy ship. 

As thence she holds her way to Palestine* 
,My Song, a fearless homager, would 
attend • 

Thy thundering b%ttle-axe as it cleavtsi 
thepres^ * r 

Of warr but duty summons her away 
To tell—hew, nuding in the rash dis- 
. tress ' [friend. 

Of those Enthusiasts a subservient 
.To*|^dier heights hath clomb the 
Papal sway. 

1 J'jl.Tbe dedsiaa of JMi council «a« believed 


XXXVII 

VAPAl. ABU.SKS 

As with the Stream our voyage we 
pursue, 

The gross materials of this world present 

A iTiurvelluus study of wild accident; 

Uncouth proximities of old and new ; 

And bold transfigurations, more untrue 

(As might be deemed) to disciplined. 
intent 'f. 

Than aught the skv’s fantastic element. 

When most fantastic, offers to the view. 

Saw we not Henry scourged at Becket’s 
shrine ? 

iRj ! John self-stripped of his insignia 
crown. 

Sceptre and mantle, sword and ring, ' 
laid down 

At a proud Legate's feet I The spears 
that line < 

Baronial halls, the opprobrious insult 
feel; 

And angry Ocean roars a vain appeal. 


XXXVIII ^ 

SCENE IN VENICE 

Black Demons hovering o’er his mitred 
head. 

ToCeesar’s Successor the Pontiff spake ; i 

’’ Ere I absolve thee. Stoop ! that oiLv 
thy neck 

" Levelled with earth this foot 
mine may tread.” 

Then hqKJvbo to the^altar had been lisd*" '' 

'■V , ■■■S'). Vi. «: .. .\ <f‘ 
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He, whose etrong arm the Orient could 
not chc!bk, 

He, who had held the Soldan a^is bedk, 
Stooped, of all glory disiuhcrited. 

And even the common dignity of man !— 
Amazement strikes the crowd: vrhile 
many turn 

Their eyes away in sorrow, otliers burn 
With scorn, invoking a vindictive ban 
From outraged Nature; but the sense 
of most 

in abject sympathy with power is lost. 

XXXIX «' 

PAPAL DOMINION 

Unless to Peter’s Chair the viewless 
wind 

Must come and ask permission when to 
blow. 

What ‘ further empire would it have ? 
for now 

A ghostly Domination, unconfincd 
As that by dreaming Bards to Love 
assigned. 

Sits there in sober truth—to raise, the 
low. 

Perplex the wise, the strong to over¬ 
throw : 

Through earth and heaven to bind and 
to unbind :— 

Resist—the thunder quails thee '— 
trouch—rebuff 

Shall be thy reconipence ! from laud to 
land 

The ancient tnrones of Christendom are 
stuff 

For occupation of a magic W'and, 

And ’tis the Pope that wields it:— 
whether rough 

Or smooth his front, our world is in 
his band ! 


PART II 

TO THE CLOSE OF THE TROVULES in' 
THE REIGN OF CHARLES 1 

I 

How soon—alas ! did Man, created 
, pure— 

By Angels guarded, deviate from the 
line 

' .Prescribed to duty :—woeful forfeiture 
' He made, by wilful breach of law divine. 

. With like perverseness did the Church 
abjure / 

Obedience to her Lord, and haste to 
twine, 

. 'Mid Heaven-born flowers that shall for 
' aye endure. 

Weeds, on ^ whose front the world bad 
■ fixed her si^. 

>,.,9 Man,—^if with thy trials thiLs it 




If good can smooth the way to evil 

* 1. • fa# * ' 

choice. 

From aU rash censure be the mind kept 
free; , 

He only judges right whoweighs, com¬ 
pares, * r [voice 

And, in the sternest sentence which his 
Pronounces; ne’er abandons Charitv. 

From false assumption rose, and fondly 
hail’d * ^ 

By superstition, spread the Papal powei*i 
Yet do not deem the Autocracy prevail’d. 
Thus only, even iiv error’s darkest hour. ' 
She daunts, forth-thundering from her 
spiritual tower [tames. ,, 

Brute rapine, or with gentle lure r.be 
5 U|licc and Peace through Her uphold 
l^eir claims ; 

And Chastity finds many a sheltering 
bower. - 

Realm there is none that if controul’d 
or sw<y’d 

Bv hey commands partaldjs not. in degree. 

Of good, o'w manners^ aits' ^n4 arms* 
diffused-,.. 

Yes. to tlie dnmiTintinn. Roman See, , 

Tho’ mistfrably, oft monstrously, abused 
By blind ambition, oe this trib/ite paid. 




CISTEKTIAN MONASTERY 

“ Ui-RF Man more purely lives, less oft 
duth fall, 

"’More promptly rises, walks with 
stricter heed, 

" More safely rests, dies happier, is 
freed ^ ‘' 

“ Earlier from cleansing fires, and gains 
Withal 

“ A brighter crown." ^ —On yon Pistertian 
wrall 

Thai confident assurance may be read : 

And, to like shelter, from the world have, 
fled ■ 

Increasing multitudes. The potent coll 

Doubtless shall cheat full oft the heart’s 

desires; , ; 

Yet, W'hile the rugged Age on pliant 
knee 

I Vows to rapt Fancy humble fealty, 

A. ge.ntler life spreads round the holy:' 

I I spires ; 

Where’er they rise,^ the sylvan waste 
/etijes, ■ . V ' 

And aery harvests crouTi the fertile 
lea. 

IV 

Deplorable bis lot who tihsthe^oundv 

II is w'hole life long tills it, witlT 

less toil . 


t 
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Qf vlUaM-service, passing with the soil 
To each new Master, like a steer or 
hound, 

Or Hkfh a rgtfted tree, or stone ckrth- 
boutid j ^ * 

But mai)c howVa<^ly> througlfthclr own 
anmains, 

. The Monks relax or break these iron 
v«)C"Thains; • 

While Mercy, uttering, through their i 
• voice, a sound ^ ' 

Echoed in Heaven, cries out, “ Ye 
Chiefs, abate 

•These legalized oppressions! — 

whose name * , 

And nature God disdained not ; Man— 
whose soul 

ChAst died for—cannot forfeit his higl^ 
claim • # 

Tb live and move exempt froili all 
controul 

Whici%fellow-feeling doth nut mitigate I ” 

V % 

• • 

MONiCS SCHOOLMEN % 

^ECORO tbo* with just ?ind faithful 
pen, •• 

That many hooded Ceuobi^t?|i4.hcre are. 

Who in their private cells have yet a 
cartf 

Of public quiet ; unambitious Meii, 

Counsellors for the world, of piercing 
ken ; 

Whose fervent exhortations from afar 
Move Princes to their duty, peace or 
war; ’ 

And oft*timess in the most forbidding 
' den ^ 

Of soh'tude, with love of science strong, 

How patiently the yoke of thought they 
bfeaf ! 

.How suMly glide its finest threads 
aloiig! ' 

Spirits that crowd the intellectual 
■i' sphere «i 

i^ith mazy boundaries, as the astrono- 
J ^ met 

‘^:4|(ith orb and cybJe girds fhh starry 
throng. 

VI 

’ OTHER BENEFITS 

' And. not in vain embodied to the «ight.,i, 

' Religion finds even In the stern retreat L __ 

.Of mudal swtiy hftr. own appro^ftriate l^v voices hever mute whbn HbavCn 


Then chiefly dear, when fdbs are planted' 

I round* 

Who teach' the intrepid guardians of the 
place— 

Hourly exposed to dgath, with famine 
worn, 

And suffering under iuany d perilous 
wound— 

How sad would be their durance, if 
forlorn 

Of offices dispensing heavenly grace 1 
. VII 

CONTINUED 

And awhat nielodious sounds at times 
prevail ! 

And, ever and anon, how bright a gleam 
I'ours on the surface of the turbid 
Stream ! 

What heartfelt fragrance mingles, with ' 
the gale [sail I 

That swells the bosom of our passing; 
For where, but on this River's margin*;;^... 
blow 

Those flowers of chivalry, to bind the 
brow 

Of hardihood with wreaths that shall not ■ 
fail ?— [wcffld 1 

Fair Court of Edward ! wonder of the 
I see a matchless blazonry unfurled 
Of wisdom, magnanimity, and love ; 

And meekness tempering honourable 

f inde ; 

amb is couching by the lion’s side. 

And near the flame-eyed eagle sits the 
dove. 

VIII 

CRUSADERS 

Furl wc the sails, and pass with tardy . 
oars 

Through these bright regions, casting , 
many a glance 

Upoll the dream-hke issues—the romance 
Of many-coloured life that Poituhe > . 
pours 

Round the Crusaders, till^ bn distant 
shores , 

Their labours end : or they retiini to lie, . 
The vow performed, in cross-leg^d effigy, •, 
^Devoutly stretched upon their chancel 
floors. 

Am I deceived ? Or is their requiem ' 
chanted 


g seat; ^height 

rpkn the cbllegjjKte pomps on Windsor’s 
Vo the bumbler altar, which the 
Knight « 

An4phls Retainers of the embattled hall 

Se^k in domestic oratory small. 

iPbar prayer in stiimess, or the chanted 


unties 

Her inmost, softest, tenderest harmonies: 
Requiem which Earth takes up ^itn ,' 
voice undaunted, J-, 

When she would tell^ow Bravb, ada v 
Good, and Wise,* 

For their high guerdon not in V^id hdilrb' - 
panted i 


I , " - ” r I ^ K ! < 'v- 


^ I .J 
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As faith thhs sanctified the warnoj^s 
crest 

While from the Papal Unity there came, 

What feebler me^s had fail d to give, 
one 9im 

Diffused thro’ aU the regions of the 
West, 

So does her Unit\ its power attest 

By works of Art, that shed on tht niit> 
ward frame 

Of wor'.hip, glor} and grace which w ho 
shall blame , 

That ever looked to hra\cn fcr hml 
rest ? 

Had countless Temples ' that so well 
befit 

Your ministry that as vc rise and 
take 

Porm spirit and character from helv 
writ, 

Cwive to devotioii wheresretr iwake 

Pinions of high and higher svicep and 
make 

The uncinverted soul with awe submit 


Whcrh long auddt-cplv hath bten fixed 
the n ot 

In thi blest sul of gispd tiuth the 
Tree, 

(Blighted or sc ithed tho manv hr inches 
be. 

Put forth to wither ininy a hopeful 
shoot) 

Can never cease to bear rclcstial fruit 

Witness the Church that oft times, with 
effect 

Dear to the saints strives < arnestly to 
ejt ct 

Her bane he r vital tutrgies recruit 

Lamenting do n it h jpcltsslv repine 

When such good work is doomed to be 
undone 

The conquests lost that were so hardlv 
won — 

All promises,vouchsafed by Heaven will 
shine 

Jn light confirmed while vears their 
course shall lun 

Confirmed alike in progress and decline 
XI 

TRANSUBSTANTlATlON 

Enough ' for see, with dim associatioy^ 

The tapeca bum, the odorous incense 
feeds 

A gr< dv flame the pompous mass 
proceeds , 

The Priest bestows the appointed 
conseccatiodR 

And, while the Host is raised, its ele* 
vatioa 


awe and supernatural horror breeds, 
And all the people bow their heads, like 
reeds 

To a soft breere, in lowlv adoration 
This Valdo brooks not. Oh the banks 
of Rhone 

He taught, till persecution chdsed him 
thence. 

To adore«the Invisible, and Him ala nf 
^ or are his Followers loth to seek dcfenceT 
f Mid woods and wilds, on Nature s craggy 
throne, * 

From rites that trample upon soul ana 
sense . 

XII 

THP VAUDOIS 

Bi 1 whence came they who for fhe 
• ^ bavipuT I ord 

Havivlong borne witness as the Scrip 
tiires teach f — 

Ages ere \ aldo raised his voice 11 
In Gallic eu's the unadulterate word, 

1 heir fugCave Progenitors explored 
Subi^iiine vales in qtiest of safe re 
treats « • «. , « 

W here that pure Churrh*»urv iv es though 

siimiiyrjieats ^ ■ 

Open a pSsCagt to t^ Romish sword 
Far IS it dares to Follow Hjrbs self- 
sown, ^ 

And fruitage gathered from the chestnut 
w ood. 

Nourish the sufferers then , and mists. ^ 
th xt brood 

O’er chasms with new fallen obstacles 
btstrown 

Protect them , and the eternal snow 
that daunts « 

Aliens, is Gods good winter for their 
haunts 

XIII 

Praised be the Rivers, from then 
mountain springs 

^hoptmg to Freedom, “ Plant thy 
banners here' ” 

To harassed Piety '* Dismiss thy 


And in our caverns smooth thy rufflec 
wings' ’ ^ 

Nor be unthankWtbeir final hngttmgs— 
Silent but not to high-souled Passion’s 


ear- 


1'Mid reedy fens wide-spread and marshes 
* t drear 

Tbeic own creation $qfch glad wel- 
comings ^ 

As Po washeard to give where Vehice rose 
Hailed from aloft thosfi Heirs of truth 
divtne , 

Who near his fountains sought obscure 
repo«e, * 

Yet came prepared as glorious hghts to 

atune.^ 

^ji- ^ ^ i vJS 
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Should th|it be needed for their scared 
Charge ' 

Blest Prisoners Thev whosi spirits were 
at large 

^ • XIV 

\ wJ(x.DENSES 

Those had given earliest notice as 
the lark 

from the griund the fhom to 
gratulate 
Or rather rose the d ly to antedate 
By stnkmg out a solitary spark. 

\^^en all the world with imdnight 
• gloom was dark — 

Then followed the Waldensian bandji 
whom Hate 

In v^in endeavours to exterminate 
Whom Obloquy pursues with hideous 
^ bark i ^ • • 

But they disist not —and the sacrtdKiro 
Rekindled thus from dens and savage 
wdbds 

Moves handed on with never ceasing 
care • , 

Through courts «thiough rjmi s w 
limftaA fl* d*' 

Nor. lacks this sea girt f4le 
share • 

Of the new Flame n9t suffered t c xp rt 

XV 


(^mj s ’■f ei 
a tiiiielv 


ARCHBISHOP CHICIILLV TO HENRY V 

^ What beast m wildtruess or ciiltuied 
field 

The lively beauty of thele j ud shows ’ 
^hat flower m mead w ground rr 
garden grows 

* That to thfi towering lilv d th not 
yield ^ 

* Let both meet only on thy rival 
shield' 

Go forth, great King ' claim what thy 
birth bestows 

‘ Conquer the (lallic hly which thy foes 
Dare to usurp —thou ha'^t 41 sword tc 
. wield 

*'‘And Heaven will crown the right 
V —^The mitred Sire 
Thus spake—and lo ' a Fleet for Gaul 
adarest 

Ploughs her bold course across the won 
dering seas 

For, sooth to say. ambition in tht 
breast -• 

Of youthful heroes, ft no sullen fire • 

But one ;that leaps to meet the fhnnmg 
breeze 

XVI 

WARS OF YORK AND LANCASTER 

Thu4*i 8 the Storm abated by the craft 
Of a shrewd Counsellor eager to protect 
X S«e Notau 
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The Church whose power hath recently 
been checked 

Whbse mon trous riches threatened 
So the shaft 

Of victory mounts high and blood is 
quaffed • 

In fields that riv a1 Cressy and Poictiers— 
Pride to be wa bed away by bitter 
tears 

For leep as hell itself the avenging 
• draught 

Of c vil slaughter Yet while temporal 
power 

Is by these shocks exhausted spiritual 
truth 

Maintofins the else endangered gift of 
life 

Prcceeds from infancy ti lusty youth 

• 4iid undfr c ver of this woeful strife 
Gathers unblighted strength from hour 

to hour 

WII 

WlCLIPFE 

Once m re the Church is seized with 
sudden fe u 

\,nd at her call is Wi^liffe disinhum^d 
Yea his 1 ones to ashes are consumed 
And fling lit3 the brook that travels 
neai 

I rthwith that ancient \ ice which 
Streams can hear 

Thus s].eaks(that \ ict which walks 
upon the wind 

Th u^h seld m h ard by busy human 
kind)— * 

As then these ash s little Brook' 

« wilt tear 

Jilt 1 the Av n Av ii to the tide 

Of Severn Severn te the narrew seas 

Into mam Ocean thev this deed 
accurst 

An eml Icm yields to fru nds and 
enemie s 

H w the be Id Teachers Doctrine 
sanctified 

By truth shall s; read throughout the 
world dispersed 

Will 

CORRUPTIONS OF THE HlCHER CLERGY 

WoLtoyou Prelates riotmg m ease 

• And cumbrous wealth—the shame of 

vour estate 

You on whose progress dazzlmg trams 
‘N await 

Of pompous horses whom vain titles 
I lease 

Who will be served by others on their 
knees 

' Yet will yourselves to God no service 
pav , 

“ Pastors who neither take nor point 
the v^ay 

1 ^ 
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Td Heaven t for, either lost in vanities 
" Ye have no skill to teach, or if yc 
know j * 

“ And speak the word-” Alas! 

of fearful thin! 


*Tis the most fearful when the people’s 
eye 

Abuse hath cleared from vain imagin¬ 
ings : 

And taught the general voice to prophesy 
Of Justice armed, and Pride to be laM 
low. 

' XIX 

ABUSE OF MONASTIC I'OWICR 

And what is Penance with her knotted 
thong ; 

Mortification with the shirt of hair. 

Wan cheek, and knees indurated with 
prayer, 

Vigils, and fastings rigorous as long ; j 
If cloistered Avarice scruple not to wrong 
The pious, humble, u‘-cful Secular, 

And rob the people of his daily care. 
Scorning that world whose blindness 
^ makes her strong ? 

Inversion strange! that, unto One who 
lives 

Tor self, and struggles with himself alone, 
The amplest share of heavenly favour 
gives ; 

That to a Monk allots, both in the esteem 
Of God and man, place higher than to him 
Who on the good of others builds his own ! 

♦ XX 

MONASTIC VOLUPTUOT'BNESS 

Yet more,—round many .t ConvAt's" 
blazing fire 

Unhallowed threads of revelry are spun ; 
There Venus sits disguised like a Nun,— 
While Bacchus, clothed in semblance of 
a Friar, -'(higher 

Pours out hischoicest beverage high . and 
Sparkling, until it cannot choose but run 
Overjthe bowl, whose silver lip hath won 
An instant kiss of masterful desire— 

To stay the precious waste. Through 
every brain 

The domination of the sprightly juice 
Spreads high conceits to madding Fancy 
dear, • 

Till the arched roof, with resolute abuse 
' Of its ^ave echoes, swells a choraP, 
strain, a 

. Whose votive burthen is— “Our king¬ 
dom’s here!” 

XXT 

niSSOLPTION OP THE MONASTERIES 

' Threats come which no submission 
may assuage, 

No sacrifice avert, no power ^pute i, \ 


The tapers shall be qu^ched, the bel- 
’ fries mute, 

And, ’mid their choirs unroofed by shN 
fish rage, 

■The warbling wren shall' find a leafy 
cage; ■ 

The gadding bramble hang her purple 
fruit; [newt 

And the green lizard and thttagi^ed 
Lead unmolested lives, and die of age.' 
The owl of evening and the woodland 
fox %±oose: 

For their abode the shrines of Waltham 
Proud Glastonbury can no more refusjs 
To stoop her hea-i before these desperate 
sh ocks— [teHsr' 

She whose high pomp displaced, as story 
Arimatbean Joseph’s wattled cells.' 

- XXII 

THE SAME SUBJECT 

The lovely Nun (submissive, tat more 

Thi/j'ugh saintly h&bit than from 
effort due r, ' . ^ 

To unrclcntifig manda/es thwt pursue 
With equal wrath the steps of strong 
anif^eak) 

Goes forth—unvciHng timidly a cheek 
Suffused with blushes of celescial hue. 
While through the Convent's gate to open 
view 

Softly she glides, another home to seek.' 
Not Iris, issuing from her cloudy 
shrine. 

An Apparition more divinely bright 1 
Not more attractive to the dazzled sight 
Those watery glories, on the stormy brine 
Poured forth, while summer suns at 
distance shine, (light I 

And the green vales lie hushed in sober 

XXIII 

CONTINUED 

Yet many a Novice of the cloistral diade. 
And many chained by vows, wiUi' 
eager glee 

The warrant hail, exulting to be free ; 
Like ships before whose keels, full long 
embayed 

In polar ice. propitious winds have mads 
Unlooked-for outlet to an open sea, '* 
Their liquid world, for bold discoveiy. 

In her quarters temptingly disiday^ b'. 
Hopeiguides the young; but when the 
old must pass [find 

The threshold, whither shall they turn to 
The hospitality—the alms .(alas I - ' 

Alms may be needed)'"which that llouse 
bestowed ? Jmtnd 

Can they, in faith and w<xshlp, train the 
XQ keep this new and questionabite |!oad 
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XXIV 

SAINTS 




Ye, too, must before a chasing hand, 
Angels and Saints, in every hamlet 
mourned t , * 

Ah I if th^old idolatry be spurned. 

Let not your radiant Shapes desert the 
Land." 

Uef aSoration was not your denfhnd. 
The food heart proffered it—the servile 
* heart: • 

And therefore are ye summoned to de¬ 
part, 

Michael, and thou, S|. George, whose 
vflaming brand , 

The Dragon quelled ; and valiant Mar¬ 
garet 

Whose rival sword a like Opponent slew : 
A^ rapt Cecilia, seraph-haunteQ Qiiecti 
O^armony : and weeping MagdaAne, 
Who in the penitential desert met 
Gales ^eet as those that over Eden 
blew! 




Vxv 


• VIRGIN • 

MoTgiER t whose virgin bo%m was un- 
crost • 

With the least shad8 of thought to sin 
allied*; 

Woman ! above aU women glorified, 

Our tainted nature’s solitary boast; 
^Purer than foam on central ocean tost ; 
Brightfir than eastern skies at daybreak 
strewi^ 

Vlj^lth fancied tosea,than the unblemished 
moon 

Before her wtme begins on heaven’s 
blue coast; [ween. 

Thy Image falls to earth. Yet some, 1 
Not unforgiven the suppliant knee 
might bend. 

As to a visible Power, in which did blend 
All that was mixed and reconciled in 
Thee 

Of mother’s love with maiden purity. 

Of high with low. celestial with terrene I 

XXVI 

APOLOGY 

Not utterly unworthy to endure 
Was the supremacy of crafty Borne : 

Age after age to the arch of ChristendomJ 
Agrial keyston^hau^tily secure : . ^ 

' Supremacy from Heaven transmitted 
pure”, [tomb 

As tnany hold; and, therefore, to the 
Pass, some through fire—and by the 
M^old someu^ 

Like faintly Fisher, and unbending More. 
** Llghtl;^ for both the bosom’s lord did 

sit \ (I -, ' ' ^ 


" Upon his throi^ti unsoftened, uhdis- 
mayed . [scene 

By bught' that* mingled with the tragic 
of pity or fear ; and More’s gay genius 
played 

With the inoffensive sword of native wit. 
Than the bate axe more luminous and 
keen. 

XXVII 

• IMAGINATIVE REGRETS 

Deep is the lamentation ! Not alone 
From Sages justly honoured by man¬ 
kind ; 

But from the ghostly tenants of the wind. 
Demons and Spirits, many a dolorous, 
groan 

Issues for that dominion overthrown ; 
[■iVjjud Tiber grieves, and far off Ganges, 
blind 

As his own worshippers; and Nile, 
reclined [moan 

Upon bis monstrous urn, the fatfpvell 
Renews. Through every forest, ca^c, 
and den, 

Where frauds where hatched of old, hath 
sorrow past— 

Hangs o’er the Arabian Prophet’s native 
Waste, 

Where once his airy helpers schemed and 
planned [men. 

Mid spectral lakes bemocking thirsty 
And stalking pillars built of fiery sand. 

XXVIII 

REFLECTIONS 

Grant, that by this unsparing hurricane 
Green leaves with yellow mixed are tom 
away, [spray ; 

And goodly fruitage with the mother 
’Twerc madness—wished we, therefore, 
to detain. 

With hands stretched forth in mollified 
' disdain. 

The ''trumpery” that ascends in bare 
display— 

Bulls, pardons, relics, cowls black, white, 
and grey— [plain 

Upwhirled, and flying o’er the ethereal' 
Fast bound for Limbo Lake. And yet 
S not choice 

But habit rules the unreflecting herd, 
«\nd airy bonds are hardest to disown ; 
Hence, with the spuritual sovereignty 
^ transferred 

Unto itself, the Crown assumes a voice 
Of reckless mastery, hitherto unknown. 

, XXIX 

TRANSLATION OF THE BIBLE 

But, to outweigh all harm, the sacred 
Book, 
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In dudty sequestration nvrapt too long 
Assumec the accents of oiirnati\ e toneuc 
And he who guides the plough, or wields 
the crook. 

With understanding spirit now may look 
Upon her records listen to her song 
And sift her laiis—much wondering that 
the urong 

Which Faith has suffered, Hea\en could 
calmly broc k ^ ^ § 

Transcendent boon' noblest that earthly 
£\er bestoiied to equalize and bless 
Under the weight of mortal w retchedness' 
£ut passions spread like plagiu^ and 
thousands wild 

With bigotry shall tread the Offtnng 
Beneath their feet, detested and detiled 

\XX , 

TllK POINT AT ISSUL 

For what contend the wise’—for no 
thing less 

Thap that the Soul freed from the bonds 
, of Sense 

And to hir God restored by evidence 
Of things not seen drawn forth frrm 
thtir recess [ness — 

Root there and nut m ftrms her h li 
For Faith which to the Patriarchs did 
dispei sc 

Sure guid ince ere a ccremc nial fence 
Was net df ul round men thirsting t o tran« 
grtss — 

For Faith more perfect still with which 
the Lord 

Of all himself a Sp int in the % outh 
Of Christian aspiration deigned to fill 
The temples of their hearts who with his 
word 

Informed were resolute to do his will 
And worship him in spirit and in truth 

XXM 

HOWARD VI ^ 

“SivaFTis the holiness of Youth —so 
felt [that La;} 

Time-honoured Chaucer speaking through 
By which the I ru ress beguiled the w ly 
And many a Pilgrim s rugged heart did 
melt 

Hadst thou lot ed Bard ' whose spirit 
often dwelt * 

In the cleir land of \ision but foreseen 
King child and seraph, blended m th^ 
mien 

Of pious Edward kneeling as he knelt 
In meek and simple infancy what joy 
For universal Christendom had thrilled 
Thy heart' what hopes inspired thy 
genius skilled 

great Precursor, genuinemortimg Star) 
The lucid shafts of reason to employ, 
J^cin^ the Papal darkiuss from afar 1 


fr \XXII 

EDWARD SlCMNG THE WARRANT TOR TUS 
j EXECUTION OF JOAN OP KENT 

f HE tears of man m various meabure gush 
rom various sources „ gently overflow 
From blissful transport stoe—from 
clefts of woe 

Some with ungovernable impulse rosh , 
And so£e coeval with the earliestbliish 
Of infant passion scarcely dare to show 
Fheir pearly lustre—commg but to go, 
And some biealc forth when otbe^ sor 
rows crush 

The syifipathisi^g heart Nor tlies£» 
nor yet * 

The noblest drops to admiration known. 
To gratitude to injuries forgiven—; 
Claim Heaven s regard like waters that 
have wet [driven 

rhe'mn cent eves of youthful Menarchs 
T(. pen the mandates nature doth disown, 

XXXIII 

* REVIVAL OFtlOIERY 

Thl eaintlv Youth lu s ceased tfgru\e, 
discrowned • 

By inrclenfiiig Death O People l^en 
For chaC^e, to whtm the new looks 
alwavb green 

R j vicing did they cast upon the ground 
Iheir C uds < f wood and stone , and at 
the sound 

(If counter pr icl imation now are seen, 
(Preud triumph is it for a sullen Queen ') 
Lifting then up the worslup to con- 
f mid w 

Of the Most High Again do they m- 
\ oke I 

The Creature, to** the Creature glory 

gi'e, 

\gain with frankincense the altars smoke 
Like those the Heathen served, and 
mass is sung, 

^nd praver man s rational prerogative, 
Runs through blind channels of an un¬ 
known tongue 

XXXIV 

LATIMER AND RIDLEY 

How fast the Marian death list is ua- 
rolled ' 

See I atimer and Ridley m the might 
Of Faith stand coupled for a common 
' flight ’ 

One (hke those prophets V horn God sent 
of old) 

Transfigured t from this kmdling hath 
foretold 

A torch of inextmgmshabie light, 

The Other gams a confidence as IxAd; 
And thus they foil their enemy s despite, 

SeeKote, 



ECCLESIASTICAL SONNETS 


341 



The penal instruments, the shbws 
crime. 

Are glonfied while thia once mitred pur 
Of saui^y Friends the *'miirtherer s 
chain parlake, • 

Corded, ar^ buriling at the social stake 
Earth never witnessed object more 
sublmie 

lna:eniBtanc\, m fellowship mom fair I 

^ xxw 

CRAVUER • 

Outstretching flame ward his up 
• braided band 

(O God of mercy, maf no earthli Seat 
Of judgment such presumptuous d ofn 
repeat') 

Anud the shuddering threng dcih 
Cranmer Stand • • ' 

Ffitoi as the stake to which w ith ar >n 
band Lfeet 

His fraifie is tied firm fr m the n ik<.d 
To the b irc head Tht victory is com 
plete, , 

The shrouded Bodv to the Soul s %nm 
^ ifland * • • [tude 

Answers with more than Indian forti 
Thrifugh all her nessea witl ^er sense 
endued « 

Till breatl*departs m blissful ispirati n 
Then, mid the ghastly rums of the hie 
Behold the unalterable heart entiie 
mblem of laith untouched niiraculciis 
attestation < ^ 

XXXVI 

OInERSIj view of THF TROl BLES OF Tilt 
REFORM SlION 

Am, glmaoub lidartjrrs, from sour fields 
ol light. 

Our mortal ken' Inspire a perfect 
trust 

(While we look round) that Hea^en s 
decrees are just 

Which few can hold committed to a 
fight 

That shows, ei n on its better side the 
might 

Of proud Self will Rapacity and Lust 
'Mid idouds enveloped of polemic dust 
Which showers of blood seem rather to 
incite 

Than to allay Anathemas are hurled 
From both sides, veteian thunders (the( 
brute test • • • 

Of truth) ,are met by fulminations tiew— 
Tartarean flags are caught at, and un 
furled— 

Friends strike at inends—the flying shall 
l^sue— * [rest 

And Victorv sickens, ignorant where to 
1 For the belief u thtt fact, eee the contem- 
ftKuyBktam, * 


'^XXVII 

tCNCLlSH RUrORMERS IN EVIIU 

S ATTERiNC like birds escaped the fow 
lers n^t 

Some seek with timeiw flight a foreign 
strand 

Most happy ro assembled in a land 
By d luntless Luther freed could they 
forget 

f heir Couiitr> s woes But scarce \ 
ha\ e they met 

P irtnrrs m faith and brothers m distreai 
Free t3 j iir forth their common th ink 
fuln ss 

Frt hrpe dicluies —their union is 
beset 

Mith Sf tciilative n ti nsrishly sown, 
tWhence tliicl 1> sj routing grwvth of 
poisonc us wee d 

Ihoir forms are bioken stavfs,, their 
passiins steeds 

That master them H w en\iably blest 
Is he whlean by help f grace enthrone 
I 1 pcac cf G 1 within his single 
brea t 

WWIII 
riizyir ni 

Hail VirgmOiieen ' i ermany anenyious 
1 11 

Inumphant snatched from many a 
trcachcrc us wilf.' 

All hail sage Lady wli ni a grateful Isle 
Hath blest re pirin^ tn iii that dismal 
war 

Stilkd by thy loice But quickly from 
ifar 

Defiance breathes with more malig¬ 
nant aim 

And alien stirnis with home bred fer¬ 
ments cl 11 11 

Portentous fellowship Her silver car. 
By sleepless prudence ruled,ghdes slowly 
• on 

Unhurt by violence fiom menaced taint 
Emerging pure and seemingly more 
bright 

Ah ' w herefore yields it to a foul con¬ 
straint 

Black as the clouds its beams dispersed, 
» while shone 

By men and angels blest, the glorious 
• light ’ 

^ XXXIX 

EMINENT REFORMERS 

Methinks that I could trip o er heaviest 
soil. 

Light as a buoyant bark from wave to 
wave, 

Were mine tite trusty staff that J ew el 
gave * 

Tq youthful HooKfiR, in familiar styla 
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The ^ft and ^wlth playful 

iwle! »• 

For thus equipped, and bearing on bis 
head 

The Donor's farewell blessing, can he 
dread * 

Tempest, or length of way, or weight ol 
toil ?— 

More sweet than odours caught by liun 
who sails 

Near spicy shores of Araby the blest, * 
A thousand times more exquisitely 
sweet, 

, The freight of holy feeling which viv iiieet, 
In ^thoughtful moments, wafteil b\ the 
' gales • 

From heldM where good men walk, or 
bowers wherein thev rest. 

. • 

XL 

THE SAME 

Holy ,ind heavenly Spirits as they arc. 
Spotless in life, and eloquent as wise. 
With what entire affection do they 
prire 

Their Church reformed ! labouring with 
earnest care 

To baffle all that may her strength im¬ 
pair ; 

That Church, the unperverted Gospel's 
seat; 

In their afflictions a divine retreat; 
Source of their liveliest hope, and tender- 
est prayer !— 

The truth exploring with an equal mind. 
In doctrine and communion tiiey have 
sought 

Firmly between the two extremes to 
steer; 

But theirs the wise man’s ordinary lot, 
To trace right courses for the stubborn 
blind. 

And prophesy to cars that will not hear. 

XLl ’ 

DISTRACTIONS 

ME;jf, who have ceased to reverence, soon 
defy 

Their forefathers; lo! sects are formed, 
and split [fit 

With morbid restlessness ;—the ecstatic 
Spreads wide : though special mysteria 
multiply, * 

The Satnts must govern, is their commoA< 
cry; f 

And so they labour, deeming Holy 
Writ [to sit 

Disgraced by aught that seems content 

■ Beneath the roof of settled Modesty. 

' The Romanist exults; fresh hope he 
draws 

From the confusion, craftily incites 
' See Bate, 


The overweening, personates the'road-^ 
To heap disgust upon the worthier 
Cause: 

Totters the Throne j the new-bqj;n Church 
• is sad * 

For every wave against'her puce uhiteSL. 

XLll 


• • GUNPOWDER PLOT , 

Fear hath a hundred eyes that all agree 
To plague hpr beating heart; and there 
is one » 

(Nor idlest that !) which holds com¬ 
munion . • 

With things thM were not. yet wattr 
‘ ineaHl to be. : 

Agh.nst within its gloomy cavilv 
1 hat eye (which secs as if fulfllled and 
t dofce ' [sun) 

Criities th.Tt might stop the motion o^Tfhe ■, 
Beholds the horrible catastrophe 
Of .an assembled Senate unredeeined 
P'rom subterraneous Treason's darkling " 
p4??er: * • 

MeiCiless act of sorrow inibiite ! 

Worse thaiii the produce of«.that dismal 
night. «■' [showet. 

When gw.Hing. co|vous as a thiftide^- 
The I'tlona of Hugfaenots through Paris 
.streamed. s 

XLIII 

ILLUSTRATION 

THE JUNG-PRAU AND THE FALL OF 
RHINE NEAR SCUAFFHAUSEN 

The Virgin Mountain,^ wearing like 
Queen 

A brilliant crown of everlasting .snow. 
Sheds rum from her sides; and men 
below 

Wonder that aiight of aspect so serene 
Can link with desolation. Smooth and 
green, 

.\nd .seeming, at a little distance, slow. 
The waters of the Rhine ; bu^ on ttiey {(O 
Fretting and whitening, keener and more 
keen; [Flood, 

Till madness seizes on the whole widd 
Tinned to a fearful Thing whose nostrils 
breathe 

Blasts of tempestuous smoke—whCfre, 
with he tries 

To hide himself, but only magnifies ; 

And doth in more conspicuous torment- 
• writhe, ■ , 

Deafening the region in bis ireful mood. 

XLIV " ' 

TROUBLES OF CHARLES THE l^XRST 

Even such the contrast that, i^hereW 
we move, • 

To the mind’s eye Religion doth prmeqi;' 

' ' ' ' /I T 


^ The 
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Now with her own deep qiiietness cxm* 
.tent ; 

Then, like the moimtain, thundering 
from aboye 

Against the ancient pine-trees of th& 
grov^ • 

And the Land's humblest comforts. 
NpW^r mood 

Recall the transformation of tHe flood. 
Whose rage the gentle skies in vain re- 
• prove, , 

Earth cannot check. O terrible excess 
Of headstrong will I Can this be Piety ? 
No-f^some fierce Maniac hath u.'^urped her 
name; • 

And scourges England struggling to ne 
free : 

Hei^eace destroyed ! her hopes a wilder-, 

' _ ness! • a 

irt^-blessings cursed—her glory tiifned 
to shame I 

^ XLV 

y UD1 ta 

Prejudged fges deterinmed ii^t 
^ spare, • , • 

An old weak Mar for vengfiince thrown 
%side. • 

Laud, “ in the pailtful art of» dying ” j 
tried^ 

(Like a poor bird eUtangled in a snare 
Whose heart still flutters, though tus 
^ wings forbear 
To stir in useless struggle) hath relied 
On hope that conscious innocence sup-1 
p plied, I 

in. Ijis prison breathes celestial air. j 
\yhy tarries tl(fn Ahy chariot ? Where-1 
fore stay, 

O^^eatfai T the ensanguined yet triumph- j 
ant wheels, 

Which, tfaod prepar'st, full often, to 
convey 

(What time a State wi^ madding faction 

■ 

The Saint or Patriot to the world that 
1 heals 

wounds, all perturbations doth 
V ^ ^allay ? 

; XL\a 

Al^r^nlCTION'S OF ENGLAND 
’ Harp 1 could’st thou venture, on thy 
'' boldest stringy < 

'The faintest noge to echo which the Uast 
Caught from the hand of Mosew as it 
passrd 

O’er Sinai’s top, or from the Shepberd- 
kine, 

S arl^awake, by Stlda's brook, to sing 
f dread. Jehovah ; then, should wood 
and waste 


Hear also of that name, and morcy cast 
Offfto the mountains, like a coveting 
Of which the Lord was weary. Weep, 
oh t weep. 

Weep with the good., beholding King and 
Priest 

Despised by that stem God to whom 
they raise 

Their suppliant hands ; but holy is the 
y feast 

He keepeth; like the firmament his 
ways: 

His statutes like the chambers of the 
deep. 

• PART III 

FROM THE RESTOUATION TO THE PRESENT 
TIMES 

I 

I SAW the figure of a lovely Maid 
Seated alone beneath a darksome tree. 
Whose fondly-overhanging canopy 
.Set ofl her brfghtness with a pleasing ' 
shade. 

No Spirit was she; that my heart be* 
trayed. 

For she was one I loved e.xceedingly ; 

But while 1 gazed in tender reverie 
(Or was it sleep that with my Fancy 
played ?) 

The bright corporeal presence—form 
and ffice— 

Remaining still distinct grew thin and 
rare. 

Like sunny mist;—at length the golden 
hair. 

Sha]ie, limbs, and heavenly features, 
kceiiing pace 

Eacli with the other iu a.Ungering race 
Of dissolution, melted into air. 

II 

0 PATRIOTIC SYMPATHIES 

Last night, without a voice, that Vision 
spake 

Fear to my Soul, and sadness which 
might seem 

Wholly dissevered from our present - 
theme :■ 

^et, my beloved Country ! I partake * 
T)f kindred agitations for thy sake : 

^hou, too, dost visit oft my midught 
dream : 

'Riy glory meets fiie with the earliest' 
beam 

Of light, which tells that Morning is I 
awake. 

If aught impair thy beauty or desicoyr 
Or but forebod^ destruction, I (tep|pi« 
With filial love the sad vicissitude; 

If.tboo hastfaUen,Radris^tieou»Heav4m 
, , restore v.. 
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. I i [If* 1^— ■ W I 

Dropped from an \ngel4 wing With 
moistened eje 
Wc read of faith and purest charity 
In Statesman, Priest, and • humble 
* Citiren , 

O could we copV their mild virCues^ tfaen^ 
VVli'it joy to li\e, that blessedness to die ' 
Methmks their very names shmb still and 
bn^it, • 

4part—bke glow-worms on a summer 
night , 

Or 1 inth tapers when from far they nmg 
4 feuidin„ rav or seen—like stars on 
high • * 

Satellites burning in a lucid rmg 
\round intek Waltons heavenly me-. 
mor\ ^ 

% * VI 

• CLFRICAL lUrrCRlIV 

Nor shall the eternal roll of praise reject 
Thost Unconforming, whom onengomiis 
daarr 

1 '>HVf from their Cures a \ o1 unt "irv prey 
To jiovertv* and grief, ind di^espect, ^ 
4iid some t£> want—li if by tempcstv 


Che prostrate, then my spring time is 
renewed, i 

And sorrow'baitered for exceeding jot 

CHARLES THE SECOND 

Who comes—with rapture greeted, and 
caress d 

With frantic Io^e—his kingdom to re 
gam ’ < 

Him Virtue s Nurse, Ad%eiBit\ in \ am 
Received, and fostered in her ir n 
bre ast • 

For all she taught of hardiest md of 
best, • 

Or would have taught, by discipline cf 
pain 

And long privation new dissolves amain, 
Or is remembered onlv to gi\ c zest 
To wantoniiess — 4\v iv Circi an rev els 
But for what gain ^ if Lnglmtl sc ii 
must sink 

Into a gulf which all distinction levels— 
That bigotry inav sw ill w the t d 
name, 

And, with that draUbht, the life blnrd 
miserV shame. 

By P ets loithed from which Ills 
ton ins shrink ' 

IV 

LATIlt DINAhlAMSM 

\ ET Truth is ketnlv sought foi uid the 
wind 

Charged with rich wetrds poured rut in 
thought sdef iice 

Whether the Church inspire th it elo 
qutiice 

Or 1 ri itonio Pietv cciifiued 
iu thi sole temple ot the inward mind 
4nd One there is w ho I uilds immortal 
lav s. 

The ugh docnied to tre idiusolitaiy wavs,^ 
Darkness before and danger s v ice 
^ b’hind 

Yet not alone nor lielpless to repel 
Sad thoughts, lor frein above the 
starrv sphere 
Come secrets, whispered nightly to his 
ear. 

And the pure spirit of erlestial light 
Shines thiough his soul —that he may 
see and tell 

Of thingc mv isible to mortal sight f 


Walton's book or lives 
Therf are no colours m the fairest skv 
^ full as these Jhe feather, whence 
the pen 

jWes shaped that traced the lives of these 
good mea. 


.flow destitute I did 


w rcckcdf* 

On a w int co ist 

lhc< ’ , 

I cel nrt that Cunscwacc never can be- 
trav. 

That pt act. of mind is Virtue’s sure effect ^ 
1 h( ir altars thev forego, their homes they ' 
quit 

r It Ids w Inch they love, and pathe they 
daily trod, 

4nd c 1 st the future upon Piovidejace . 

Vs men the dictate of whose mward 
sense 

Outweighs the world, whom self- 
deceiv mg wit 

Lures not from what they deem the 
cause of God 

A 

VII ^ 

persecution of the SCOTTISH COVEH* 
ANTERS 

When 41pme Vales threw forth a sup¬ 
pliant cry, 

The majesty ot England mterposed 
And the sword stopped, the bleeding 
wounds were closed. ^ 

^nd Faith preserved her ancient puii^. 
How lyf tie boots that precedent of good. 
Scorned or forgotten. Thou canst testify. 
For England s shame, O Sister Realm' 
from wood, 

Mountain, and moor, and crowded street 
where lie • 

The headless martyrs of the Covenant, 
Slam by Compatriot-protestanti that 

draw ....... 
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. —tr 
' From couacUs senseless as intolerant 
TlXb vrarrant. Bodies fall by wild 
•ivord-law ; 

But .wlfto wcyild force the Soul, tilts with 
a straw • 

Against^ Chalnpion cased in adamant. 

» VIII 

■ * ACQUITTAL OF THE BI^OFS 

A voice;* from long-expecting thousanda» 
sent, • 

Shatters the air, and troubles tower and 
• spire; 

For Justice hath absolved the innocent. 
And Tyrannyis balked of her desire*' 

. Up, down, the busy Thames—rapid as 
■I fire 

C^Mrsiog a train of gunpowde]^—it weig, . 
•saAim transport finds in every street a‘! 
vent. 

Till ±^e whole City rings like one vast 
quire. 

The Fathers urge the People +^bc still. 
With outstreAhed hands ana^aniest 
« spe|pR-v-irPvain! ^ 

Yea, many, ha)>ly wont entertain 
5i«iall reverence for the mitre’s offices. 
And to Religion’I^clf no fneibdly will, 

.A Prelate’s blessing ask on bended 
knees. 

IX 

WILLIAM THE THIRD 

'Calm as ^ under-current, strong to 
draw 

' 'MilUon^ of .waves into itself, and run, 

- Prom sea to sea, impervious to the sun 
.And ploughing storm, the spirit of 
Nassau 

(Swerves not, (how blest if by religious 
awe, , 

•'Swayed,'amd thereby enabled to contend 
VWith the wide world’s commotions) from 
;r*t its end 

rSwerv^ not—diverted by a casual law. 
Had mortal action e’er a nobler scope ? 

'a 'The Hero comes to liberate, not defy ; 

^ And, while he inarches on with stedfast 
hope, 

''Conquered'}' bdioved! expected anxi- 
ousty t g 

^ '‘The vacillating Bondman of the Pope 
'.^;Shruiks from the verdict of his stedf^t 

^ 

'OBI,tC^YIOKS OF CIVIL TO RELIGIOUS 
’ . V ' . LIBERTY 

IJKORATEFULQouatry, if thou e’er forget 
Ahe sons who for thy civil rights have 
bledl 

lMf3W, Uk^ a RtHnan, Sidney bowed his 
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And Russel’s milder blood the scafi^. 

wet! . 

But these had fallen for profitless regret 
Had not thy holy Church her champions 
bred. 

.And claims from other worlds inspirited 
The star of Liberty to rise. <,Nor yet 
(Grave this within thy heart!) if spiritual , 
things ‘ . 

Be lost, through apathy, or scorn, or 
fear. 

Shall thou thy humbler franchises, sup- 
jsort. 

However hardly won or justlv dear: 

What came from heaven to heaven by ‘ 
mature clings. 

And, if dissevered thence, its course is ' 
short. 

I* * ► 

XI 

SACHEVEREL 

A SUDDEN conflict rises from the swell 
Of a proud slavery met bv tenets strained 
In Liberty’s behalf. Fears, true or',1 
feigned. 

Spread through all ranks : and lo ! the 
Sentinel ■' ; 

Who loudest rang his pulpit ’larum bell* ' 
Stands at the Bar, absolved by femalq. - 
eyes 

lAingling their glances with grave 
t cries 

Lavished on Him —that England may 
rebel 

Against her ancient virtue. Hick and 
Low, 

Watch-words of Party, on all tongues are 
rife ; 

As if a Church, though sprung from 
Heaven, must owe 

To opposites and fierce extremes her 
life,— 

Not to the golden rnean. and quiet flow' 
pf truths that soften hatred, temper 
strife. 

XII 

Dow’’n a swift Stream, thus far. a boldi' 
design '' k., . 

Have we pursued, with livelier stir of", 
heart 

Than his who sees, borne forward by the . ' 
Rhine, 

The living landscapes greet him, 

depart; - *■' 

Sees spires fast sinking—up again to ^ • 
start! 

And strives the towers to number, that' 
recline ■ 

O’er the dark steepis, or on the hoiizad*<‘ 
line • 

Striding with shattered crests hi&«^ .i 
athwart- .pc;. k.,, 
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So have we jb^vried on w4lh troubled 
^ pleasure:' 

liesaecfarttij as.on the bosom of a streim 
That slackeas, and spreads wide a water 
gleam. 

Wo, nothing loth* a lingering course to 
measure, 

. Magr jgatheo' up our thoughts, and mark 
,^.41 leisure 

Hchr widely spread the interests of our 
theme. 

XIII 

ASPECTS OF CHRISTIANITY* IN 
' AMERICA 

I.—THE PILCKIM FATHERS * 

Well worthy to be magnified are they 
Who, with sad hearts, of friends and 
country took 

A last farewell, their loved abodes for¬ 
sook. 

And hallowed gro\md in which their 
fathers lay; 

Then to the new-found IVorld explored 
their way. 

That so a Churcbi unforced, uncalled to 
brook 

Hilual restraints, within some sheltering 
, nook 

lx>rd might worship and his wufd 
obey 

In freedcim. Men they were who could 
not iietid ; 

filest Pilgrims, surely, as they took for 
guide 

A will by sovereign Conscience saiicti- 

Ired; 

Bleat W'hile their Spirits from the woods 
ascend 

Along a Galaxy that knows no end. 

But in His glory who for .Sinners died. 

XIV 

II. CONTINUED * 

^ROM Rite and Ordinance abused they 
fled 

To Wilds where both were .utterly un¬ 
known ; 

But not to them h.Td Providence fore¬ 
shown 

What benefits are missed, what evils 
bred, 

fn worship neither raised nor limited 
Save by Self-will. Lo ! from that distant 
shore, 

For Rite and Ordinance, Piety is led 
Back to the Land those Pilgrims left of 
yore, 

X[«ed by her^of^n free choke. So Truth 
^ and Love 


Fathers ! your Virtues, such the powf^ of 
‘ grace. 

Their spirit, in your Children, thus 
approve ^ 

Tsanscendent over time, tkibound by 
place, • - 

Concord and Charity in circles move. 

XV , 

in. COMdiniDED. —AMSRZCAtr EPXS'So* * 
jpacy 

Patriots informed with Apostqilic ligl^ 
Were they, who, when* their Country had 
been freed. 

Bowing with revefence to the ancidot 
, creed, i 

Fixed on the frame Kft England’s Church' 
their sight. , , 

i ud strode in filial love to reunite. 

WBat force had severed. Thence ttyaja 
fetched the seed 

Of Christian unitv, and won a meed 
Of praise from Heaven. To Tlree, O 
sain^ White, 

Patriy*.mof a wide-spredding family. 
Remotest laiyls and unkurp 'limes 'shall« 
turn, ^ * • iThee, 

Whether they would reslore or build-^to 
As one iff’B rightlj^ taught how zeal 
sb<iiild burn, , 

As one who drew from out Faith's 
holiest um 

The purest stream of patihnt Energy. 

XVI 

Bishops and Priests, blessed .are ye, if 
deep 

(As yours above all offices is ihigh) 

Deep in your heactSitheanuMbof duty lie ; 
Charged as ye are by Clnstito feed and 
keep 

From wolves your partion of his chosen, 
sheep ; 

Labouring as ever in yqurfllaster’s tilM*,. 
Making your hardest t.TSk your best 
light, [reap t~ 

What perfect glory ye in Heaven shall 
But, in the solemn Office wbich^ sought 
And undertook premonisbed, .if unsound 
Your practice prove, faithl^ though 
but in thought, v 

I^ishops and Priest^ think what a gulf' 
profound [taiight" 

aits 5 'ou 4ben. if they ^were tdgldilyj 
o framed the Ordinance by your liv^ 
disowned! -V.'''..S 

XVJI ■ ■ r - 
PLACES OP WORSfim ^ 

As star that shines dependent upon.Mur 
Is to the sky .while We>lCKik.up,m lo^;. 


.By Conscience governed do their steps 
■' 40 ' retrace,— 
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As to the shncly de$ert fountains are. From his mild advent till his TOuntei^ . 
With palm-groves shaded at wide intef- anoe ' ^ ' 

vals, Sh*all dissipate the seas and mountains 

Whose fruit around the sun-burnt Native hoary. 

falS • 

Of rovina tire<> or desultory war— XX • 

Such tonhis British Isle her Christian hapTism 

to each lot Whored set- DEAa be^tto Church, that, watching o’er , 

.T_. nn faow ...ua,,.Of Infuncv, provules u timelv showcc . 

' Whcffic virtuc cliHiiges lo o christUn 
glittering vanes • Flower 

Far-k^ed. her Chapels lurking among ^ from sinful Nature's bed of 


irees, weed® ^_ 

’* beneath the sacred roof pro 

Fmd solace which a busy world disdaHis. 


XVIII 

PASTORAL CHARACTER ^ 

MaGENiAi. hearth, a hospitable boagd. 
And a refined rusticity, belong 


(Seeds 

The ministration : while parental Love 
Looks on, and (irace descendeth from 
above ' 

As the high service pledges now, now 
pleads. 


To thg neat {mansion, where, his flock i There, should vain thoughts outspread 


among, ^ | their w'ings and flv 

The learned Pa^or dwells, thc.« 4 |||atchful 'j'(j meet the coming hours of festal mirth. 
Lord. ^ ■ The tombs—which hear and answer that 


diiThough raeeb aftd patient as a sheathed 
sword: • ^ 


brief crj-. 

The Infant's notice of his second birtb- 


ThR)ugh pride s {fast lurkmg thought j^pcall the wandering Sou! to sympathy ' 

finnpni" £i wrcintt • _i_ j, _ _i_ t _ tr __ 


appear a wrong * 

To huingn kind ; though peace be on his 
tongue. 

Gentleness in his heart—can earth 
afford 

.Such genuine state, pre-eminence so 
free. 


With what man hopes from Heaven, yet 
fears from Earth. 


SPONSORS 


Father ! to God himself we cannot give 


As when, arrayed in Christ's author- A holier name I then lightly do not bear 


He from the pulpit lifts his awful hand ; 


Both names conjoined, but of thy 
spiritual care 


Conjures, itflplores, and labours all he Be duly mindful - still more sensitive 


oan Do Thou, in truth a second Mother, 

Foif re-subjecting to divine command strive 

The stubboicn spirit of rebellious man ? Agamst disheartening custom, that by 
' ■ XTV Thee 

„ Watched, and with love and pious in- 

THE LITURGY * duStry 

Yes, 1£ the intensities of hope and fear Tended at need, the adopted Plant inay 


.Attract us still, and passionate exer- 
r^'. cise 

■'Of lofty thoughts, the way before us lies 


thrive 

For everlasting bloom. Benign and 
pure 


Distinct with signs, through which in This Ordinance, whether loss it would 


set career, 


supply. 


Asthrough a zodiac, moves the ritual vea# Prevent omission, help deficiency, 

' Of England’s Church ; stupendous Or seek to make assurance doubly sure. ^ 

' mysteries I * Shame if the (:onsecrated V'ow he found 

Which whosft travels in her boson^ey^.l I An idle form, the Word an empty 
■ As he, approaches them, witl^ solemn sound 1 

che(ur. XXII 

Upon that circle traced from sacred 

' story CATECHISING 

.„Ws only dare to*cast a transient glance. From Little down to Least, in due de- 
"lY&ting in hope that Others may ad- gree, 

' - Vance [Glory, Around the PaBta||^cfa in new-vrrought 

. With,mind intent .ig^imn,tbs King, of - vest, ■ . 


I, 

' ^ach with a vernal posy at his breast. 




J>any ! " ' 

"4^ifh low soft murmxir, like a distant bee, 
''' 'Some ■ spake, ’ by thought-perplexing 
'J, fears betrayen; 

'And some a bold unerring answer made: 
.' How fluttered then thy anxious heart 
for me, 

i Beloved Mother ! Thou whose happy 
hand 

' Had bound the flowers I wore, with 
jd ' faithful tie : 

'ySweet flowers! at whose inaudible com- 
mand 

-tier countenance, phantom-like, v doth 
re-appear: 

’%0 lost too early for the frequent tear, 

' And ill requited by this heartfelt sigh! 

XX HI 

CONFIUMATION 

The Yoiing-ones gathered in from hill 
and dale. 

With holiday ilelight on every brow : 

’Tis passed away: far other thoughts 
prevail: 

For they are taking the baptismal Vow 
j ,Upon their conscious selves ; their own 
lips speak 

- The solemn promise. Strongest sinews 
fail. 

And many a blooming, many a lovely, 
cheek 

' Under the holy fear of God turns pale ; 
While on each head his lawn-robed Ser¬ 
vant lays 

An apostolic hand, and with prayer 
seals 

,The Covenant. The Omnipotent will 
raise 

Their feeble Souls ; and bear with his 
regrets, , 

Who, looking round the fair assemblage, 
feels 

That ere the Sun goes down their child- 
’• hood sets. . 

XXIV 

CONFIRMATION CONTINUED 

.1 SAW a Mother's eye intensely bent 
Upon a Maiden trembling as she knelt; 
In and for whom the pious Mother felt 
l' Thinn that we judge of by a light too 
' faint: ^ 

Toll, if ye may. some star-crowned Muse, 
X'' or Saint! 

Toll what rushed in, from what she was 
relieved— 

:';\rben, when her Child the hallowing 
,V- i ■ touch received, 

;r;,‘A^d such vibratioq ^ough the Mother 


That tears burst forth amain. ^ Did 
gleams appear ? 

Opened a vision of that blissful place 
where dwells a Sister-child ? And wa^ ' 
• power given 

Part of her Tost One’s glory back to traced- 
Even to this Rite ? hor thus Shf knelt, 
and, ere ‘ -t 

The siin'mer leaf had faded, passed tp 
Heaven. 

^ XXV - ^ . 

SACRAMENT 

By chain yet stronger must the Soul bp 
tied : ^ y. 

One duty more, last stage of this accent,' - 
Brings to thy food, mysterious Sacra-.^ 
ment! 

The Offspring, haply at the Parent’s.' 

But I'lOt till They, with all that do aln3e ' 
In Heaven, have lifted up their hearts . 

to laud * 

And maemfy the glorious name of God, 
FoHnt^jffi of grace, wbosi Son fur sinners'! 

died. ^ ^ ^ 

Ye, who have duly weigh »dthe^summons^ 
pause ' ,i ■ ' 

No long'erqfye, whom to the saving rite 
The Altar calls ; cofne early under laws • 
That can secure for you a p'ath’ot light 
Through gloomiest shade; put on (nor 
dread its weight) ■ ■ 

Armour divine, and conquer in your 
cause! 

XXVI 

THE MARRIAGE CEREMONY’ 

The Vested Priest before the Altar 
stands: * 

Approach, come gladly, ye prepared, in -- 
sight 

Of God and chosen friends, your troth - 
to plight . 

With the symbolic ring.' amd wISmg-.. 

hands . 

Solemnly joined. Now sanctify the . 
bands 

O Father!—to the Espoused thy bless-, 
ing give, 

That mutually assisted they may live V' 
Obedient, as here taught, to thy com- 
f mands. 'J' 

So prays the Church, to consecrate a 
• Vow 

which would ^radle^ matrimony • 
mal^e; ” * 

Union that shadows forth anU 

partake -. " 

A mystery potent human love to endCW 
With heavenly, each mere prized for thp 
other’s sake; * 

Weep not, mods Bride l uplift thy timid 

DTQWi L. I 
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XXVII 

-> THANKSGIVING AFTER CHILDBIRTH 

Woman t the Power who left his throne 
on Ifigh, • 

And deigned to ^ear the robe of flesh vfe 
wearA 

The power that thro’ the straits of 
Inf^cy 

Did p£s dependant on maternll care, 
His own humanity with Thee will share, 
Plflased with the thanks* that in. his 
People’s eye 

Thou offerest up for safe Delivery 
f^em Childbirth's perilous throes. And 
should the Heir * , 

Of thy fond hopes hereafter walk inclined 
To courses fit to make a mother rue 
Th^t ever he was bom, a glance of mind 
Da^ upon this observance ma^ rene\f 
ATfetter will; and, in the imagined*view 
Of thee thus kneeling, safety he may 
fllM. 

XXVIII • 

VISyATftjN OF THE SIC^I • 

^HE SablsatlF b|lls renew •the inviting 
peal; ^ 

Gldfl music ! yet tlsere be tha* worn with 
pain * 

And sickftess. listen where they long have 
lain. 

In sadness listen. With maternal zeal 
- Inspired, the Church sends ministers to 
kneel 

Beside the afilicted; to sustain with 
prayer. 

And soothe the heart confession hath laid 
bare— 

That pardoii, hrom God’s throne, may 
set its seal 

On a true Penitent. When breath de 
1 - parts '** 

From one disburthened so, so comforted. 
His Spirit Angels greet; and ours be hope 
‘ Thatt if the Sufferer rise from his sick 

^ ‘Hence he will gain a firmer mind, to cope 
t^With a bad world, and foil the Tempter’s 
^ ; . arts. 

XXIX 

, THE COUMINATION SERVICE 

Shun not this Rite, neglected, yea ab¬ 
horred, • 

By some of ^preflecting mind, as filing 
^ Man-to curse man, (thought monstrous 
linS appalling.) 

Go thou and hear the threatenings of 
)' ' the Lord i 

' Ustening within his Temple see his 
♦sword 

TJnsh^thed ' in wrath to strike the 
r> bead,. 


• T I 

1 "^ , , 1 ^ 




Thy own, if sorrow for thy sin be dead. 
Guilt unrepented, pardon unimplored. ' 
Two aspects bears Truth needful for 
salvation; • >*- 

Who knows not that ?—yet would this 
delicate age « 

Look only on the Gospel’s brighter page :' 
Let light and dark duly our thoughts 
employ ; 

So shall the fearful words of Commina-. ' 
tion 

Yield timely fruit of peace and love and'' 
joy. 

• XXX 

FORMS OF PRAYER AT SEA 

To Sneeling Worshippers no earthly 
floor 

Gives holier invitation than the deck 
Of a storm-shattered Vessel saved from ■ 
Wreck 

(When all that Man could do avail'd no j 
more) 

By him who raised the Tempest and 
restrains : 

Happy the crew who this'^have felt, and’- 
pour 

Forth for his mercy, as the Church 
ordains, 

Solcinu thanksgiving. Nor will they ' 
implore 

In vain who, for a rightful cause, give 
breath 

To words the Church prescribes aiding . 
the lip 

For the heart’s sake, ere ship with hostile 
ship 

Encounters, armed for work of pain 
and death. 

Supfiliants! the God to whom your ' 
cause ye trust 

Will listen, and ye know that He Is 
just. 

XXXI 

* FUNERAL SERVICE 

From the Baptismal hour, thro* weal 
and woe. 

The Church extends her care to thought 
and deed ; 

Nor quits the Body when the Soul is 
freed. 

The mortal weight cast off to be laid low.-' 
Blest Rite for him who hears in faith, 

“ I know ^ 

^That my Redeemer liveth,”—hears each 
word 

That follows—striking on some Jdndired.'' 

chord ■ . 

Deep in the thankful heart:—-yet tears vi 
will flow. I, 

Man is as grass that sprlngeth up at mom,', i 
Grows greei% and is cut down and 
withereth- v;:’ 


r ECCLESIASTICAL SONNETS 


ni^tfaU-^trutli that well may daim { 
. asigh^ ‘ , I 

I'ta natural echt>; but hope comes reborn 


i esu^s bidding. 
>eatb 


rejoice. 


Where is thy stin^ ?—O Grave where is 
thy Victory ? ” 

XXXII 

RURAL CEREMONY^ , 

'' - Closing the sacred Book which long has* 
' led 

Pur meditations, give we to a day, 

- Of annual joy one tributary lay ; 

This day, when, forth by rustic music led. 

’ The village Children, while the sky is red 
With evening lights, advance in long 
array 

Through the still church-yard, each 
with garland gay, [head 

That, carried sccptre-Iike, o’ertops the 
Of the proud Bearer. To the wide 
church-door, 

Charged with these offerings which their 
fathers bpre 

For decoration in the Papal time, 

■- The innocent Procession softly moves :— 
The spirit of Laud is pleased in heaven’s 
pure-clime, 

And Hooker’s voice the spectacle 
approves 1 

XXXIII 

REGRETS 

WouL'D that our scrupulous Sires had 
dared to leave [rites 

Less scanty measure of those “graceful 
And usages, whose due return invites 
A stir of mind too natural to dcceiye ; 
Giving to Memory help when she would 
weave 

A Crown for Hope !—I dread the boasted 
lights 

That ^ too often are but fiery blights, ' 
Killing the bud o’er which in vs In i,re 
grieve. 

Go, seek, when Christmas snows dis¬ 
comfort bring, [church 

The counter Spirit found in some gay 
Green with fresh holly, every pew a 
perch [sing. 

In which the linnet or the thrush might 
Merry and loud and safe from prying 
search. 

. Strains offered only to the genial Spring. 

' XXXIV 


MUTABILITY 

f FkoM low to high doth dissolution 
climb, 

'And sink from high to low, along a 
scale . 






Of awful notes, whose concord shall not 
^ fail; 

A musical but melancholy chime. 

Which they can bear wno me/jdle not . 
with crime. 

Nor avarice, nor over-anxious nare. s 
Truth fails not; but her outwkrd forms 
that bear 

The longest date do melt like frosty rime. 
That in the morning whitened hill and 
. plain 1 - , 

And is no niore; drop like the’nower 
sublime 

Of yesterday, which royally did weal, ,, 
His crown of weeds, but could not eveif 
■ sustain 

Some casual shout that broke the silent 


each the urimaginable touch of Time. 

[head ,, v 

IS the AAAV 

-vvricle OLD ABBEYS 

Monastic Domes! following my down- 
their wgr i way, , 

Untouched by due regret I yohr 

fall! ■. ' •' », '■ ■ 

es :— Now, ruin, b'^auty, ancient stillness, all 
iveri’s Dispose tp„ judgmeutjs temperate as we 
lay “ V 

ctacle On our past selves in life’s decUiing day: 
For as, by discipline of Time made wise. 
We learn to toleratt? the infirmities 
And faults of others—gently as he may, v 
, , Su with our own the mild Iiistructoc 

i had deals, 

[rites Teaching us to forget them or forgive, 
aceful Perversely curious, then, for hidden ill 

Why should we break Time’s charitable 
! seals ? 

vould Once ye were holy, ye are holy still; 

Your spirit freely let me drink, and live 1 

x'kxvi 

thtS, ' EMIGRANT FRENCH CLEKQY 

m iii'c ]Tv£ji while I speak, the sacred rpofs 
of France _ 

L Arc shattered into dust j and'*'$elf- 

exiled 

5 gay pi-Qtii altars threatened, levelled, , or' 

® defiled. 

Wander the Ministers of God, as chance 
fttigiit ; Opens a way for life, or consonance 
•rying q| f^ith invites. More welcome to no , 
. -p land 

pring. The fugitives than to the British strand. 
Where ■ priest and layman with the ' 
vigilance 

Of true compassion greet them. Creed' ■ 
dissolution and test 

Vanish before the unreiierved embrac« 
mg a Of catholic humanity 1 —distrest 

They came,—and, whUe’ the itierdl 

temped '• ■ r 



Ecclesiastical sounets . 
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Iliroaghout th« Country they have left, 
our shores • 

Give to their Faith % fearless resting* 
place. 

• • XXXVII 

^ COlrt>llATULAT10N 

Thus all things lead to Charity, secured 
By THEiSl^vho blessed the soft and happy 

• 'gSle • 

That landward urged the great Deliverer’s! 

• sail, , ' 

Till in the sunny bay his fleet was moored ! 
Propitious hour! had we, like them, 

It .1 endured 

Sore stress of ai>pi%bpnslon,^ with ’a 
mind * 

Sickened by injuries, dreading worse 
• designed. 

From month to month tremBling dtoJ 
unassured, • 

How had we then rejoiced ! But we 
hftvc felt. 

As a loved substance, their futurity : 
Good, which tlwy dared not jor, 

we have see^ ; ^ 

^ State whdfee-generous flrill through 
earth is dealt; ^ 

A • State—which^ balancmg herself 
between ' 

Licence "and slavish order, dares be 
free. 

XXXVIIl 

* NEW CHURCHES 

But liberty, and triumphs on the Main, 
And laurelled armies, not to be witli- 
stood—*- 

'What serve they ? if, on transitory good 
' luient, and s^ulcnis of abject gain. 

The t^ate (ah, surely not preserved in 
- ' vain !) . 

' 'Fortvear to shape due channels which 
the Flood 


. Ths^ alhsuBtaining Nile. No more— 
the time 

^'m* conscious of her want; through 
England's tiounds, 

lit ^val haste, the wished-for Temples 
■ ’risci , a| 

;''i Dear their Sabbath bells’ harmonious 

rlotft oti^e breeaa—the heavenliest 8f 
■all sounds 

■' Ihftt Vdle &c hill prolongs or multiplies ! 
XXXIX 

CHURCH^TO BE ERECTED 

Bk^&ib the chosen site; the virgin sod, 
Moistened from age to age by dewy eve, 
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.Atis Si-at*- 


Shall disappear, and grateful eaarl3i 
receive 

Ttfe Corner-stone from hands that buiJd 
to God. * 

Yon ceverend hawthorns, hardened 4o 
the rod • 

Of winter storms, yet budehngcheerfully; 

Those forest oaks of Druid memory, 

Shalllong survive, to shelter the Abode 
Of genuine Faith. Where, haply, ’mid 
this band 

Of daisies, shepherds sate of yore and 
wove 

May-%arlands, there let the haJy altar 
stand 

For lyieeling adoration ;—while—above. 

Broods, visibly i>ortrayed, the mystic 
Dov'e, 

That shall protect from blasphemy the 
Land. 

XL 

CONTINUED 

Mine ear has rung, my spirit sunk sub* 
dued, 

Sharing the strong emotion of the- 
crowd. 

When eacli pale brow to dread hosannas 
bowed 

While cloud; of incense moimting veiled 
the rood. 

That glimmered like a pine-tree dindy 
viewed 

Through Alpine vapours. Such applA* 
ling rite 

Our C'hurch prepares not, trusting to the 
might 

Of simple truth with grace divine im¬ 
bued ; 

Yet will we not conceal the precious 
Cross, 

Like men ashamed: the Sun with his 
first smile 


Of sacred truth may enter—till it brood^^^all greet that symbol crowming the 

O’er the wide realm, as o’er the Egyptian 1 * ■ 

.jilain 


And the fresh air of incense-breathing 
morn [moss 

Shall wooingly embrace it; and green 

Creep round its arms through centuries 
unborn. 

XLI 

NEW CUURCH-YARD 

The encircling ground, in native turf 
arrayed, 

now by solemn consecration given 

To social interests, and to favoogiitg 
Heaven, 

And where the rugged colts their gam* 
bc'ls plaved. 

And wild deer bounded 'through 'the 
forest glade. 

Unchecked as when by merry Outlaw, 
i oriven. 
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Shall ^hyr^ of prafse resound at morn 

. andeyeui 

And soon/'full soon, the lonely Sext&n's 
spade 

,ShaU wound the tender sod. Bncinc* 
. ' ■»* tore small, c 

But infinite its grasp of weal and woe ! 
-Hopes, fears, in never-ending ebb and 
flow;— 

„The spousal trembling,‘*and tl)e “dust 
' to dust,” 

The prayers, the contrite struggle, 
and the trust 

That to the Almighty Father looks 
f through all. 

XLII 

CATHEDRALS, ETC. 

. Open your gates, ye everlasting Piles! 
Types of the spiritual Church which God 
hath reared; 

Not loth we quit the newly-hallowed 
sward 

And humble altar, 'mid your sump¬ 
tuous aisles 


Where light and shade rqtoBdf where 
* music dwells 

Lingering—and #andering on as loth, 
to die; ^ ' 

Like thoughts whose very sweetings 
yieldeth proof » ■ 

That they were born for immoi lality.''' ‘' 

- \ 
k 

XLIV ” - 

THE SAME 

What awfu'r perspective! whilH from 
our sight 

With gradual stealth the lateral wind^^ 
hide i. ' ? 

Their Portraitures, their stone-work 
glimmers, dyed 

In the soft chequerings of a sleepy l*ght. 
liAlart^T, King, or sainted Eremite, 
Whoe’er ye be, that thus, yourse^r-.» 
unseen. 

Imbue your prison-bars with , solemn 
sheen. 

Shine o*',, until ye fade with coming 

r^ight!- 

Biit, from the arms of silence—list •. 


bursteth into second life ^ 


To kneel, or thrid your intricate defiles.! oiist ' 

Or down the nave to pace in motion 

' 4 , 11 ! The note^'uxiu-iate. every stone is kissed 

Watching, wi^ upward eje, the fall By sound, or ghost of sound,, in mazy 
lowtrgrow I strife; ^ 

Heart-tlwilling strims. that cast, befpre 
the eye ‘ ^ 

Of the devout, a veil of ecstasy I 


immense 

• -And glorious Work of fine intelligence ! 
,, Oive all thou canst; high Heaven rejec^ 
the lore 

*' Of nicely-calculated less or more ; 

. 'So deenied the man who fashioned for 
tlu) sense 

^ These lofty pillars, spread that branching 
roof 

slf-poised, and scooped into ten thousand 
V. - -. cells. 


grow 

And mount, at every step, with living 
« wiles 

Instinct—to rouse the heart and lead the 
will 

By a bright ladder to the world above. 

Open your gates, ye Monuments of love 
. Divine ! thou Lincoln, on thy sovereign 
hill! 

Thou, stately York! and Ye, whose 
splendours cheer 

Isis and Cam. to patient Science dear! 

' 

Inside of king’s collegi: chaper. 

CAMBRIDGE 

‘ Tax not the royal 'Saint with vain 
expense. 

With ill-matched aims the Architect 
' who planned— 

Albeit labouring for a scanty band I pau 

white robed Scholars only—this^Lead to that younger Pile, whose' 


. XLV _. 

CONTINUED ' * 

They dreamt not of a pciC-shable homir?*;^, 
Who thus could build. ' Be, mine, 
hours of fear - , ■ ' 

Or grovelling thought, to seek a reftige'' 
here; , 

Or through the aisles of Westminster 
roam: , ' 

Where bubbles burst, and folly’s daaeiug .,, 
foam ' '-'“■'y 

Melts, if it cross the threshold; whd’e : 

the wreath . . 

Of awe-struck wisdom droops : or le^ mf ■ V 
~ath 


like dome 

!'| Hath typified by reach of daring art' ^i,. 
-■ infinity’s embrace,; whose'*''guardiBi|'..<;' 

1 *6rest, . , > * - , 

The silent cross, among the stars j^all'C- 
spread 

As now, when She hath also seen-hear 
breast , ■ 

Filled with mementos* satiate wit!} its .. 
-part 

Of jgrateful England's 
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, ... XLVI 

*' EJACULATION * 

Glory to God' and to the Power who 
came 

In filial duly, clothed with love divine. 
That mgde His human tabernacle shine 
Like Ocean burning with purpureal 
flfiine; 

0r Ske the Alpine Mount, vthat takes 
its name ^ 

From roseate hues, far |{enned at morn 
,, and even. 

In hours of peace, or when the storm is 
• driven 

Along the nether region’s rugged frame ! 
Earth prompts—Heaven urges ; let us 
seek the light, 

Sfhdious of that pure intercourse begun 
When first our infant brows their lasflre 
won; • 

So, like the Mountain, may we grow more 
bright 

From unimpeded commerce with the 
Sun, « , 

At the approacj] of ail-involvingiiigfat. 


XLVII . 

CONCLUSION 


Why sleeps the future, as a snake ea*' 
rolled. 

Coil within coil, at noon-tide'<? For 
the Word * 

Yields, if with unpresumptuous faith 
explored, [unjfold 

Power at whpse touch the sluggard shall 
His drowsy rmgs. Look forth !—that^ 
Stream behold, 

That Stream upon whose bosom we 
yhave passed [effaced 

Floating at ease while nations have 
Nations, and Death has gathered to 
■< • his fold 

Long lines of mighty Kings—look forth, 
my soul ! 

(Nor in this vision be thou slow to trust),-y 
The living waters, less and less by guilt 
Stained and polluted, brighten as they 
roll. 

Till they have reached the eternal City— ^ 
built ♦ 

For the perfected Spirits of the just I 
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fonowlog Stanzas are a memorial of a 
' day passed with Sir Walter Scott, and othef- 
.Friends visiting the Banks of the Yarrow 
under his guidance, immediately before bis 
I' departure from Abbotsford, for Naples. 

I-, The title“YarrowRevisited” will stand in no 
need of eaplanation, for Readers acquainted 
with the Author's previous poems suggested 
; by that celebrated Stream.] 

-->Tue gallant Youth, who may have 
.. gained, ’ * 

Or seeks, a “ winsome Marrow,” • 
Was but an Infant in the lap • ^ 
When first I looked on YarrotiP; 

Once more, by Newark’s Castl£-gate 
. Long left without a warder, 

-V-. I stood, looked, listened, and with Thee, 
' Gceat Minsti^l of the Border I 

, Cfj^ave thoughts ruled wide on that sweet 
. day; • ' . 



■< s'„. * -,t. ..V .1 4 


I In gentle bosoms, while sere leaves 
Were on the bough, or falling : 

^ut breezes played, and sunshine 
gleamed— 

The forest to embolden ; 

Reddened the liery hues, and shot 
Transparence through the golden. 

For busy thoughts the Stream flowed on 
In foamy agitation; 

And slept in many a crystal pool 
For quiet contemplation : 

No public and no private care 

The freeborn mind enthralling, • • 
We made a day of happy hours. 

Our happy days recalling. 

Brisk Youth appeared, the Morn of 
youth. 

With treaks of graceful folly,— , 

Life’s teuperate Noon, her sober Eve, 
Her night not melancholy : 
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Past, prisent, future, aU appeared 
In namony united. 

Like ^ests that nteet, and sutne from far, 
By cordial love iiivitcd. 

And if, as Yarrow, through the Wf)()ds 
AUd down the meadow ranging, 

Did meet us with unaltered face. 
Though we were changed, and chang¬ 
ing ; 

If, fherit some natural shadows spread 
Oitr inward prospect over, 

The soul’s deep valley was not slow , 

’ Its brightness to recover. 

Bternal blessings on the Muse, 

And her divine employment ! 

The blameless Muse, who trains her Sons 
For hope and calm eujoyineut ; 
Albeit sickness, lingering yet. 

Has o’er their pillow brooded ; 

And Care waylays their steps—a .Sprite 
Nut easily eluded. 

For thee, O Sed^ ! compelled to change 
Green Hildon-hill and Cheviot 
For warm Vesuvio’s vine-clad slopes ; 

And leave thv Tweed and Tiviot 
For mild Soronto’s Inree/v waves; 

May classic Fancy, Unking 
.With native Fancy’her fresh aid. 
l^eserve thy heart from sinking ! 

O ! while they minister to thee, 

. Each vying with the other. 

May Health retturi to mellow Age 
With Strength, her venturous brother ; 
And Tiber, and each brook and rill 
Fenowned in song and sttjry. 

With unimagined beauty shine. 

Nor lose one ray of glory ! 

For Thou, upon a hundred streams. 

By tales of love and sorrow. 

Of faithful love, undaunted trntli, 

Hast shed the power cif Yarrow ; I 
And streams unknown, hills yet unseeu, 
'Wherever they invite Thee, 

.At parent Nature’s grateful call. 

With gladness must requite Thee. 

A nacious welcome shall be thine. 

Such looks of love and honour 
As thy own YaTr<}w gave to me I 

. When first 1 gazed upon her : 

Beheld what I had feared to sec. 
Unwilling to surrender 
Dreams treasured up from early days, 

' The holy and the tender. 

And whj^t, for this frail world, wcu'e all 
That mortals do or suffer, 

. DIfi no responsive haro, no pen, 
Meiporial tribute offer? 

'Ipleiii what were mightv Nature’s self ? 
features, could they wlo, us. . ^ 


Uuhelped by the poetic voice 
That hourly speaks within us ? 

Nor deem that localised Romance 
Plays false with our affections : ‘ 
Unsanctifics our tears—made sport 
For hmciful dejections : * 

Ah, no ! the v'isions of the past ... 

Sustain tj^e heart in feeling ,. . 
Life as she is—our changeful Life. 

'■With friends and kindred dealing , 

Bear witness, Ye, whose thoughts tha^~ 
day 

Tn Yarrow's groves were centred ; (■, 

Who^through the Sileht portal arch 
Of inoulderiiig Newprk enter’d ; 

And clonib the winding stair that once 
Too timidly was motmted * 

By tKe “ laS't Minstrel,” Inot the last i) "■ 
Ere Ke his Tale recounted. ^ 

Flow on for ever. Yarrow Stream t ,, 

Fulhl thy pensive duty, 

VVcll plea'^ that future Bards should 
c'aaNt I 

For simple hearts thy'beauty; 

To dream-light rlear while'ye-t unseen, 
l')ear to thp rotnmon ,sunshine, * 

And dearer sflll, as iioyr I feel, 

I'o memory’s shadowy moouslube I 

II 

OM THi DEPAKTURK W SIR W'ALtER 
SCOTT FROM AliUOTSFORD FOR NAPLES 

A TKOlutLE, not of clouds, or weeping 
I'ciin, 

Nor of the setting sun’s pathetic light ' 
l^igendered, han^ o’er Eilctpn’s triple '^ 
“ height : 

Spirits of Power, assembled there, com- ' 
plain 

For kindred Power departing from their ^ 
sight; 

While 1'weed, best pleased in chanting a 
blithe strain, . ^ 

Saddens his voice again, and yet again. 
Lift up your hearts, y'e Mourners I for tfie 
might 

Of the whole world’s good wishes with ' 
him goes ; > 

Blessings and prayers in nobler rctinud r ■ 
Than sceptred king or laurelled con- ' 

. queror knows, 

FoUdw this wondrous Potentate. !Be 
trut, ■ * 

Ye winds «f ocean, and the midland sra,'. 
Waftmg your Charge to soft Partheno^ t 

■ s 

III 

A PLACE OP BURIAL IJN THE SOUTH Of ' 
SCOTLAND 

Part fenced by man, part by a nigged . , 
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That curbs a foaming brook, a Gnavc. 
yard lies ; 

The bare's best couching-place for fear¬ 
less steep ; , 

Which mooiuit elves, far seen by credu- 
kjbs eyes, 

KntejiJn dance. Of church, or sabbath 
. *• ties, . 

No vestige now remains ; yet thither 
• creep • 

Bereft Ones, and in lovrty anguish weep 
Their prayers out to the windandnaked 
skies- 

*l’roud tomb is nope; but rudely-sculp¬ 
tured knights. • 

By humble choice of plain old times, are 
• seen 

Level with earth, among J:hc hjjl^ks 
green: . 

. union not sad. when sunny ciaybrcak 
^smites 

The spangled turf, and neighbouring 
thickets ring * ,, 

With /iiiSi'/af^from the choirs^f sijring. 

• * • IV 

bN THE SIGHT qf A MANSE IN THE SOUTH 
OP%SrOTLAN«b 

Say. *'c far-travelled clouds, far-seeing 
hills— 

‘ Among the happiest-looking homes of 
men 

Scatter’d all Britain over, through deep 
glen. 

On airy upland, and by forest rills, 
t And oler wide plains cheered by the lark 
that trills 

■ Bis sky-born warblings—does aught 
f. nleet your ken 

More nt to animate the Poet’s pen, 
'Aught .that mote surely by its aspect 
fills 

Pure minds with sinless envy, than the 
Abode 

Of the good Priest: who, faithful 

j', through iiill hours 

' To his high charge, and trulv serving 

V God. 

i Bas yet a he-art and hand for trees and 
fioarers, ^ 

‘ Enjoys the walks his predecessors trod, 

' Not covets lineal rights in lands igid 
towers. . • • ^ 

V 

'' OOMPOSSsTIK RQS^IH CHANEL, DUglNG A 
, *' St’oRM 

wind is new thy organist s—a clank 
\fWe Icnow pQt tt^phnpe) ministers for a 


Of music reached its height, and even, 
when sank ‘ 

The notes, in prelude, Roslin I to a 
blank 

Of silence, how it thrilled thy siunptuous 
roof, '■ 

Pillars, and arches,—not in vain time- 
proof. 

Though Christian rites be wanting 1 
From what bank 

Came those live herbs ? by what hand' 
were they sown 

Wlere dew falls not, where rain-drops 
seem unknown ? 

Y^t in the Temple they a friendly niche 
Share with their sculptured fellows, that, 
green-grown. 

Copy their beauty more and more, and 
’ preach. 

Though mute; of all things blending into 
one. 

vr 

THE TROS-SACHS 

Tmerf’s not a nook within this solemn 
Pass, 

But were an apt confessional for One< 
Taught by his summer spent, his autunjn 
gone. 

That IJfe is but a tale of morning era^ 
Withered at eve. From scenes of aft 
which chase 

Th.at thought away, turn, and with watch¬ 
ful eyes 

Feed it ’mid Nature’s old felicities. 

Rocks, rivers, and.smooth lnkc< more. 

clear than glass ' ., 

Untouched, nnbreathed upon. Thricb ■ 
happy quest, 

If from a golden perch of asf^ spray 
(October’s workmanship to rival ■May') ' 
The pensix'c warbler of the ruddy breast ' 
That moral sweeten by a heaven-taught 
' lay, ' ' • 

Lulling the year, with all its car^s, to ' 
rest! 

VII 

The pibroch's notc.^ disc-ountenanced or 
mute ; , " ' 

The Roman kilt, degraded to a toy 
Of quaint apparel fOT a half-spoilt boy; - 
The target mouldering like ungathered ' 
fruit: 

The smoking steam-boat ea^ in pursuit,' 
As eagerly pursued; umbrctlta 

spread ' 

To weather-fend the Celtic herdsman's 

. iiead— . . . - - 

All speak of manners withering to 
root, 'V 

And of old honours, too, and passioM 
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Then may we ^k, though pleased that 
thought shohld range 
Among the ccmc^nests of civility, 

' Survives imagination—to the change 
Superior ? Help to virtue dues she 
give ? 

' If not. O Mortals, better cease to live ! 


: COMPOSED IN THE C.I.EN OF LOCH FTIVE 

** This Land of Rainbows spanning 
' glens whose walls, v 

Rock-built, are hung “with rainbow- 
coloured mists— 

Of far-stretched Meres whose salt flood 
never rests— 

Of tuneful Caves and playful Water¬ 
falls— 

Of Mountains varying momently their 
crests— 

Proud be this Land I whose poorest huts 
are halls 

Where Fancy entertains becoming 
guests ; 

While native song tlie heroic Past recals.” 
’’Thus, in the net of her own v is'ies 
caught. 

The Muse (‘xclaimed; but Story now 
! .. must hide 

; Her trophies. Fancy crouch ; the course 
Jf,-. of pride 

ili^as been diverted, other lessons taught, 
* That make the Patnot-spint bow her 
V ' head ^ 

'Where the ull-conqucriug Roman feared 
to tread. 


EAr.LES 

ymurosuD Jli!t ounoluv castle in the bay 

OF OBAN 

Dishonoured Rock and Ruin! that, 
by law ' 

S.;Tyrannic, keep the Bird of Jove em- 
barred 

'' Like a lone criminal whose life is spared. 
‘' -Ve;Ked is he, and screams loud. The last 
1 saw 

f jWiM* cm the wing; stooping, he struck 
with awe 

^Man, bird, and beast; then, with a con- 
V sort paired. 

''■.IFtom a bold headland, their loved aery’s 
guard, 

high above Atlantic waves, to draw 
.'flight from ^the fountain of the setting 
sun. 

was this Prisoner once ; and, when 
' j V' his plumes 

sea-blast raffles as the stcuiii comes 


AND OTHER POEMS ‘ . ' 


• " 

His rank ’mong freeborn creatures thdt 
live free. 

His power, his beauty, and his m&jesty. '' 

IN THE SOUND OF MULL 

Tradition, be thou mute! Ohlivion, ‘ 
throw ' *, 

Thy veil in mercy o’er the records, hunw 
Round strath end mountain, stamped , 
by the ancient tongue 
On rock and ruin darkening as we go,— 
Spots where a word,,ghost-like., survived. • 
,to show 

What crimes from hate, or desperate love, , 
have sprung; ^ 

Knim honour misconceived, or fancied 
Vrong,* ^ 

What feuds, not quenched but fed by 
mutual woe. 

Yet, though a wild vindictive Rac€^ un- 
tam^ ^ ^ 

By cjvibf^ts and labours f.f the pen, ■; 
Could gentlenj;ss be scotmed‘^by those 
fierce Meri, , i. ‘ ^ 

Who, to spreadT wide the reverence they 
claimed , ' 

For patriarchiTl occupations, name^ 

Yon tow'ering I'eaks, " ShephOTds of ' 
litive Glen ? ’ 1 


SUCr.ESTED AT TYNDJIUM IN A STORM 

Enough of giurlands, of the Arcadian 
crook, ' 

And all that Greece and Italy have sunj^^lg 
Of Swains reposing myrtle groves am^g i ™ 
Ours couch on naked rocks,—will cfpss a.-- 

j 

Swoln with chill rains, nor ever casta looie^ 
This way or that, or give it dven 
thought '*• '■/ " : < . 

More than by smoothest pathway may ^ ■: 

tirought ■ ' 

Into a vacant mind. Can written bdok' 
Teach what thtfv learn? Up, hardy 
Mountaineer! 

And guide the Bard, ambitious to be Onei‘‘^ 
Of Nature’s privy council, as thou art,'. ■' 
On cloud-sequestered heights, that 

and hear -'t'Ji 

Tq wh^ dread Powers He delegates bu 

, ‘paft ■ ' 'V .' ' ’'-f l-'’A 

On earfti, who wotrks, m tbe^eave|i; t 
heavei^s, alone. ' 

XII . 


XII . *41 

THE EARL OF BREADALBANK S RUTNE&i^ 
MANSION, AND FAWLV BURIAL- 
PLACE, NEAR^ILLIN 

Well 'sang' fhe Baj^d wbd 'uklled^ 

- .grave, * 
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rhoiightfm and sad the " nar;row house 
No stvle 

Of fond sepulchral flattery can beguile 
Grief of her sting . nor cheat, where he 
detair\g * 

The sleeping dust, stern Death How 
reconcile 

With tfuth. or with ench othei» decked 
rem uns 

Of ea once warm Abode, and that neji 
Pile, 

For the departed, built with curious pains 
Anct mdusolean pemp ’ Yet here th<.> 
stand • 

Together — niid trim walks md artffll 
bowers. 

To bfc looked down upon bv ancien* hills 
That for the living and the deail tdeni ii el^ 
XElda prompt a harmony of gtiianu 
powers, 

ConcoriA that elevates the mind, and 
stills 

. •XIII % • 

# M nrsj A!»D %!• llIANkgH I * ’ 

AT THr Ht^n Ol CLriMROf 

DouTilino and doubling with laborious 
walk, • • ■* 

Who, thft has glined at length the 
wished ioT Height, 

This brief this simple na> side Call can 
^ slight 

And rests not thankful ’ Whether j 
cheered by talk 

With some loved fnend, or bv the unseen 
hawk I 

Whistlmg toclpuds and skv born streams, | 
that shine 

At the sun’s outbreak, as with light 
divme, 

Rftt they descend to nourish root and 

* 

Of valley flowers Nor while the limbs 
repose, 

\ ^Ul we forget that, as the fowl can keep 
, Absolute snlluess, poised aloft in air 
Ahd Ashes front, unmoved, the torrent s 
sweep,— ^ 

$o may the *^oul, through powers that 
Faith bestows, 

Wm rest, afld ease, and peace, with 
bliss that Angels share 

. 

HIGHLAND H1;T • 

Sgs what gay wild flowers deck thi<> 
earth built Cot, 

Whose smoke, for|h-i5Sumg whence and 
jfiow it mav, ^ 

Shines m the greetr^ of the sun s fir«t 
ray 

lake wreathaa of vapour without stain or 


1 he, limpid mountain rill ^oids it not. 

And whv shouldst thou r—If rightly 
trained and bred, 

Hiimanitv is h imblh, finds no spot 

Which her Hcavtn giudlbd feet rffuse to 
t't ad 

Thew tlK ire cracked, sunk is the flowery 
ro f 

^Indrossid the pithw ly leading to the 
dotr, 

But lc\e IS N'ltuie loies the lonely 
PtMT 

Search* for their wrrth, some gentle 
heart wrong prof f 

Mctk ^itticnt kind, and, wtre its trials 
lew er 

Belikt Irss happy —Stand no more 
alo f '1 


rightly 


THl HIGHLAND BROACH 
The exact resemblincc which the old*'Broadi 
(still in use tbou{,h ran ly me with unongthe 
11 el Imdf rbj bears to the Roman I ibula must 
bti kt every one and concurs with the platcl 
and k It tf rtcal to mind the communication 
whi h the ancient Romans bad with this 
remote country 

li to Tradition faith be due 

And echoes from old verst speak true, 

I re the mei k S iint, f olumba, bore 
(>1 id tiduigs to Tenas shore 
No cemmen light of nature blessed 
The mountain region of the west, 

4 Imd wheic genth manners ruled 
O tr men in diimtltss virtues schooled, 

I That raised for rc ntunes, a bar 
i Impervious to the tide of war 
\ct peaceful 4rts did entrance gam 
Whete haUfht) Force had striven In 
vain 

4nd mid the wrrks of skilful hands. 

By wanderers brought from foreign 
• lands 

And various dimes, was not unknown 
The clasp that hxed the Roman (,own , 
The 1 ibula, whose shape I ween. 

Still in the Highland Broach is seen. 
The silver Broach of massy frame. 
Worn at the breast of some grav e Dame 
road or path or at the door 
fern thatched hut on heathy moot 
yBut delicate of >urc its mould, 

^d the material finest gold , 

As might beseem the fairest Fair, 
Whether *he graced a roval chair. 

Or shed within a vaulted hall. 

No farlciei lustre on the wiU 
Where shi^^lds of mightv heroes hung. 
While Fingal heard what Ossian sung 

The heroic Age expired—it slept 
Deep i|i Its tconb —the bramble crept 
^ t See Nete. • 
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O’er Finga^’f hearth ; the grassy 
Grew on tbH^oors his sous had troa : 
Malvina ! where art thou ? Their statj: 
The nohlest'born must abdicate : 

The fairest, while with hrc and sword 
Come Spoilers—horde impelling horde. 
Must walk the sorruwmg mountains, 
drest 

By ruder hands in homelier vest. 

'^Yet still the female bosom lent, 

And loved to borrow, ornament; 

Still was its inner w'orld a place 
Reached by the dews of heavenl^ grace : 
•Still pity to this last retreat 
Clove fondly ; to his favourite sfat 
• I-ove Wound his way by soft npproacli. 
Beneath amassier Highland Broach. 

When alternations came of rage * 

Yet fiercer, in a darker age : 

-And feuds, where, clan encountering 
dlan. 

■ The weaker perished to a man ; 

For maid and mother, when despair 
Might else have triumphed, baffling 

prayer. 

One small possession lacked not powcar, 

, Provided in a calmer hour, 

To meet such need as might befall— 
Roof, raiment, bread, or burial 
For w'oman, even of tears bereft. 

The hidden silver Broarh was left. 

As generations come and go 

Their arts, their customs, ebb and flow ; 

■ Fate, fortune, sweep strong powers away. 
And feeble, of themselves, deca}'; 

What poor abodes the heir-loom hide. 
In w]iich the castle once took pride ! 
Tokens, once kept as boasted wealth. 

If saved at all, are saved by stealth. 

Lo 1 ships, frorri seas by nature barred. 
Mount along ways by man prepared: 
,An.d in far-stretching vales, whose 
streams 

. Spek other seas, their canvas gleams. 

Lo! busy towns spring up, on coasts 
'.'Thronge'd yesterday by airy ghosts : 

■ Soon, like a lingering star forlorn 
;,.Axuong the novelties of room, 

‘'While young delights on old encroach. 

, Will vanish the last Highland Broach. 


1 And clears Oblivion from rej^oacb» 

May render back the Highland Broach.^ 

I 

XVI ‘ *' 

Tint nno'OvNiE 

Upon a small island not far from the head of 
Loyh Lomond, are some remaiiWOr an anciept 
buildia?, which was for several the 

abode of a solitary Individual, one of 4 be last 
survivors of the plan qf MacfarlertR, once 
powerful k, that neighbourhood. Passing 
along the shore opposite this island in the -■ 
year 1814, the Author learned these par- 
tioul.irs. ,ani tliat this person then living th^e 
had accjiiired the appellation of “The Brownie," 
bee ’■ i lie lirowuie s Cell," p. 240, to which 
the following is n sequel. 

“How disappeared he?” Ask thefnewf 
* and toad ; 

Asl' of his fellow men, and they wSWcil 
How he was found, cold as an icicle. 
Under an arch of that forlorn gibode ; 
Where he, unpropp’d, and by tlw 
iWtfhering flood ,, 

Of ^rs hemm’d round, hf^ ^welt, prc. * 
pareckto try * v ^ ^ 

Priv.ation’Si’Woret extbemitie-s, and die- 
With no one near s^ave the omnipresent 
God.* , « 

Verily so to live was an awful choice— 

A choice that wears the aspect of a doom ; 
But in the mould of mercy all is cast 
For Souls familiar with the eternal Voice^.^^ 
And this forgotten Taper to the last 
Drove from itself, we trust, all frightful 
gloom. 


xvir 




TO THE PIANET VENUS, AN BVfNtHC 
STAR 

COMPOSED AT UCH JJO^OVB 

Thouoh joy attend Thee mient at the 
birth " ' ■ 

Of dawn, it cheers the lofty spirit most 
To watch thy course when Day-t&ght 
fled from earth. ' ‘ 

In the grey sky hath left his lingering.'*.' 

Ghost, ' ■ ' ' ff< 

Perplexed a%,if between a splendour lostfl , 
.And splendour slowly mustering. Since ' 
-l the Sun, ' , 

*' The absolute, the world-absorbing One, 


But when, from out their viewless bed?L ^ much the Broach is sometimes prised ■ 
Like vaoours. vears have rolled arfU 1?^ cersons in humble.stattohs may be gathecM 


Like vapours, years have rolled adU 
spread: 

And this poor verse, and worthier lays, 
Shall yiiria no light of love or praise ; 
Then, by the sp&de, or cleaving plough, 
'.’Or torrent from the mountain's brow, 
/Or whirlwind, reckless what his might* 

; Entombs, or forces into light; 

)^[iad Chance, a volunteer ally, 


, - _ ... ™ay i>e gathertld . 

froiff an occurtence menuoqecfto me by a fehMte'. 
friend.* She had had an op'pprtuiiky oflMaEia''' ' 
fiUiig a poor old woman in her owti 'hut, 
mshing to make a return, said to bet daunSV^ ■ • 
in Erse, in a tone of plaintive eam«tne^‘<. 1 
would give anythini^have, but t Wj* 

(foes not msh for ri iMPr oach I **- and, mhriite ■ ' 
these words, she put her h'aibd upon tns'THr^tib' 
whidi fastened her , bemhief, and Witldk, she ' 
Imagina^ 1 m4 
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# 

Relinquished half his empire to the host 
i^mboldened by thy guidance, holy Star, 
Holy ^ princely, who that looks on thee 
Touching, as iA>w, in thy humility • 
The mountain borders of this seat of 
care, ^ 

Can question that thy countenance is 
.bii»ht. , 

Celestial Power, as much with love as 
•light ? 

XVIII 

• » BOTrtWELL CASTLE 

(passed unseen on account of stormy ^ 

WBATMEB) 

IjCMUiiEn in Bothwell's towers, at times 

the Brave • * ^ 

(Ss»^autiful is Clyde) forgot to mo]|rn 
The liberty they I’rst at Bannockburn. 
Once on^hose steeps I roamed at large, 
and nave 

In mind the landscape, as if still in-^^ht; 
The river glides, the woods bcforiSm% 

^ wave: , • f 

Then why repine*that nov^ in '-ain I 
crave 

Needless renewal of %n old deiight ? 
Better to ^hank a dear and long-past 
day 

For joy its sunny hours were free to give 
J^an blame the present, that our wish 
hath crost. 

Memory, like sleep, hath powers which 
dreams obey. 

Dreams, vivid dreams, that are not 
fugitive: 

How little thalf she cherishes is lost! 

XIX 

7ICT17RB OP bANIEL IN THE LIOn’S DEN, 
AT HAMILTON PALACE 

Attkn a fertile region grecu with wood 
And fresh with Tivere, well did it become 
ducal Owner, in his palace-home 
naturalise this taivny Lion brood ; 
Children of Art, that claim strange 
, brq^ierhood 

(Couched in their den) with those that 
, . roam at large 

Ovor the burnine wilderness, and charge 
.The wind with tirror while they roar for 
food. 

Satiate are fhts» ; and still to eye snd 
ears , * • 

1161100, While We gaze, a more enduring 
iear! 

Yet k the Prophet^calm, nor would the 

Dau^ tom—if hisCoilipanioas, how be- 
droWsed 

Outstretched and listlese* Were by hungo* 
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Man^iaced him here, and God. he knows, 
can save. 

XX 

THE AVO^ 

A FEEDER OF THE ANNAN 

Avon— a precious, an immortal name I 
Yet is it one th^t other rivulets bear 
Like this unheard-of, and their channels 
• wear 

Like this contented, though unknown to 
Fame ; 

For ^cSt and sacred is the modest claim 
Of Streams to Nature's love, where’er 
thay flow ; 

And ne'er did Genius slight them, as they 
go. 

■Tree, flower, and green herb, feeding 
without blame. 

But Praise can waste her voice on work of 
tears. 

Anguish, and death : full oft where inno¬ 
cent blood 

Has mixed its current with the limpid 
flood, 

Her heavcii-oflending trophies Glory 
rears: 

Never for like distinction may the good 
Shrink from ihy name, pure RiU, with 
uuplcased cars. 

XXI 

SUGGESTED BY A VIEW FROM AN EMI¬ 
NENCE IN INGLEWOOD FOREST 

The forest huge of ancient Caledon 
Is but a name, no more is Inglewood, 
That swept from hill to hill, from flood 
to flood; 

On her last thorn the nighty moon has 
shone ; 

Yet still, though unappropriate Wild be 
none. 

Faii^ parks spread wide where Adam 
Bell might deign 

With Clym o’ the Clough, were they alive 
again. 

To kill for merry feast their Venison. 
Nor wants the holy Abbot’s^gliding 
Shade 

His church with monumental wreck' 
• bestrown; 

The feudal Warrior-chief, a Ghost un- 
• laid, 

Hlth still his castle, though a skeleton. 
That he may watch by night, and lessons 
con 

Of power that perishes, and rights that 
fade. 

XXII 

HART’S-HORN TRkE, NEAR PEKRITH 

Here stood an Oak, that long had borne 
Rffiwd., . . 
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To his hu'BS trunk, or, wit^ more subtle 
art, , [mixed, 

Among its withering topmost branches 
The palmy antlers of a hunted Hart, ^ 
Whom the Dog Hercules pursued—his 
part • 

Each desperately sustaining, till at last 
Both sank and died, the life-veins of the 
chased 

And chaser bursting here with one di^ 

^ smart. 

^Mutual the victory, mutual the defeat! 
^High was tlje trophy hung with^ pitiless 
pride; [pathy 

Say, rather, with that generous sym- 
That wants not, even in rudest breasts, 
a seat ; [chide 

And, for this feeling’s sake, let no one 
Verse that would guard thy memory,*'] 
Hart’s-horn Tree ! i 


The 


XXIII 

FANCV AND TRADITION 

Lovers took within this anc.eiit 


grove 

Their last embrace ; beside those crystal 
springs 

The Hermit saw the Angel spread his 
wings 

For instant flight; the Sage in ynn alcove 
.Satemusing; outhat hill the Bard would 
" rove, 

' Not .mute where now the linnet only 
sings: 

Thus every where to truth Tradition 
clings. 

Or Fancy localises Powers we love. 
Were only History licensed to take note 
Of things gone by, her meagre monuments 
Would ill suffice for persons and events: 
There is an ampler page for man to j^uote, 
A re.idier book manifold contents. 
Studied alike in palace and in cot. 

XXIV 

countess' PILLAR 

[On the roadside between Penrith and Appleby, 
there stands a pillar with the following m- 
^'.tcripUon:— 

^ “ This pillar was erected, in the year 1636, 
by Anne, Countess Dowager of Pembroke, etc. 

' for a-memorial of her last parting with her 
pious mother, Margaret, Countess Dowageil 
of Cumberland, on the ad of April, i6t6 : in 


Flower than the loveliest of the vnnal 
prime 

Lovelier — transplanted from ' heaven's 
purest clime ! t 

•“Charity never faileth:on that creed/ 
More than on written tbstan^nt or deed, 
The pious Lady built with hope sublime. 
Alms on this stone to be doa}.t out, for 
everi.f *> 

Laus Deo." Many a Stranger ^ssin'g 

Has with that Parting mixed a filial 
sigh. 

Blest its humane Memorial's fon^ fagg- 
deavour; ►■ 

And, fastening on those lines an eye 
tear-glazed. 

Has ended, thouEh no Clerk, with <^'God 
V be praised P’ 

" XXV 

ROMAN ANTIQUITIES 

(from the roman STATION *AT OLD 
PENRITH) 

Ho^/profitless the reAcs that we cull. 
Troubling r<the last Holds t^f ambitiojjiB . 
Rome,t(. ‘ 

Unless they chasten fancies thatir pre« 
sums t' 

Too high, or idle agitations lull I 
Of the world’s flatteries if the brain ■' 
be full, 

Tn have no seat for thought were 
doom, 

Like this old helmet, or the eyeless skull 
Of him who gloried in its nodding plume. 
Heaven out of view, our wishes what' 
are they ? 




upon the stone table placra hard by. 
Deo! "1 


Laus 


- While 4he Pom: gather round, till the 
end of time 

May this bright flower of Charity display 
:• Its bloom, unfolding at the appointed 
day; 

1 See Note. 


Obsolete lamps, whose light so time 
recals; ' ‘ 

Urns without ashes, tearless lacrymals I 

XXVI 

APOLOGY 

FOR THE foregoing POEMS 

No more : the'end is sudden andnbrujpt» 
Abrupt—as without preconceived desi^ 
Was the beginning; yet the several Lays 
Have moved in order^ to each other 

. . continuous and a<^owledged tte 
Though unapparent—uka those Shapes 
distinct , 

That yet survive ensculptured on 
walls 

Of palaces, or temples, 'mid the wreck 
Of famed Peisepolis; #ach following^ach/'' 
As might beseem a stately emba^, ' 

In set srray; ..these bearing in tbeb’. 
hands . 


EVENING VOLUNTARIES 


Ensl^ of civil power, weapon of war. From kindred sources ; while around us 
Or gift to be presented at the throne * , sighed 

Of the Great King; and others, as they (Life’s three first seasons having passed' 
go • . away) 

In priestly ^est, with holy offerings Leaf'Scattering winds; and hoar-frost 
charg^, * sprinkling fell • 

Or leading^ictims drest for sacrifice. (Foretaste of winter) on the moorland 
Nor will^he Power we serve, that sacred heights, 

■ Pcrt/er, . • And every day brought with it tidings new 

The Spirit of humanity, disdain Of rash change, ominous for the public 

A ministration humble but sincere, * weal. 

That from a threshold IdVcd by every Hence, if dejection has too oft encroached,. 

Muse Upon that sweet and tender melancholy 

Us xmpulse took—that sorrow-stricken Whicn may itself be cherished and 
door, • • caressed 

Whence, as a current from its fountain ! More Ahan enough ; a fault so natxiral 
head, I (Even with the young, the hopeful, or the 

Our thoughts have issued, and our feel-J gay) 

ings flowed, • at) For prompt forgiveness will not sue in 

^^saiving.'willingly or not, fresh strength j vain. 


EVENING, VOLUNTARIES 


Calm is the fragrant air, an^ loth to lose 
Day's grateful warlSgth, thairfnoist with 
falling dews. 

Look for the stars, you’ll say that there 

'^L^ok up a second time, and, one by one, 
*You mark them twinkling out with 
silvery light, 

And wonder how they could elude the 
sight! 

The birds, of late so noisy in their 
bowers, ^ 

Warbled a while with faint and fainter 
powots. 

But now are silent as the dim-scen 
flowers : 

Nor does the village Chiurch-clock's iron 
tone 

. The time’s and season’s influence dis- 
■j ‘ . own ; 

‘•'Nine beats distinctly to each other bound 
In drowsy sequence—how ^unlike the 
stfund 

That, in rough winter, oft inflicts a fear 
On fireside listeners, doubting what they 
hear! ' ' 

The shepherd, bent on rising with the sun,i 
-Had closed bis door .before the dav w^ 
done, ^ •* 

And now'with thankful heart to bed doth 
creep. 

And joins his little children in their 
steep. • 

'The%at, lured Icurth wb^e trees the lane 
o'oshade. 

.Flits ipd xeflits aloni^ the close arcade; 


The busy dor-hawk chases the white ■ 
moth 

With burring note, which Industry and 
Sloth 

Might both be pleased with, for it suits 
them both. 

A stream is heard—1 see it not, but 
know 

By its soft music whence the waters flow: 
Wheels and the tread of hoofs are heard 
no more; 

One boat there was, but it will touch the 
shore [oar; 

With the next dipping of its slackened 
Famt sound, that, for the gayest of the 
, Ray. 

Might give to serious thought a moment’s 
sway, 

A% a last token of man’s toilsome day! 

1832. 

II 

ON A HIGH PART OF THE COAST OP 
CUMBERLAND 
EASTER SUNDAY, APRIL 7 
THE author's sixty-third BIRTH-DAY . 

'The Sun, that seemed so mildly to retire,.' 
Flung back from distant climes a stream 
m iiig fire, ’ 

whose blaze is now subdued to tender.,, 
gleams, 

Prelwe of night's approach with imoth- 
- ing dreams. 

Look'round ;—of all the douds not one - 
is moving ; 

'Tis the still hour of thinking, feelidg, 

‘ loving. > 
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> Slieiitr and'St^fast as the vaulted sky, And some, too heedless of past danger. 
The boundless plain of waters seems'^ to court 

lie :— Fresh gales to watt them to 1;he far-off 

Comes that low sound frombreezes rust- , port; • 

ling o'er , Butnear, or banging sea and sky between,. 

The grass-crowned headland that con- Not one of all those winged powers . 

ceals the shore ? seen, . 

No; ’tis the earth-voice of the mighty Seen in ^cr course, nor 'mid this 
I sea, heard ; .i’ 

Whispering how meek and gentle he canr Yet oh ! how gladly would the air,,be 
be ! stirred ^ 

, • Thou Power supreme ! who. eruime to t>^tu-;^^o»l«Jgment ot theua ead 

.Ofie^Sm': dost p*ul off the Brsoious look, j I”*!“ whUe ^rdSS «,S 

. Aud clothe thyself with terrors lihe the ‘S.“'stow* Wk SouTcrfateS 

flood : ° shores ■ 

For tlm brief course that must for me loved vision all things melt: ■ 

remam; „^ , Or like those hymns that soothe with 

Teach me with quick-cared spirit to re- graver sound *" 

joice ; The g i^ y coast of Norway iron-bound; 


In admonitions of thy softest voice I ! 
Whale’er the path these mortal feet may j 
trace. 

Breathe through my soul the blessing of | 
thy grace, i 


; ine g^y coast oi Norway iron-bound; 

I And.^lom the wide ^d open Baltic, 

; With puncXi'at care, * LuthSrian hai^ 
I monies. • 


r * , r -su Hush, not a "olcc is hire! but why repine. 

Glad, through a perfect love, a faith when the star of eve conu|s forth to 

sincere* shine 

Drawn from the wisdom that begins ^ 

With icdry nifiTii ^ ■ 

Glad to expand; and, for a season, fr^ mariners, that plough your onward 
■ From finite cares, to rest absorbed in n r 


Thee! 

1833- 

III 

(by the sea-side) 

The stm is couched, the sea-fowl gone to 
rest, 

And the wild storm hath somewhere 
found a nest ; 


Or in the haven rest, or sheltering bay. 
May silent thanks at least to God be given 
With a full heart; “ our thoughts are 
heard in heaven ! ” * 

1833. 

IV 

Not in the lucid intervals of life 


Air slumbers—wave with wave no linger That come but as a curse to party strife; 


strives, , 

Only a beaving of the deep survives. 


Not in some hour when Pleasure with a. 
sigh 


/A tell-tale motion ! soon will it be laid, I Of languor puts his rosy garland by 1 


And by the tide alone the water swayed. 
; Stealthy withdrawings. intermingliugs 
mild 

' of light with shade in beauty reconciled— 
.. Snehistheprospect far as sight can range. 
'.'"The soothmg recompence, the welcome 
change. 


Not in the breathing-times of that poor 
slave y 

Who daily piles up wealth in Mammoii*S 
cave— 

Is Nature felt, or can be ; nor do wordni 
^Vhich practised talent readily affords, 
JProve that her hand has touched re^on-v 


cnange. ^-Tove inai ner nana nas loucuea re^on-^ 

■-Where now the ships that drove before • sive chords ; . , 

the blast. * Nor Mas her gentle tieauty bower tomove 

? 7 Tbreatened by angry breakers as they With genuine rapture ada With fervent 
'.>■ passed; love ■ 

'And by a train of flying clouds -be- The soul of Genius, if he dare to take ' 
mocked : Life’s rule from, passioq craved for pass- i 

-, Or. in the hollow surge, at anchor rocked sion’s sake : • 

v~iAlr on a bed of death 7 Some lodge in Untaught that meekness is the cheri^ed 


, peace, 


' by His care who bade the t^pest aU the ;trul|!; 


the 


EVENING VOLUNTARIES 


3^3 


But 'who . is innocent ? By grace 
divine, 

Not otherwise, O Nature ! we are thine, 
Through*goo(^ and evil thine, in just 
degree * 

Of rationg^ an^ manly sympathy. 

Tos^l that Earth from pensive hearts is 
steafing. 

And USaven is now to gladdened eyes 
revealing. 

Add ^very charm the Uaiverse can 
show ' 

' . Through every change its^'asperts un- 
• -dergo— 

Care may be respitecir but not repealed: 

. No perfect cure grows on that bouiidid 
field. 

Vaid is the pleasure, a false calm th^ 
^ peace, • • “ 

11 ne. through whom alone our econ- 
ilicts cease. 

Our vMuous hopes without (elapse ad¬ 
vance. 

Come not to speed the Soul’s deli vV{ange; 
To the disteamer^d Intellect refuse 
4Sis gracions nblj), or give y^at we abuse. 

. i»34- 


(by f'HE SIDE OP EYDAI. MERE) 
The linnet’s, warble, sinking towards a 
^ •" plose. 

Hints to the thrush 'tis time for their 
repose; 

' The shrill-voiced thrush is heedless, and 
aggin 

The mo^tor revives his own sweet strain; 
But both wil>sopn be mastered, and the 
copse 

.. Be left gs silent as the tnountain-tops. 
Ere some poracaanding star dismiss to 
. rest. 

■ The thrpqg qf rocks, that tiow, from 
s' 1 tw^ or nrat, 

. k steady Aigbt on home-bound 

. wing^. 

And a last gaps? of xnszy hqycrings 

their ancient grove) with cawing 
.V . noise 

Djstuz^b the liquid music's equipoise. 


This hour of deepening darkness here' 

• would be 

As a fresh mpming for new harmony: 

And lays as prompt would hail the da^ 
of Night : 

A dam% she has bofti beautiful ^n4 
bright, • 

When the East kindles with the full 
moon’s light; 

I^Not like the rising sun’s impatient glow 

Dazzling the mountains, but an over- ' 
flow 

Of solemn splendour, in mutation slow.' 

'<¥ 

Wanderer by spring with gradual pro* ■ 
gress led. 

For sway profoundly felt as widely 
spread; 

To king, to peasant, to rough sailor, 
dear. 

And to the soldier’s trumpet-wearied ear; 

How welcome wouldst thou be to this 
green Vale 

Fairer than Tempe 1 Yet, sweet Night* 
ingale! 

From the warm breeze that bears thee on,', 
alight 

At will, and stay thy migratory flight} 

Build, at thy choice, or sing, by pool cr 
fount. 

Who shall complain, or call thee to 
account ? 

The wisest, happiest, of our kind arc they 

That ever walk content with Nature’s 


Q Nightingale I Who ever heard thy^ 
.-rf/.-v'sqng , 

Bere be moved, till Fancy grov^ 
so strong • » ' 

' !|hat llsteiung sense is paitlonably 
cheated ' ' . * - ' 

where wood of streaep by thee was never 
'’y^-.,.™eted; ■ , 

froin fairest spots of favoured 
lands, '' 

Wee^^'home gifts withheld hy jealous 




* - 


■ » 
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way, 

God's goodness—measuring bounty as , 
it may ; - <• 

For whom the gravest thought of what. 
they miss. 

Chastening the fulness of a present bliss. 
Is with that wholesome unice satisfied, ■ 
While unrepining sadness is allied . 
In thankful bosoms to a modest pride* 

i834- 
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Soft as a cloud is yon blue Ridge—the. 
Mere 

Seems firm as solid crystal, breathless,, 
clCdT ’ ' 

And motionless ; and, to the gazer’s 
Deeper than ocean, in the immenM'^y ' 
Of its vague mountains and unreal sky !. 
But, from the process in that stUI re*i 
^ treat, 

rTurn to minuter changes at our fqpt }^;^. 
Observe how dewy Tvjilight has 'Sfet^; 

drawn ‘ "f 

The crowd of daisies frjro the shav^,' 
lawn, 

And has restored to yiew irt 
.. That, while the sun rpde high, waa-lqit^ 

. kv. 
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—An emblem this of what the sober Hpur 

Can do for minds disposed to feel its 
power' 

Thus oft, when we in vain have wish d 
awav • 

Tho petty pleasures of the garish day. 

Meek eve shuts up the whole usurping 
host 

(Unbashful dwarfs each glittcrmg at his 
post) 

And leaves the disencumbered spirit 
* free „ 

, To reassume a iiitaid simplicity 

p 

^ ‘Tis well—but what are helpsi of time 
and place. 

When isdom stands m need of naturt s 
grace , 

Why do good thoughts, m\ oktd or not, 
descend. 

Like Angels from their boweis, our vir¬ 
tues to befriend 

If yet To-morrow, unbflied, mav say. 

** I come to open out. for fresh display. 

The elastic vanities of yesterday ■' *' 

ib34 


beep m a forest, thy secure abode. 
Thou giv’st for pastime’s sake, by 
shriek or shout, 

purzlmg notice of thy whereabout— 
May the night never edbae, flor day be 
seen, *■ 

When 1 shall scorn thy voice or .nock thy 
mice ' 

In classic ages men perceived a ^ul 
Of sapience 11 thv aspect, headle^ Owl I 
Ihee Athens reverenced in the nbdious 
grove, 

I And, neur the golden sceptre grasped by 

I . I «we, 

' His hagU’s favourite perch, while round 
him sate 

^Tbe God> revolving the decrees of hate, 
Tiiou, too, wert present at 

I side — 

I Hark to that second larum '—far and 
Wide 

The elements have heard, and rock and 
replied 

1834 , 
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VII 

The leaves that rustled on this oak- 
crowned hill. 

And sky that danced among those leaves, 
are still, 

Rest smooths the way for sleep . in field 
and bower 

Soft shades and dews have shed their 
blended power 

On drooping eyelid and the closing 
dower, 

Sound IS there noncat which the faintest 
heart 

Might leap, the weakest nerve of super¬ 
stition start , 

Save when the Owlet’s unexpected 
scream 

Pierces the ethereal vault, and (r iid the 
gleam 

Of unsubstantial imagerv, the dream. 

Rpom the hushed vale's realities, trans 
. ferred 

To the still lake) the imagmative Bird 

Seems, ’mid inverted mountains, not 
unheard 


[1 his TmprofnMu appea ed, many years ago, 
amniif; tbC Author s ixiems from which in 
subsequent editions it was exvluJed It » 
repnnU d it the request of the Friend in whose 
pn^encL the bnes were thrown off ] 

Thf sun has long been set, > 

The stars are out by twos and threes. 
The httle birds are piping yet 
Among the bushes and trees ; 

There’s a cuckoo, and one or two 
thrushC',, 

And a far-off wind that rushes. 

And a sound of water that gushes. 

And the cuckoo’s sovereign cry 
hills all the hollow of the sky. 

Who would “ go paradmg ** 

In London, “and masquerading,** 

On such a night of June 

With that beautiful soft half-moon, 

And all these innocent bhsses? 

On such a night as this is ' 

1804. 

IX 

COMPOSED UPON AN EVENING OF BXTEA* 
' ORDINARY SP1.ENDOUR AND BEAUTIT 


- Grave Creature!—whether, while the 
moon shmes bright < < 

, c/Dn thy wmgs opened wide for smoothest 
* flight. * 

Thou art discovered m a roofless tower, 

' Rismg from what may once have been a 
lady’s bower: 

^ ^ spied where thou sitt'st mopmg in thy 
{ mew 

^, At the dim centre of a churchyard yew ; 
^ from a lifted crag or rvy tod 


X 

Had this effulgence disappeared 
With flying haste, I might have sent, 
Am(»g the speechless clouds, a look 
Of blank astonishment; 

But 'tis endued with power to stay. 
And sanctify one dosuig day. 

That frail Mortality may see— 

What as ?—ah no. out what eon be J 
Time was when'iield and watery cove 


it- 
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White choirs of fervent Angels sang 
Hieir vesj^s in the grove ; 

Or, crowning, st|r-like. each some sover¬ 
eign heij^t, 

Warbled, fo^hea^en above and earth 
below, * 

Strains suitable to both.—Such holy 
rite, ** • 

Methinks, if audibly repeated now 
Fronf hill or valley, could nol^move 
Sublimer transport, purer love. 

Than doth this silent spectacle—the 
• fleam— 

The shadow—and the *^eace supreme ! 

II 

No sound is iittered.-^but a deep 
And solemn harmony pervades 
Thfihollow vale from steep to stee^, 

A^ ^netrates the glades. * 

Far-distant images draw nigh. 

Called forth by wondrous potency 
Of beamy radiance, that imbues, 
Whate'er it strikes^with gem-like ii..^s ^ 
In vision exquisitely clear, 

Hnds range Uie mountain side ; 

And gUstening antlers are decried ; 

And gilded flocks appear. 

Thine is t^ tranquif hour, purpureal 
Eve ! * 

But long as god-like wish, or hope divine. 
Informs my spirit, ne’er can I believe 
nat this magnificence is wholly thine ! 
—^Froin worlds not quickened by the sun 
A portion of the gif-kis won : 

An intermingling of Heaven’s pomp is 
spread 

On groTVuI. which British shepherds 
tread! 

And, if there bc'^bm broken ties 
. Afflict, or injuries assail. 

Yon hazy ridges to their eyes 
Present a glorious scale, 

' Climbing suffused with sunny air, 

Tb htqp—no record hath told where I 
And tempting Fancy to ascend, 
h^nd with immortal Spirits blend ! 
^-Wings at my shoulders seem to play ; 
rooted, here, 1 stand and gaze 
On those bright steps tlfflt heaven-ward 
x^se 

I»acticable way. 

Come forth, ye drooping old men, look 
nbrohd, • • 

And see to what fair countries ye are 
" - boimdi 

And if some traveller, weary of his road, 
slept since noqp-tide on the grassy 
; 'rapund, 

' Yn <^e^ f to his covert speed: 

'And whke hhfh with such gentle heed 
^ dow^ 


• av 

Such hues from their celestial Um 
Were wont to stream before mine eye, 
Where’er it wandered in the mom 
Of blissful infancy. * 

This glimpse of'glory*why renewed? 
Nay, rather speak with gratitude; 

For, if a vestige of those gleams 
Siwvived, ’twas only in my dreams. 

Dread Power ! whom peace and calmness 
serve 

No less t4tan Nature’s threatening voigr. 
If aught unworthy be my choice, 
i From Thee if I would swerve ; 

*01i, let thy grace remind me of the light 
j Full early lost, and fruitlessly deplored ; 

' Which, at this muinent, on my waking 
T sight 

; Appears to shine, by miracle restored ; 

; M y soul, though yet confined to earth, 
i I'iejoices in a second birth ! 

! —’Tis past, the visionary splendour ■ 
fades; 

And night approaches with her shades. ' • 

1818. 

Noir. —The multiplication of mountain-ridges 
desicrihed at the commencement of the third 
Stanza of this i)de, as a kind of Jacob’s Ladder, 
leading to Heaven, is producedeither by watery 
vapours, or sunny haze;—in the present in¬ 
stance bv the latter cause. Allusions to the 
Ode, entitled " Intimations of Immortality,” 
pervade the last stanza of tlie foregoing Poem. 

X 

COMFOSEO BY THE SEA-SHORE ' 

What mischief cleaves to unsubdued'' 
regret. 

How fancy sickens by vague hopes 
beset j 

How baffled projects on the spirit prey. 
And fruitless wishes eat the heart away, 
The Sailor knows ; he best, whose lot is 
cast 

On the relentless sea that holds him fast 
On chance dependent, and the fickle star . 
Of power, through long and melancholy ' 
war. -ji 

O sad it is, m sight of foreign shores, 

Daily to think on old familiar doors, * 
Hbarths loved in childhood, and ances- 
- tral floors ; « 

Cuv tossed about along a waste of foam, 
Terruminate on that delightful home :: 
Which with the dear Betrothed teas tO \ 
come; I 

Or came and was and is, yet meets the' ' 
eye 

Never but in the world of memory ; 

Or in a dream recalled, whose smoothest - 
range 

. Is crowed by knowledge, or by dread, ^ ' 

‘i > *' it ', A,>-f 
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Evening voluntaries 


And if not so, wboK perfect jov makes I And for less obviousJbenefits, that find 

.. .. .1-1. 4-U.. a.^ 


sleep 

A ^mg too bright for breathing man to 
Keep 

Hail to the virtues which that perilous 
life ^ 

Extracts from Nature s elemental strife , 

, And welcome glory won in battle fought 
As bravely as the foe was keenl> sought 
But to each gallant Captiiu and his li w 
A less imperious s\mpathy is due 
Such as my verse now fields, while moon* 
^ beams play 

On the mute sea m this unruffled bay 
Such as will prompt!V flow from every 
breast 

Where good men disappointed in the 
quest ^ 

Of wealth and power and honours, long' 
for rest, 

Or, having known the splendours of sue 
cess, 

Sigh for the obscurities of hsppiness 
XI 

The Crescent •moon, the Star of Love, 
Cvlories of evening, as ve there are seen 
With but a span of sky between— 
Sp‘*ak one of you m> doubts remove. 
Which is the attendant Page and which 
the Queen > 

xir 

TO THE MOON 

(composed BV the SEA'SIDE,—ON THE 
COAST 01> CEMBEREAND) 

^ ^ANpii'RER ' that stoop St SO low, and 
com St so near 

To human life s unsettled atmosphere , 
Who lovst with Night and 3ilencc to 
partake. 

So might it seem, the cares xd them that 
wake, 

And, through the cc tage lattice aoftly 
peeping. 

Dost shield from harm the hupiblest of 
the sleeping, 

What pleasure once encompassed those 
sweet names 

F Which yet VI thy behalf the Poet claims. 
An idolizing dreamer as of yofe '— 

1 shgbt theni all, and, on this sea beat 
shore 

Sole Sittmg, only can to thoughts att'jnd 
That bid the fiatl thee as the Sailor's 
FrIend , 

So call thee for heaven's grace through 
thee made known 

By conhdence §upphed and mercy 
showm, 

Wh^ not a twinkling star or beacon’s 

* Abat«lthe perils of a stormy night r 

**1% 


Their way, with thy pure help, to heart 
and mind, 

Both for the adventurer staftmg m life’s 
prune ^ ^ 

And veteran rangmg round from clime 
to clime. 

Long baffled hope’s slow ^er in hiS 
veins, 

And wounds and weakness oft his la* 
bourt sole remams 

The aspirmg Moun tarns and me winding 
Streams, 

Empress of IjigLt' are gladdened hy thy 
bexms, 

A 1 ^uk of thine the wilderness pervades. 
And penetrates the forest s mmost 
"hades, 

'^hou, chequering peaceably thr-fians- 
tcr s gkxim, 

Ouid St the pale Mourner to th" lost one s 
tomb 

Ciyi?* reach the Prisoner—to his grat^ 
cell 

Welcomi though sil nt and inta^« 
ble • 

And lives there gne, of all tha, com* 
anC'go 

On the great waters toilmg to and fro, 
Unc who has watched thee at some 
quiet hour 

Enthroned aloft ifi undisputed power. 

Or ciossed by vapoury streaks and clofids 
that move 

Catching the lustre they m part reprove— 
Nor sometimes fdt a fitness m thy sway 
To call up thoughts that shun the glare 
of day. 

And make the seriqmp than the 

gay? 

Yes, lovdy Moon! if thou so mildly 
bright 

Dost rouse, yet surely in thy own despite. 
To fiercer mood the p1irenzy*sirKfkep 
bram. 

Let me a compensatmg faith mamtam | 
That there’s a sensitive, a tender, pgA 
Which thou canst touch in evhry fiilman 
heart, u ' 

For healing and composure— But* ^ 
least 

And mightiest billowy ever have eott* 

fhy domination; aa t£e whole vast %ii 
Peek through her lowest depths oiy 
sovereignty, , 

$o shmes that eountenanoe with espeeial 
grace " 

On them u|r|e the ked ^ 

ng^t 10 ^ 
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Ciit from hdinoiiaiid country, may 
have stood— 

Eveii till lon^ gazing hath bedimmed his 

the mute raiptur^ ended in a sigh— 

Touched by acpordancc of thy placid 
cheer. 

With somq^temal lights to memory 
de&r, • 

Or faiimes stealing forth to soothe the; 
breast •, 

Tired with its daily share of' earth’s 
unrest,— 

£enfle ffwakeuings, vlsit^Uons meek ; 

A kindly influence whereof few will 
speak, 

Though It can wet witlf tears the hurdi' 
est cheek. 


AIM when thy beauty in the shadow)^ 
cave 

Is hidden, huried in its monthly grave ; 

Then, while the Sailor, mid an open sea 

Swept by a favourh'g wind that lee*'^ 
thought free* ' ’ 

Paces the deckp-nwstar perhaps iki sight, j 

And nothing save the moving sHip’s own i 

To cheer the long darkViours acaut 
night— • 

Oft with his musings does thy image 
Ijl^end, 

Inadiis mind's eye thy crescent horns 
ascend. 


And thou art still, O Moon, that Sailor’s 
FRIENX) 1 

1835. 

Kill 

TO THE MOON 
(kvoAL) 

Qu^m of the stars !—so gentle, so be¬ 
nign. 

That ancient, Fable did to thee assign, 
^hW darkness creeping o’er thy silver 
y brow. 

Wiirtied th^ these tipper regions to 
. forego, 

AJ^nate empire in the shades below— 
A Bard, who, lately near the wide-spread 
Sea 

traversed by gleaming slups, looked up 
.. to .thee 

With grateful thoughts,,doth now thy 
, ri^ng hail • , - • 

'Fnma.the close connnes of a shadowy 
.val& 

C^l^ry of night, conspicuous yet serene. 
Nor attractive vhen by glimpses 
seem 

Through idqudy umbrage, well nright 
, ihat fair face, ^ 

And aH.-tluifp attr^i^tss ofjp^t grace^ 


In days when Fancy wronglit unchecked 
by'fear, ' , 

Down to the grem earth fetch thee iro^ 
thy sphere, 

Tb sit in leafy woods b^omitains clear I 

O still belov’d ffot thine, meek Powers 
are charms *, '* 

That Oscillate the very Babe In arms 
Whale he, uplifted towards thee, laughs 
outright. 

Spreading his little palms in his glad 
Mothcf’s sight) 

O still belov’d, once worshipped! Time^ 
that frowns 

2ki his destructive flight on earthly 
crowns, 

S|mes thy mild splendour ; still those 
• • far-shot beams 

Tremble on dancing waves and rippling 
streams 

With stainless touch, as chaste as when 
thy praise 

jVas sung by Virgin-clioirs in festal lays ; 
And through dark trials still dost thou 
explore 

Thy way for increase punctual as ot yore. 
When teeming Matrons—yielding to 
rude faith 

In mysteries of birth and life and death 
And painful struggle and deliverance— 
prayed 

Of thee to visit them with lenient aid- 
Whal though the rites be swept away, 
the fanes 

Extinct that echoed to the votive strains; 
Yet thy mild aspect dues not, caimot, 
cease 

Love to promote and purity and peace ; 
And Fancy, unreproved, even yet may 
trace 

Faint types of suffering in thy beamless 
face. 

Then, silent Monitress I let us—not 
blind 

To worlds unthought of till the searching 
mind 

Of Science laid them open to mankind— 
Told, also, how the voiceless heavens 
declare •, 

Goaf’s glory ; and acknowledging thy 

• share 

Im ^at blest charge ; let us—^without 
nffence 

To aught of highest, holiest, influence- 7 - 
Receive whatever good *tis given thee to 
dispense. 

May sage and simple, catching with one 
eye ■ . 

The moral intimations of the sky. 

Leant from thy course, whtfe'er their 
owit bi ta&ien» 

'M.." « i * Tri, ~ 
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• “ To'look on tempests, and be "never 

’ shak«n ; ” 

To keep with faithful step the appointed 
: L way 

/' Eenpsing or ecliosed, by night or day, • 
And from ex.<un^e of thy monthly range 


Gently to brook define and fatal efaannt 
Meek, patient, stedftfit, and with lofuar 
scope, ' - 

Than thy revival yields, for gladsome 
hope 1 * ' 

*835. 


POEMS, 

COMPOSED OR SUGGESTED feURING A TOUR, IN 

OF 1833 

[Having been prevented by llie lateness of the season, in 


'lit 

THE 


To 

Ail 


SUMMER 

1831, from visiting Staffa and 
Iona, the’author'madc these the principal objects of a sliort tour in the summer of iSjj, of 
which the following series of jxx^ms is a Memorial, llic course pursued was do<vn the Cumber*' 
land river Derwent, aiid| to Whitehaven; th'iicc (by the Isle of Man, where a few days 
were passed) up the Frith of Clyde to Greenock, then to Oban, Ste^a, Iona; and bade towards 
England, by L(^ Awe, Inverary, Loch Goil-head, Greenock, and through parts of Eei^ewshire, 
Ayrshire, and Dumfries-shirc to Carlisle, and thence up the river Eden, and homewards bjrUlls* 
water.] • u ^ 

V^or eye and mind, the present the 
past ; *■' 

With golden prospect for fhturity, 

IX that be reverenced which ought to last. 

III 

They cdled Thee MEURYaJENCi-ANm in 
old ktiie : 

A happy people won for thee th^t name 
With Ciivy hea<.d in many a distant 
clime; o 

And, spite of change, for me thou keqp’st 
the same 

Kiidraring title, a responsive chime 
To the heart’s fond belief ; though som^ 
there are 

Whose steruer judgments deem that 
word a snare 

For inattentive Fancy,,.like the lime 
Which foolish birds are.,]caught with! 
Can, I ask, 

This face of rural beauty be -a mask T-' 
For discontent, and poverty, and 'criaie; 
These spreading towns a cloak for law¬ 
less will ? ■. 

Forbid it. Heaven!—-and Merry Eng¬ 
land still 

Shall be thy rightful namemin prose and 
rhyme i 

IV 

TO THE RIVER GRETA, NEAR KESWICK 

Greta, what fearful listening I what 
huge stones 

Rumble along thy bed, block after 
block; ' « , 

Or, whirling with rkttttated shock. 
Combat, while darkness aggravates the 
'groans: " 

But if thou (like Coc 3 rius from the thoans 
Heard on his rueful' margin) thence 'lirert 
named ‘ ' 

The Mourner^ thy true nature was de- 


Adieu, Rydalian Laurels! that have 
grown 

And .spread as if ye knew that daj^s might 
come 

When y^ would shelter in a happy home, 
On this fair Mount, a Poet of your own, 
One who ne’er ventured for a Delphic 
crown 

sue the God ; but, haunting your 
green shade 

seasons through, is humbly pleased 
to braid 

Ground-flowers, beneath your guardian- 
. ship, self so>vn. 

Farewell I no Minstrels now with harp 
new-strung 

For summer wandering quit their house¬ 
hold bowers ; 

Yet not for this wants Poesy a tongue 
To cheer the Itinerant, on whom she 
pours 

Her spirit, while he crosses lonely moors. 
Or musing sits forsaken halls among. 

II 

Why should the Enthusiast, journeying 
through this Isle 

Repine as if his hour were come too late? 
Not unprotected in her mouldering state, 
Antiquity ^utes him with a smile. 

Mid fruitfuT £ "' 
toil. 

And pleasure-grounds where Taste, 
renned Co-mate oj ' 

Of Truth and Beauty, strives to imitate, 
. Far as she may. primeval Nature’s 
style. 

. Tair Land 1 by Time's parental love 
^ , made free, 

By* Social Order's watchful arms em¬ 
braced : 

With xmexampled union meet in thee. 


fields that ring with joepnd 
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And the habitual murmur that atones 

For thv wor^rage, forgotten Oft as 
Sprmg 

Decks, thy sinuous banks, her thou 
sand thrones. . 

Seats of gladanstmct and love’s carol 
ling,-^ 

The concert, for the happ>, then may vie 

With Atvebest peals of bir^ day har¬ 
mony 

•Ii>a grieved fieart, tlie notes are benison^ 


• » TO THF RIVER DERWENT 

Among the mountains were we nursed, 
loved Stream ' * 

rhou near the eaile’s nest—^within bruf 
• sail, 

of his bold wing floating on The gal^, 

Wflere thy deep voice could lul? me f 
Faint the beam 

Of hifhian hfe when first allowed to 
gleam 

On moital notite —Glory of thv, valg. 

Such thv Jtieeks outset, with a criwn, 

• thoi^h Kali, 

Kqpt in perpetual verdure b\ the steam 

Of thy soft breati^’—Lesi^i id wreath 
entwined 

Nemseair victor s brow , less brie,ht was 
worn, 

Meed of some Roman chief—in triumph 
borne 

With captives chamed , and shedding 
from his car 

The sunset splendours of a finished war 

Upon the proud enslavers of mankind • 

^ * VI 

IN SIGHT OF THE TOWN OF COCKER 
MOUTH 

(WHERF THE AUTHOR WAS BORN, AND HIS 


FATHERS’ BLMAINS ARB LAID) 

A POINT of hfe between my Parent s 
dust. 

And vours, my buned Little ones ' am 
I > 

And to those graves looking habitually 
In kmdred quiet I repose my trust 
Death to the innocent is more than just, 
And, to the sinner, mercifully bent. 4 

So may I hope, if truly I repent 
And meekly bea^ the ills which bear«f 
must • • • 

And Ypu, my^fispnng' that, do still 
remam. 

Yet may outstrip me m the appointed 
race, 

Xf e’er, through fault of mme, m mutual 
* pain 

We mathed together for a moment’s 
^>ace. A 


The wrong, by love provoked, let lovn 
^ arraign. 

And only love keep in your hearts m 
place ^ 

VII 

ADDRESS FROM THE ePIRIT OF COCKER- 
MOUTH CASTLE 

“ Thou look’s! upon me. and dost fondly 
think, 

Poet I that, stricken as both are by years* 
We, differing once so inucji, are now 
Compeers, 

Prepared, when each has stood his time* 
to sink 

Into the dust Lrewhile a sterner holL 
(JillAd us when thru m bo;yishplay* ^ 
tntenng my dungeon, didst become M 
prey 

To soul appalling darkness Not a 
« blmk 

Of hght was there ,—and thus did I* 
thv Tutor, 

Make thv voung thoughts acquainted 
with the grave , 

Whik thou vvert chasing the wmg’d 
butterflj 

Thiongh mv green courts , or chmbmg*. 
a bold suitor. 

Up to tli'> flowers whose golden progeny 
Still round my shattered brow m beauty 
wave 

VIII 

NUN S WELL, BRIGHAM 

The cattle crowding round this beverage 
cit ar ■* 

To slake their thirst, with reckless hoofs 
hive trod 

The encirclmg turf into a barren clod , 
Through which the waters creep, then 
disappear. 

Born to be lost in Derwent flowing near , 

\ et, a er the brink, and round the lime¬ 
stone cell 

Of the pure spring (they call it the 
Nun s VV ell 

Name that first struck bv chance my 
startled ear) 

4 tender Spirit broods—the pensive 
Shade 

Of ritual honours to this Fountain paid 
By hooded Votaresses with samtly 
cheer. 

Albeit oft the Virgin-mother mild 
fLooked down with pity upon eyes bth 
gulled 

Into the sheddmg of “ too soft a tear.** 

IX 

TO A FRIEND 

(ON THE BANKS OF THE SERWBHT) ||^ 

Pastor and Patriot whose bidding 


nse 


Bit 
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These modest wsdls, amid a dock that 
need^^ * • t 

Foe. cue, who TOines to watch them and 
toVeed. 

A fixed Abo^—keep down presageful 
sighs. " 

Threats, which the unthinking only can 
despise. 

Perplex the Church ; but be thou firm,— 
be true 

To thy first hope, and this good' work 
pursue*, 

Po^ as thou art. A welcome sacr^ce 
Dost Thou prepare, whose sign will be 
, .-jt the smoke 

' HDf thy, new hearth ; and sooner sh 2 ,ll its 
wreaths, 

-Mounting while earth her morning in¬ 
cense breathes, 

. From wandering fiends-of air receive a 
yoke, 

Aufi straightway cease to aspire, than 
Crod disdain 

This humble tribute as ill-timed or vain. 

'■* X 

MARY QUEEN OE SCOTS 
. (lAMDlDTC AT THE MOUTH OF T>IIJ DERWENT, 
WORKINGTON) 

Dear to the ]Loves, and to the Graces 
. vowed. 

The Queen drew back the wimple that 
‘ she wore ; 

And to the throng, that on the Cumbi'ian 
shore 

Her lapding hailed, how touchingly she 
bowed I 

And like a Star (that, from a heavy cloud 
Of pine-tree foliage poised in air, forth 
darts, 

. When a soft summer gale at evening 
parts 

. Tlie gloom that did its loveliness en¬ 
shroud) ^ 

SIie«TniIed ; but Time, the old Saturnian 
seer, 

Slgh^ on the wing as her foot pressed 
the strand, 

' With step prelusive to a long array 
Of woes and degradations hand in hand— 
Weeping captivity, and shuddering fear 
Stilled by the ensanguined block of 
Fotheringay I 

/' * XI (. 

'STANZAS SUGGESTED IN A STEAM-BOAT 
' OFF SAINT BEES* MEAbS, ON THE 
COAST OF CUMBERLAND 

Tf ^ife were^lumber on a bed of down, 
"^pil tmhnposed, vicissitude unknown, 

■ Were our lot: no hunter of the hare 
Cxults like him whose javelin from the 

p’s* ' * A 


Has roused the lion ; no one pludks the 
rose. 

Whose proflered beauty in safe shelter 
blows «, 

’Mid a trim garden’s summ^ luxuries. 
With joy like his who clhnbs, on hands 
and knees, 

For some rare plant, yon Headlah4 oi St- 
Bees.*" ^ 

'^rhii independence upon oar and * 

This new iiiditrerence to breeze or gale, a 
This straight-lined progress, furrowing 
a flat lea, ^ 

And regular as if Iqpjced in certainty— ® 
Depress the hours. Up, Spirit m the 
storm ! 

That Courage may find something^ to 
, perform; '' 

That Fortitude, whose blood disdains to,.- 
freeze ^ 

At Danger’s bidding, may confront the 
seas, * 

Firm as the towering Headlands of St. 

• B<os. *' 

Dread clifi tid Baruth 'f tkdt ,wild wish 
may slee^-. 

Bold as if men and creatures of the Deep 
Breathed tHPgame element; too many 
wrecks i' 

Have struck thy sides, too many ghastly 
decks 

Hast thou looked down upon, that such v 
a thought 

Should here be welcome, and in verse 
enwrought: 

With thy stern aspect better far agrees 
Utterance of thanks that we have past . 

with ease, - ' 

As millions thus shall do, the Headlands 
of St. Bees. 

Yet, while each useful Art augments her 
store, 

What boots the gain if Nature ^ould 
lo'se more ? 

And Wisdom, as she holds a Christian' 
place, 

In man’s intelligence sublimed by grace ? 
When Bega sought of yore the Cumtorian ' 
coast, 

,Tempestuous winds her holy errand 
cross’d:, 

ifehe knelt in prayer—the waves flieir 
^ -wrath aippeasej, 

And,** from } her voW' wei^^d in: f; 

HeEveti’s decrees. 

Rose, where she touched the ttrafid# thci^’, 
Chantey of St. Bees. ' 4 ^ 

Cruel of heart were "they, bloody cJ? 
hand,” "-r 

Who in jth^ WUds then strngglAd for 
cptetatead 

1 ' ' , ^jcVaC’ 
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The strong were merciless, without hope 
the weak; , 

/Till this bright Stranger came, fair as 
day break, 

And a8% crceset true that darts its lenrth 
' Of beamy lustre from a tower of strength; 
Guiding t^Jie mariner through troubled 
seas. 

And peering oft his peaceful reveries, 

, Like the fixed Light that Aowns yon 
, Headland of St. Bees. % 

To aid the Votaress, mira&les believed 
Wrongs* t ip men’s minds, like miracles 
• ,, thieved; 

So piety took root f fend Song might tell 
What humanizing Virtues near her cq^l 
Sprang up, and^read their fragrance 
^ >fride around; 

^ How savage* bosoms melted atothc scaild 
gospel-truth enchained in harnonics 
Wafted o’er waves, or creeping through 
ok)se trees. 

From her religious Mansion of St. Bees. 


When her^welt Voice, that ins*.:ruinent 
# of Igve^ • f 

Was glorified, 3nd took its place, above 
Tl?e silent stars, ^ong the angeUc quire. 
Her chantry blazed witlnhi»ilegiou3 fire. 
And parish cd utterly : but her good 
deeds 

JHlad sown the spot, that witnessed them, 
with seeds 

Which lay in earth expectant, till a 
breeze 

With quickening impulse answered their 
mute pleas. 

And )o! a statelier pile, the Abbey of St. 


' There are the naked clothed, the hungry 
fed'; 

' And Chairity extendeth. to the dead 
Her intercessions made for the soul’s rest 
' 'Of tardy penitents ; or for the best 
Among the. good (when love might else 
have slept, 

ftiLSickened, enr died) in pious memory kept. 
I Ihanl^ to the austere and simple Devo- 


tees. 


Vih>o, |o that service hound by venial 
Keep watch before the altars of St. Bee*. 


: Are not, in sooth* their Requiems saqgSd 
V' V 'tiea ■ * • * 

.Woven out bfi^assion's ^aipe^ ponies, 
> composed, ana«. formalized by 

afl;, 

A wiser sorrow in the heart ? 

V ue prayer for'uem whose hour is past 
' 'Sway 

' • Says to the Living, profit while ye may I 


A little part, and that the worst, l^P|ees 
Who thinks that xnlestly cunning bolds. 
• the keys 

That best unlock the secrets of St. Bejsy* ^ 

Conscience, the timid being’s inmost 
light, • 

Hope of the davm and solace of the night. 
Cheers these Recluses with a steady ray 
In many an hour when judgment goes- 
astray. 

Ah ! scorn not hastily their rule who try 
Earth to despise, and flesh to mortify ; - 
Cun^me with zeal, in winged ecstasies 
Of prayer and praise forget their rosaries, 
Nur hear the loudest surges of St. 

Yet'nonc so prompt to succour and pre^’ 
tect « 

The forlorn traveller, or sailor wrecked 
On the bare coast; noi^do they grudge 
the boon 

Which stall and cockle hat and sandal 
shoon 

Claim for the pilgrim : and, though chid* 
iiigs sharp 

May sometimes greet the'strolling qiiu- 
sLi cl’s harp. 

It is not then when, swept with sportive 
case. 

It charms a feast-day throng of all de¬ 
grees, 

Brightening the archway qf revered St. 
Bees. 

How did the cliffs and echoing hills rejoice 
What time the Benedictine Brethren’s 
voice, 

Imploring, or commanding with meet 
pride. 

Summoned the Chiefs to lay their feuds ' 
aside, 

And under one blest ensign serve the 
Lord 

In Palestine. Advance, indignant Sword 1 
J^aming till thou from Paynim bauds 
release 

That Tomb, dread centre of all sanetitiet| 
Nursed in the quiet Abbey of St. Bees,;- 

But look we now to them whose mji^S- 
from far . 

Follow the fortunes which they may hof 
share. 

While in J udea Fancy loves to roam, 
She helps to make a lioly-land at hotcit y 
The Star of Bethlehem from its spbei;y'.' 

invites ' f ; 

To sound the crystal depth of ip ai qea ' 
righte; . ' r 

And wedded Life, "^through scriptural 
mysteries. 

Heavenward ascends with all her eh^- 

• v j' '.I 



37 * POEMS SUGGESTED DURING A TOUR, 1833 


Tai^t by the hooded Celibates of St 
Bees 


( 


And cleared a way fait the first Votaries, 
Prosper the new-born College of St Bees. 


Nor be it e'er forgotten how by skill 
Of cloistered Architects, free their souls 
to fiU 

With love of Godf throughout the Land 
were raised 

Churches, on whose symbolic beaut\ 
ga/;ed 

Peasemt and mail-clad Chief with pious 
awe , 

As at this dav men seeing what thev saw. 
Or the bare wreck of faith s solemnities. 
Aspire to more than carthlv destinies, 
Witness jon Pile that greets us from St 
' Bees » 

Yet more, around those «Churches, 
gathered Towns 

Safe from the feudal Castle s haughtv 
frowns , 

Peaceful abodes, where Justice might 
uphold 

Her scales with even* hand, and culture 
mould 

The heart to pit>, tram the mind in care 
Por rules of hfe, sound as the Time could 
bear 

JJJor dost thou fail, thro’ abject love of 
ease. 

Or hindrance raised by sordid purposes. 
To bear thy part in this good work, St 
Bees 

Who with the ploughshare clove the 
barren moors. 

And to green meadows changed the 
swampy shores ^ 

Thinned the rank woods , and for the 
cheerful grange 

Made room where wolf and boar were 
used to range ^ 

Who taught, and showed by deeds, that 
gentler chains 

Should bind the vassal to his lord*^ 

♦ domains ’ 

* The thoughtful Monks, intent their God 

to please, 

pbt Christ s dear sake, by human sym¬ 
pathies 

Pouiw from the bosom of thy Church, 

^ St Bees ' 

aiU availed not. by a mandate given 
HtihEOftigh lawless will the Brotherhood 
was driven 

(^Phtlih from their cells,^their anaent 
^ House laid low 

In Reformation s sweemmg overthrow 
But now once more the local Heart re* 
vives. 

The mextmguisbable Spirit strives 
Cttt may that Power who hushed the 
stormy seas, # " 


Alas I the Genius of our age. from Schools 
Less humble, draws her Ipssoihi, aims, 

' and rules 

To Prowess guided by he/ msight keen 
Matter and Spirit are as one Machme, 
Boastful Idolatress of formal sld^l 
She in her'own would merge the eternal 
will 

Better, if Keaton’s triumphs match wi£h ^ 
these, ^ 

Her flight before the bold credulitie|. w 
That furthered the first teaching of St, ^ 
Bees 1 • 

" 1833 

XII 


ft (THE CI.ANVEL, Bl< TWEEN THE COAST ^ 
or CUMBERLAND AND THE ISLE 
MAN 

Ranging the heights of Scawfiill or 
Black comb. 

In bis V^ie course the Shepherd oft will 
pause, (. ^ 

And striM tolathom the ‘n^tefious laws 

By which the clouds, arrayed in lighter 
gloom, ' ‘ 

On Mona seTtie, and The shapes assume 

Of all her pealra and ridges What he 
draws 

From sense, faith, reason, fancy, of the^ 
cause. 

He will take with him to the silent tomb. 

Or, by bis fire, a child upon his knee. 

Haply the untaught Philosopher may 
speak 

Of the strange sight, nor hide his theory 

That satisfies the simple and the meek. 

Blest in their pious ignorance, though 
weak 

To cope with Sages undevoutly free 
XIII 


AT SEA OFF THE ISLE OF MAN 

Bold words afiSrmed, m days when faith 
was strong 

And doubts and scruples seldom teazed 
the bram. 

That no adventurer’s bark had innrer to 
gam 

niese shores if he approached them bent 
• on wrong; 

Foe, suddenly up*oqpjored from the 
Mim. * 

Mists ros^to hide the Laad-«>that natch, 
though loBtg 

And eager, might be still pucf ued m vain. 

O Fancy, what an age was for song I 

That age, when not by laws manimate, 

I See Excursion, seveath port md Eedask 

wtig4SHe(riies,mcoi|dptft,tiwtto bf | |tnnh i f i 

jC si 
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As men believed, tM waters were im> 
pelled. 

The air controlled, the stars their courses 
held , 

But element and orb nu acis did wait 
Of iPoteers,,wdi&d with visible form, 
instinct* 

With wiU, and to their work by passion 
linked • 

XIV 

De^rb we past illusions to rscal ^ 

To remstate wild Fanc>, would we hide 
Truths«whose thick veil Science ha<i 
* drawm aside ? , , 

No—let this Age, high as she mav, inst-d 
In her esteem the dprst that wruugln 
mai),’s fall, “ 

The miiverse is mfinitelv wide , 

Apd conquering Reason, if self ^oriiierf 
flowhere move uncrossed b\ siftiit 
new wall 

Or gulf 9t mvstery, which thou aloni, 
Imaginative Faith ' canst o\erlea[). 

In progress toward the fount of L e,-w 
the throrife • - 

Ot Power dhdsie cmuisters^e records 
Ifjieep 

Of periods fixed, and ^w s eS!Niil)||}^hed less 
Flesh to (^alt than prove its no hing 
ness 

XV 

ENTERING DOUGLAS BA\, ISLE OF 

MAN 

‘‘Olguum laude vuum Musa vetat mon ’ 
The feudal Keep, the bastions of Cohorn, 
Even when they rose to check or to repel 
Tides of aggressive war, oft ser\ed as 
weU 

Greedy ambition, armed to treat with i 
scorn I 

Just limits, but yon Tower, whose 
smiles adorn 

This perilous bay, stands clear of all 
offence j 

Blest work it is of love and innocence, 

A Tower of refuge built for the else for¬ 
lorn 

^are it, ye waves, and lift the mariner, 
Stniggling;ipr hfe, mto its savmg arms ' 
Spare, too^&e human helpers ! Do they 
sthr 

*Mid your fierce shock like men afraid to 
die? 

No f theh: dread sexvide nerves the heart 
it wajgns, • 

And they are led by noble Hillary ^ 

XVI 

BY THE SEA-SHbRE, ISLE OF HAN 

WHY*stdhd we gazing on the sparklmg 
Bnne, 

t See Note. , * 


With wonder snut by its transparency, 
And*all-enraptured with its purity ?— 
Because the unstained, the clear, the 
crystalline. 

Have ever m them somethmg of benign , 
Whether in pern, in wat^, or m sky, 

A sleeping infant s brow, or wakeful eye 
Of a young maiden, onlv not divme 
Scarcely the hand forbears to dip its palm 
For beverage drawn is from a mountam- 
^ well 

Temptation centres m the liquid Calm, 
Our da'tv raiment seems no obstacle 
To instantaneous plunging m, deep Sea 1 
And rev tlhiig ui long embrace with thee.^ 

• A 

WII 


k., 


^ ISLE OF MAN 

■V voLTii too certain of his power to 
wade 

On the smooth bottom of this clear bright 
sea. 

To sight so shallow, with a bather’s glee 
Le ipt from this rock, and but for timely 
aid 

Ht, b> the alluring elemfnt betrayed. 
Had perished Then might Sea nymphs 
(and with sighs 

Of self rtpruacn) have chanted elegies 
Bcwailmg his sad fate, when he was laid 
In peaceful earth for, doubtless, he was 
frank. 

Utterly in himself d( void of gmle , 

Knew n it the double dialmg of a smile , 
Nor aught that makes men s promises a 
blank. 

Or deadly snare and He survives to 
bless. 

The Power that saved him m his strange 
diittress 

XVIII 

ISLE OF MAN 

Diif pangs of grief for lenient tune too 
keen. 

Grief that devourmg waves had caused— 
or guilt 

Which they had witnessed, sway the 
man who built 

This Homestead, placed where nothing 
f could be seen. 

Nought heard, of ocean troubled or 
serene ? 

^tired Ship-soldier on paternal land. 
That o’er the channel holds august com> 
mand. 

The dwelling raised,—a veteran Marine. 
He, m disgust, turned from the ueig^* 
bouring sea * 

To shun the memory of a listless Me 

a The aea-wster oa Ump coast of the Isle of 
Man la alngolariy pure and beauttfoU 
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That hung between two callings. May 
no strife 

More hurtful here beset him, doomed 
though free, 

Self-doomed, to worse inaction, till his 
eye » 

Shrink from the daily sight of earth and 
sky I 

XIX 

f 

BY A RETIRED MARINER p 

(a prixnd of the author) 

u 

From early youth I ploughed the restless 
Main, 

iMy mind as restless and as apt to change ; 
Through every clime aiid ocean did 1 
range. 

In hope at length a competence to gain t. 
For poor to Sea I went, and poor 1 still 
remain. 

Year after year I strove, but strove in 
vain. 

And hardships manifold did I endure. 
For Fortune on mo never deign’d to 
smile ; 

Yet 1 at last a resting-place have found. 
With just enough life’s comforts to jiro- 
cure. 

In a snug Cove on this our favoured Isle, 
A peaceful spot where Nature’s gifts 
abound ; 

Then sure I have no reason to complain. 
Though poor to St'a I w'ent, and poor I 
Still remain. 

XX 

'Sr 

AT BALA-SALA, ISLE OF MAN 
(SUPPOSED TO BE WRITTEN BY A FRIEND) 

Broken in fortune, but in mind entire 
And sound in principle, I seek repose 
Where ancient trees this convent-pile I 
enclose,' 

In ruin beautiiul. When vain desflre 
Intrudes on peace, I pray the eternal Sire 
To cast a soul-subduing shade on me, 

A grey-haired, pensive, thankful Refu- 

see; 

A shade—^but with some sparks of 
heavenly fire 

Once to these cells vouchsafed. And 
when I note 

The old Tower’s brow yellowed as with 
the beams ( 

Of sunset ever there, albeit streams 
Of stormy weather-stains that semblance 
wrought, 

I thank the silent Monitor, and say 
"Shine so, my ag d brow, at all hours 
of the day ! " 

1 Rushen Abbey. 


XXI 

TYNWALD HILL 

Once on the top of Tynwald’s formal 
mound '■ 

(Still marked with ^een turf circles 
narrowing ^ 

Stage above stage) would sft this Island’s 
King, 

The laws to promulgate, enrobed and 
crowned ; 

While, couipassing the little ipbunt 
around, 

Degrees and Orders stoodi each'S-jnder 
each : • '■ 

Now, like to Ihiligs within fate's easiest 
* reach. 

The power is merg'6l, the pomp a grave 
has found. ' 

Off with yon cloud, old Snafell! tfaj*,! 

^ thine eye ■* 

Over three Realms may take its widest 
range; 

And let, for them, thy fountains utter 
^ /rtrange tr 

Voices, thv winds bx“.ak »'orth in prop¬ 
hecy,'- (t *- ' 

If the whole State must suffer ij^iortal 
chuii^ - 

Like Moim^ niiiiialurc of sovereignty. 

XXTI 

Despond who will— I heard a voice 
exclaim, * 

" Though fierce the assault, and shat-' 
tcr’d the defence. 

It cannot be that Britain’s social frame. 
The glorious work of time and provi¬ 
dence. 

Before a flying season's fash pretence. 
Should fall: that She, whose virtue put 
to shame. 

When Europe prostrate lay, the Con¬ 
queror’s aim, 

Should perish, self-subverted. Black 
and dense 

The cloud is; but brings fiaf a day of 
doom 

To Liberty ? Her sun Is up the while. 
That orb whose beams round Saxon. 
Alfred shone : 

Then laugh, ye innocent * Vales I ye 
Streams, sweep on. 

Nor let one billow of our heaven-blest 
Isle 'i, 

Tqps in the fanning y^d a humbly 
Ijlume." 

XXIII 

IN ME FRITH OF CLYDE, AILSA CRAO 
DVRINO AN ECLIPSE Of THE SUN, JULY I7 

Since risen from ocean, ocean fp dk-^fy. 
Appeared the Crag of Ailsa, ne'er did 
morn 


0 
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With gieammg lights more gracefully 
adorn 

His sides, or wreathe with mist his fore¬ 
head high i 

Now, faintly dai^cning with the sun’s 
“teclipse, 

Still is he seen. In lone sublimity, 
Towerin^abovc the sea and little ships ; 
For dwarfs the tallest seem. wliijR; sailing 

J>y. 

Eacn for her haven ; with h«r freight of 
Care, 

Pleasure, or Grief, and Toil that seldom 
• lacks ^ j 

Into the secret of to-morrow’s fare ; 
Though poor, yet ^ich, without th# 
wealth of book^ 

Or ailirht that .watchful Love to Nature 
% owes • • 

'For Air mute Powers, fix’d Forms,'or 
transient Shows. 


XXIV 

ON THE I-lflTII OP CLYDE • 

^ (ifr^ Af.am-boat) f 

Arran ! a single-Jrestcd Twieriffc, 

A 5t.«Helcna next—^hi .shauc and hue, 
Varying her crowdeSk T'eAES’‘riad ridges 
blue ; • 

Who but must covet a cloud-seat, or skiff 
Built for the air, or winged Ilippogriff ^ 
iShat he might fly, where no one could 
pursue. 

From this dull Monster and her sooty 
crew; 

And, as a God, light on thy toprnu.st cliff. 
Impotent wish ! which reason w'ould 
despise • 

If the mind knew no union of extremes. 
No natural bond between the boldest 
schemes 

Ambition frames, and heart-humilities. 
Beneath stent mountains many a soft 
vale lies. 

And lofty springs give birth to lowly 
streams. 

XXV 

ON REVISITING DU NOLLY CASTLE 
[see pormek series, p. 356] 

The captive Bird was gone i —to cliff or 
moor 

Perchance had flown, delivered by the 
storm; • * s 

Or he ha4 pined, and smik to fe^d the 
worm : 

Him fomid we not: but, climbing a tall 
tower. 

There saw, impavefl with rude fidelity 
Of aiT mosaic, in a roofless floor. 

An Eagle with stretched wings, but 
beamless eye-— . > 


An Eagle that could neither wail nor 
Soar. 

Effigy of the Vanished—(shall I dare 

To call thee so ?) or symbol of fierce 
deeds 

And of the towering coitfage wliich past 
times 

Rejoiced in—take, whate’er thou be, a 
share, 

Not undeserved, of the memorial rhymes 

That animate my way where’er it leads ! 

, XXVI 

THE OUNOLLY EAGLE 

Not to the clouds, not to the cliff, he 
flew : 

But when a storm, on sea or mountain 
bred, 

T“,amc and delivered him, alone be sped 

Into the castle-dungeon’s darkest mew. 

Now, near his master's house m opcni 
view 

He dwells, and hears indignant tempests 
howl. 

Kennelled and chained. Ye tamo do¬ 
mestic fowl, 

lifw.u'e of liuu ! Thou, saucy cockatoo, 

Look to tJiy plumage and thy life I— 
The roe. 

Fleet as the west wind, is for him no 


I (juarry : 

I Babiuced ill ether he will never tarry, 
j Eyeing the sea’s blue depths. Poor 
1 Bird ! even so 

Doth mail of brother man a creature 
make 

That chugs to slavery fur its own sad 
sake. 

XXVII 

WRITTEN IN A BLANK LEAP OF MACFHER* 
son’s OSSIAN 

Opt have I caught, upon a fitful breeze, 
FYagmeiits of far-off melodies. 

With ear not coveting the whole, 

A jiart so clianued the pensive soul: 
Wliili; a dark storm before my sight 
Was yielding, on a inuuntain height 
Loose vapours have I watched, that w’ou 
Prismatic colours from the suu; 

Nor felt a w'ish that heaven would show 
'flu* image of its perfect bow. 

What need, then, of these finished 
»• Strains ? 

.\way with counterfeit Remains I 
An abbey in its lone recess, 

A temple of the wilderness, 

W'recks though they be, announce with 
feeling 

The majesty of honest dealing. 

Spirit of Ossian ! if imbound 
In language' thou raay’st yet be found. 


If aught (intrusted to the pen 


376 POEMS SUGGESTED DURING A TOUR, 1833 


Or floating on tho tongues of men, 

Albeit shattered and impajred) , ^ 

Subsist thy dignity to guard. 

In concert with memorial claim 
Of old grey stone, and high-born name 
That cleaves to,rock or pillared cave 
Where moans the bldst, or beats the 
wave. 

Let Truth, stern arbitress of all, 
interpret that Original, ^ 

And for presumptuous wrongs atone ;— 
Authentic words be given, or none ! 

. Time is not blind;—yet He, wH) spares 
Pyramid pointing to the stars, 

' Hath preyed with ruthless appetite 
On all that marked the primal flight 
Of the poetic ecstasy 
Into the land of mystery. 

No tongue is able to rehearse 
One measure, Orpheus ! of thy verse ; 
Musa'us, stationed with his lyre 
Supreme among the Elysian quire. 

Is. for the dwellers upon earth. 

Mute as a lark ere morning’s birth. 

Why grieve for these, though past away 
The'music, and extinct the lav ? 

When thousands, by severer doom. 

Full early to the silent tomb 
^ave sunk, at Nature’s call : or straved 
From hope and promise, self-betrayed; 
The garland withering on their brenvs ; 
Stung with remorse for broken vows : 
Frantic—else how might they rejoice ? 
And friendless, by their own sad choice 1 

Hail, Bards of mightiej grasp ! on you 
I raiefly call, the chosen P'ew, 

Who cast not off the acknowledged guide. 
Who faltered not, nor turned aside ; 
Wliose lofty genius could survive 
Privation, under sorrow thrive : 

In w'hom the fiery Muse revered 
The symbol of a snow-white beard. 
Bedewed with meditative tears 
Dropped from me lenient cloud of yekrs. 

Brothers in soul! though c'istant 
times 

Produced you nursed in various climes. 
Ye, when the orb of life had waned, 

' A plenitude of love rctaim^d : 

Hence, while in you each sad regret 
By corresponding hope was met, f 

Ye lingered among human kind. , 

Sweet voices for the passing wind; , 

Departmg sunbeams, loth to stop, * 
Though smiling on the last hill top ! 

Such to the tender-hearted maid 
Even ere her joys begin to fade ; 

Such, haply, to the rugged chief 
By fortune crushed, or tamed by grief ; 
Appears, on Morven’s lonely shore, 

. Dim-gleaming through imperfect lore, 

(jV r 


The 5Jon of Fingal; such was blind , 
Maeonides of ampler mind ; 

Such Milton, to tlie fountain head 
Of glory by Urania led ! ^ 

' 18*4, 

XXVIII , * 

CAVE OF .STAFFA 

We saw, but surely, in the mot^y crowd. 
Not One of us has felt the far-famed 
sight ; . 

How couhf vive feel it ? each the others 
blight, 

Hurried and hurrying, volatile anu lou^, 
O for those motipps only that invitK 
The (Ihost of Fiiig.'J to his tuneful Cave 
liy the breeze entered, and wave after 
wave '' , ^ 

Softly embosoming the timid light! 

And bf' one- Votary who at will might 
* stand 

Gazing and take into his mind and heart. 
With undistracted reverence, fne effect 
Of those proportions where the almighty 
* hand • 

That madf the woi€ds, Ahe sovereign 
Archirt|ct, • • 

Has deigned to work as if with h#iman 
Art !^, * 

XXIX I 

• CAVE OF STAFFA 

AFTFR THli: CROWD HAD DEPARTED « 

Thanks fejr the lessons of this Spot— 
school 

For the presumptuous thoughts that 
would assign 

Mechanic laws to agency divine ; 

And, measuring heaven by earth, wouIdF** 
overrule 

Infinite Power, 'fhe pillared vestibulCr 
E.xpanding yet precise, the roof em- 
bowed, 

.Might seem designed to humble man, 
w'hcn proud 

Of his best workmanship by plan and 
tool. 

Down-bearing with bis whole Atlantic 
weight 

Of tide, and tempest on the Structure’s 
base, 

And flashing to that Structure's topmost 
height. 

Ocean has proved its strength, and o£ 
I its grace 

In 4:alms is consdlous, Hading for his: 

freight . • 

Of softest music some responsive place- 

XXX * 

CAVE OF StAFFA 

Ye shadowy Beings, that have rights an(( 
daims 
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In every cell of Fingal’s mystic Oro^ , - Their wrongs, since they fulfilled their 
Where are ye ? Driven or ventuiing to • destiny ? 

the spot, j And when, subjected to a common doom 

Our fatbits ^mpscs caught of your thin ; Of mutability, those far-famed Piles 
Frames, * | Shall disappear from both the sister Isles, 

And, by Kour mien and bearing, knew Iona’s Saints, forgcttii^ nut past days, 
your j^rfies; . Garlands shall wear of amaranthine 

And thjjfy could hear his ghostly song who bloom, 

tre^ * While heaven’s vast sea of voices chants 

Earth, till the flesh lay on him like a loud,« their praise. 

>Miile he struck his desol^^e harp with- VXXIII 

out hopes or aims. i 

Vanished but subject to recal : j • iosa 

•Wli^r keep we else the instincts whose (upo.'j landing) 

dread law * How sad a welcome ! To each vovager 

Ruled here of 'or^ till what men Jelt Souk* ragged child holds up for sale a 
they saw, ^ store 

No^black arts but magic natural ! , Of wave-w'orn pebbles, pleading on the 

*If eyes be still sworn vassals of behefp* shore 

Yoll light shapes forth a Hard, that Jliade , Where once came monk and nun with 
a Chief. gentle stir, 

* XXXI ' ®l*‘ssings to gi\'c, Ilc^^■s ask, or suit pre- 

' fer. 

FLOWERS ON Tiy.-. TOP OF THE PILLARS ; Yet is \’im neat trim eliiireli a gi'ateful 
AT the^:nti^ance of the cave • i speck 

•Hope sii-iied^hqii your natjfilv was cast. . Of noveltv amid the sacred wreck 

Strewn far and wide. Think, proud 
Pbilosojiher ! 

Fallen though she be, this (ilory of t^e 
west. 

Still on her sons, the beams of mercy 
shine ; 

And “hopes, peihaps more heavenly 
briglil than thine. 

A grace by thee unsought and iinpossest. 
But ye, bright Flowers, on frieze and ; A faith rnfire fixed, a r.iptiirc more divine 
architrave 

> 'Survive, aud^once again the Pile stands | 
fast : 

'Calm as the Universe, from spr*ciilar 

towers j |SLi: martin’s voyagk among tiii. western 

’Of heaven contemplated by Spirits pure" isi.ls] 

With mute asto^UAbmtiriti if stands sus- , Heri- on their knees men swore: the 
tained _ 1 stones were black. 

Through every part in sviumelry, to Black in the people's minds luid words, 


•Children of Summer ! Ve*frcsh Mowers 
* that brave • 

What Summer hdh: escapft, not, the 
fierc^ wave. 

And whole artillery of the westeA blast. 

Battering the Temple’s front, its long- 
drawn nave 

Smiting, as if each moment were their 
last. 


Shall gild their passage to etenicd rest.’ 
XX.XIV 

THE HLACK .STO.N'LS OP IONA 


endure. 


vet thev 


Unhurt, the assault of Time with all his | Were at that lime, as now, in colour grey. 


hours, 

As the supreme Artificer ordained- 
XXXII 

IONA f 

On to Iona !—What can she afford ^ 
"To iw save matter for a thoughtful sigls* 
Heaved ove»ruin With stability • 

In urgent contrast ? To difikise the 
Word 

KThy Par^ount, mighty Nature ! and 
TiiaOTLord^ 

„JH!« Temples rose, ’mid pagan gloom ; 
but why, 

lEven fear a moment, has our verse de- 
plc^red 


But what is colour, if upon the rack 

Of conscience souls are placed by deeds 
that lark 

Concord with oaths ? What differ night 
and day 

Then, when before the Perjured on his 
_ way 

fHell opens, and the heavens in vengeance 
crack 

Above his head uplifted in vain prayer 

To Saint, or Fiend, or to the Go^e^ 
whom 

He hac insulted—Peasant, King, or 
Thane ? 

Fly where the culprit may, guilt meets 
a doom; 
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And, from invisible worlds at need laid 
bare^ ' 

Come links for social order’s awful chain. 

XXXV 

Homeward we tlirn. Isle of Coluiuba’s 
Cell, 

Where Christian piety’s soul-cheerinj 
spark 

(Kindled from Heaven between the light 
‘ and dark 

Of time) shone like the morning-star, 
farewell!— 

And fare thee well, to Fancy visible, 
Semole St. Hilda, lone and loved sea¬ 
mark * 

For many a voyage made in her swift 
bark. 

When with more hues than in the rain¬ 
bow dwell 

Thou a mysterious intercourse dost hold. 
Extracting from clear skies and air 
serene. 

And out of sun-bright waves, a lucid veil. 
That thickens, spreads, and, mingUug 
fold with fold. 

Makes known, when thou no longer 
canst be seen, 

Tfay whereabout, to warn the ajipruach- 
ing sail. 

XXXVI 

GREENOCK 

"Per me si va nella Citta doleiito ” 

We have not passed into a doleful City-, 
We who were led to-day down a grim dclJ, 
By some too boldly named, ‘‘ the Jaws of 
Hell : ” 

Where be the wretched ones, the sights 
for pity ? 

These crowded streets resound no plain¬ 
tive ditty :— 

As from the hive where bees in sunjner 
dwell, |kneU, 

Sorrow seems here excluded; and th,it 
It neither damps the gay, nor checks ihc 
witty. 

■Alas ! too busy Rival of old Tyre, 
Whose merchants Princes were, whose 
decks were thrones; 

Soon may the punctual sea in vain 
respire [Clyde 

To serve thy need, in union with that 
Whose nursling current brawls o’er 
mossy stones, 

The poor, the loacly, herdsman’s joy 
and pride. 

XXXVII 

** There ! " said a Stripling, pointing 
with meet pride 

Towards a low roof with grseu trees half 
concealed. 


V Js Mosgiel Farm ; and that’s the very 
field 

Where Burns .ploughed up the Daisy.” 

Far and wide , ' 

A plain below stretched,seaward, while, 
descried ^ 

Above sea-clouds, the Pealu of Arran 
rose; 

.4nd, by ttiat simple notice, the repose 
Of earth, sky, sea, and air, was vivified. 
Beneath “ the random bield of clod or 
st(*ne ” 

Myriads of daisies have stmne fortlr in 

flower «■ * 

Near the lark’s nesti^'ijid in their natural 
hour ,,. 

Have passed away ; 'hss happy than the 
One 

iliat, bv*thc unwilling ploughshare, dicd« 
prove * 

The tender charm of poetry and love. 

XXXVIJl 

' THE RIVER EUtN, eCMBERI.AND 

JiuEN ! till nbw thy bcae.ty h&ti I viewed!* 
By glimpses only, and confess \r:ith 
shame -,* 

That verse of mine, whate’er itjjs varying 
mood. 

Repeats but once the sound of thy sweet 

Yet fetched from Paradise that honour*' 
came. 

Rightfully borne ; for Nature gives thee 
flowers ■ 

That have 110 rivals among British 
bowers; • 

And thy bold rocks arc worthy of their 
fame. 

JVlcasurmg thy course, fair Stream 1 at 
length I pay 

To rny life's neighbvsur dues of neigh¬ 
bourhood ; 

But I have traced thee on thy winding 
way 

With pleasure sometimes by this thought 
restrained 

For things far oft we toil, while many a 
gucjd 

Not sought, because too near, is never 
ti gained. 

^ XXJ^IX 

MONUMENT OR'^KS. HOWARD 
r • 

(BY NOLUKENS), 

IN WETHERAL‘*CHORCH, NLAR CORBY, ON TBS 
BANKS OF TIIE^ EDEN 

Stretched on the dying Mother’s Ijsp, 
lies dead 

Her new-born Babe; dire ending txf 
■ bright hope! 
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B^t Sculpture here, with the divinest 
' scope 

Of liuninnus faith, heavenward hafh 
raised that head 

So patiefitly 4 and through one band has 
spread ' * 

A touch ,so fender for the insensate 
Child-^ 

(Earthy lingering love to parting recon¬ 
ciled, • 

Brief parting, for the spirit is all bu^ 
fled)— • 

That we, who contemplate the turns of i 
life' * 

*ThBnugh this still medium, are consoled 
and chfeered k" * 

Feel with the Mother, think the severed 
Wife ir 

Ts fess to bcjlamented than revered ; 

» And own that Art, triuinpflaut 

• strife • 

And pain, hath powers to Eternity en- 

dfared. 

• XL 

^ SUGC.E.fySD»«V THE FORECOIVO* 

Tranquillity ;• the soveieign aim wert 

• thou - I 

111 heathen scboolfsof pI!R''-.^phic lore : | 

Heart-stricken by stern destuiy of yore i 
The Tragic Muse thee served with: 
^ thoughtful vow; j 

And what of hope Elysium could allow | 
Was fondly seized by Sculpture, to; 

restore ! 

Peace to the Mourner. But when He i 
who wore ! 

The crown of thorns around his bleeding | 
brow • I 

Warmed our sad being with celestial j 
light, 

Thm Arts which still had drawn a softeur 
ing grace _ 

From shadowy^lmntains of the Infinite. 
Communed with that Idea face to face : 
And move around it now as planets 
Each in its orbit round tha central Sun 


That vol^ which soothed the Nuns while 
on tjne steeps 

They kifelt in prayer, or sang to blissful 
Mary. 

That union ceased : then, cleaving easy 
walks 

Through crags, and#smoothing paths 
beset with danger. 

Came studious Taste ; and many a pen¬ 
sive stranger ^ 

Dreams on the banks, and to the river 
talks. 

What change shall happen ne.\t to Nun- 
•lery Dell ? 

Canal, and Viaduct, and Railway, tell ! 
• XLII 

STEAMBOATS, VlADl’CTS, AND RAILWAYS 

Motions and Moans, on land and sea at 
war 

With old poetic feeling, not for this. 

Shall ye. by Poets even, be judged 
amiss .' 

Nor shall your presence, howsoe’er it 
mar 

The loveliness of Nature, prove a bar 

To the Mind's gaining that prophetic 
■s^jise 

Of future change, that point of vision, 
whence 

May be discovered what in soul ye are. 

Ill spite of all that beauty may disown 

In your harsh features, Nature doth 
embrace 

Her lawful offspring in Man's art : and 
Time, 

Pleased with your triumphs o’er his 
brother Space, 

Accepts from youi bold hands the proff¬ 
ered crown 

Of hope, and smiles on you with cheer 
sublime. 

XLIII 

' THE MONUMENT COMMONLY CALLED LONO 
MEG AND HER DAUGHTERS, NEAR THE 
RIVER EDEN 


XLI 

JJUNNERV 

The floods are roused, and will not soon 
be weary; . 

Down from the Pennine Alps' how 
fiercely sweeps * 

Crogun, Uie stately Eden’s tribjitary# 
He raves, or through some mpody pas¬ 
sage creeps 

Plotting new mischief—out again he 

' lea^ 

Into broad li^t, and sends, through 
* regions airy, 

• 1 The chain of Crossfell. 


A WEIGHT of awe, not easy to be borne,,, 

Fell Suddenly imon my Spirit—cast 

From the dread Du^om of tUc unicnowu 
past. 

When first I saw that family forlorn. 

Speak Thou, whose massy strength and 
stature scorn 

The power of years—pre-eminent, and 
placed 

Apart, to overlook the circle vast— 

Speak, Giant-mother ! tell it to the Mom 

While she dispels the cumbrous shades 
of Night ; 

Let the Moon hear, emerging from a 
^eud ; 
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At whose behest uprose on Bri^.sh ground 
' That Sisterhood, in hieroglyphh'. round 
Forth-sbadowing, some have deemed, 
Ihe infinite 

The inviolable God, that tames the 
proud ! 1 

XLIV 

LOWTHCR 

Lowther*! in thy majestic Pile are seen 
Cathedral pomp and grace, in apt accord 
With the, baronial castle's sterner mien ; 
Union significant of God adored, 1 
And charters won and guarded by the 
sword 

Of ancient honour ; whence that goodly 
, state 

Of polity which w'ise men venerate*. 

And will maintain, if God his help afford. 
Hourly the democratic torrent swells ; 
For airy promises and hopes siibonicd 
The strength of backward-looking 
thoughts is scorned. 

Fall if ye must, ye Towers and Pinnacles, 
With what ye symbolise; authentic 
Story 

Will say, Ye disaiipearod with England's 
Glory ! 

XLV 


TO THE EARL OF LONSDALE 
" Magistrates indicat virum ” 
Lonsdale ! it were unw'orthy of a Guest, 
Whose heart with gratitude to thee in¬ 
clines, 

If he should speak, by fancy touched, of 
signs 

On thy Abode harmoniously imprest. 
Yet be unmoved with wishes to attest 
How in thy mind and moral frame agree 
Fortitude, and that Christian Charity 
Which, filling, consecrates the human 
breast. 

And if the Motto or thy 'scutcheon teacb 
With truth, 

THE Man ; ” r 

That searching test thy public course has | 


Doth Aira-force, that torrent hoarse, 

< Speak from the woody glen I 
Fit music for a solemn vale I 
And holier seems the ground 
To him who catches on the gale 
The s]nrit of a mournful' tale. 

Embodied in the sound 

Not far from that fair site wherein 
The Pleasure-house is reared. 

As story says, in antique days , 

A stern-brow'd house appeared; 

Foil to a Jewel rich in light 
There set. and guarded well: 

Cage for a Bird of,plumage bright, '' 
Sweet-voiced, nor 'wishing for a flight 
Uoyoiid her nativ(^.dell. ; 

To win this bright Bir^ from her 6agt-, 

* iTo make this Gem their 'own, 4 

Cuiiii Barons bold, with store of gold, 
.And Knights of high renown ; 

But one She prized, and only on#; 

Sir Eglamore w'as he : 

Full happy season, whep was known, •• 
Ye'Dalcs imd Hills ! to^/ou clone ., 
Their inutkal loyalty-x- 

Known chiefly,^ Aira ! ^o thy glen, *' . 

Thy brooifp'and bcu./ers of holly ; 
Where Passion caught whatt Nature 


taught. 

That all but love is folly; , 

Where Fact with Fancy stooped to play ; A 
Doubt came not, nor regret— 

To trouble hours that winged their way. 
As if through an immortal day 
Whose sun could never set. 


Bui in old times Love dwellrnot long 
Sequester’d with repose ; 

Best throve the fire of chaste desire* 
Fanned by the breath of foes. * 
“ A conquering lance is beauty’s test. 
And proves the true ; ’’ 

So spake Sir Eglamore, and pressed 
The Magistracy shows J|The drooping Emma to his breast 

And look^ ^ ^ieu. 


stood, 

As will be/jwned alike 

decks werf» throne"/ / r 
. - ibDh'as the measuring of life s little span 
Shall place thy virtues out of Envy s 
leach.^ 

XLVI 

THE SOMNAMBULIST 
List, ye who pass by Lyulph’s Tower ® 
At eve ; how softly then 

1 See Mole. * See Note. 

. . a A pleasure-house built b" the late Duke of 
' "'Norfolk upon the banks of Ullswater. Fo«^ 
Is the word used in the Lake district for Water- 
' JaU. 


'.ney"partcd.— Well with him it fared 
Through wide-spread re^ons errant; 
A knight of proof in love’s behoof, 

The thirst of fame his warrant: 

A nd She her happiness can build 
On woman’s quiet hours ; 

Though faint, compared with spear 

The solace beads and masses yield. 

And needlework and flowers. 

Yet blest was Emma when she heard 
Her Champion’s praise recounted; 
Though brain would swim, and eyes grmf 
dim, ^ . 

An4 high her bjiishe? i 

• I ” . '» t * ' . - • . .. . ' % TV . 
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Or when a bold heroic lay 
She warbled from full heart; 
Deliehtful blossoms for the May 
Of absence ^ but they will not stay, 
Born only to depart. 


Hope wanes with fier, while lustre fills 
Whatever pStfi* he chooses ; 

As if his qrb, that owns no curb. 
Received the light hers loses. • 

He comes not back ; an ampler space 
Requires for nobler deeds ; • 

He ranges on from place to place. 

Till of his doings is no trace, 

Butaivhat her fancy ^n?eds. 

His fame may spread^iut m the past 
Her spirit finds it!^f(i>ntre ; 

Clear stglft She has oT what he was, 

^nd that woiild now content her. 

“ StilNs he my devoted Knight ? ” 1 

The tear in answer flows ; 

Month fti^s on month with heavier 
weight ; 

Day sickens round Jier, and the night 
Is empty of sepoijp. 

In*sleep She*sometJmes walkfS abroad, 
Deep sighs with quick words blending. 
Like that pale Queeil^whoff 'hr^nds are 
seen * 

With fancied spots contending ; 

But she is innocent of blood,— 

*rlie moon is not more pure 
Tnat shines aloft, while through the wood 
She thrids her way, the sounding Flood 
Her melancholy* lure ! 


While ’mid the fern-brake sleeps the doe. 
And owls alone are waking. 

In white arrayed, glides on the Maid 
The d'lnvnward pathway taking. 

That leads her to the torrent’s side 
And to a holly bower ; 

By whom on this sUl^ight descried ? 
By whom in that Umc place espied ? 

By thee. Sir Eglamore I 


A 


* 


I 


A wandering Ghost, so thinks the Knight, 
His coming step has thwarted, 
JBeneath the boughs that heard their 
vows. 

Within whose shade they parted. 
Hush, hush, the busy Sleeper see ! 

Perplexed her fingers seem. 

As if they from the hoUy tree 
Green twigs woyld pluok, as rapidly t 
Flung from her to the stream. ^ 


What means the Spectre ? Why intent 
To violate the Tree, 

Thought Eglamore, J}y which I swore 
Un^ding constancy ? 

Here am 1 , and to-mocTow’s sun, 

To her I leftt shall prove 


That bliss i^e’er so surely won 
As when a iircuit has been rmi 
Of valour, truth, and love. 

So from the spot whereon he stood, ^ 

• He moved with stealthy pace ; 

And, drawing nigh, with bis living eye. 

He recognized the face; 

And whispers caught, and speeches 
small, 

•Some to the green-leaved tree. 

Some muttered to the torrent-fall;— 

“ Roar on, and bring him w’lth thy call; 
1 hear*!, and so may He ! ” 

Soul-shattered was the Knight, nor knetv 
If Einiha’s Ghost it were. 

Or bodifig Shade, or if the Maid 
Her very self stood there. 

^e'touched; what followed who shall tell ? 

The soft touch snapped the thread 
Of slumber—shrieking back she fell. 

And the. Stream whirled her down the 
* dell 

' Along its foaming bed. 

In plunged the Knight!—when on firm 
ground 

The rescued Mtiiden lay. 

Her eyes grew Inright with blissful light, 
Confusun! p.tsscd away ; 

She heard, ere to the throne of grace 
Her faithful Spirit flew. 

His voice—beheld his speaking face; 
And, dviiig, from his own embrace. 

She felt that he was true. 

So was he recijncilcd to life : 

Brief words may speak the rest ; 
Within the dell he built a ceil, 

And there was Son ow’s guest ; 

111 hermit.s’ weeds repose he found. 
From vain temptations free ; 

Beside the torrent dwelling—bound 
By one deep heart-controlling sound. 
And awed to piety. 

WjJUJ stream of Aira, hold thy course, 
Nor fear memorial lays. 

Where clouds that spread in solemn 
shade. 

Are edged with golden rays ! 

Dear art thou to the light of heaven. 
Though minister of sorrow ; 

Sjveet is thy voice at pensive even ; 
i^d thou, in lovers’ hearts forgiven, 

• Shalt take thy place with Yarrow I 

1833. 

XLVII 

TO CORDELIA M— 

HALLSTEADS, ULLSWATER 

Not in the mines beyond the v,estern 
main. 

You say, Cordelia, was the metal sought. 
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Which a fine skill, of India]' growth, has 
wrought ^ 

Into this flexible yet faithfiV Chain; 

Nor is it silver of romantic Spain 

fiom our loved Helvellyn’s depths 
was brought. 

Our own dornestic mountain. Thing 
and thought 

Mix strangely ; trifles light, and partly 
vain. 

Can prop, as you have learnt, our nobler 
being: 

Yes, Lady, while about your neck is 
wound I 

fYour casual glance oft meeting) this 
bright cord. 

What witchery, for piire gifts of, inward 
seeing. 

Lurks in it, Memory’s Helper, Fancy’s 
Lord, " • 

For precious tremblings in your bosom 
foimd ! 


XLVlll 

Most sweet it is with unuplifted eyes 
To pace the ground, if path be there or 
none. 

While a fair region round vhe traveller 
hes 

Which he forbears again to look upon ; 
Pleased rather with . aerrne soft ideal 
scene. 

The wf rk of Fancy, or some Happy tone 
Of meditation, slipping in between 
The beauty coming and the beauty gone. 
If ThougbV and Love desert us. from that 
day ^ 

Let us break off all confmcrce with .^he 
Muse ^ 

iWith Thought arfti Love companions of 
our way, 

Whate’er the senses take or may,refuse. 
The Mind’s internal heaven shall, shed 
. her dews * ' 

Of inspiration on the humblest lay. 
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EXPOSTULATION ANT> REPLY 

“ Wiiy, William, on that old grey stone, 
Thus for the length of half a day. 

Why, William, sit you thus alone. 

And dream your time away ? 

Where are your books ?—that light' 
bequeathed 

To Beings else forlorn and blind ! 

Up 1 up ! and drink the spirit breathed 
From dead men .to their kind. 

You look round on your Mother Earth, 

As if she for no purpose bore >ou : 

As if you were her first-born birth,' 

And none had lived before you ! ” 

One morning thus, by Esthwaite lake. 
When hie was sweet, I knew not why. 

To me my good friend Matthew spake. 
And thus I made reply. 

“ The eye—^it cannot choose but see ; 
We cannot bid the ear be still; ^ 

Our bodies feel, where’er they be. 
Against or with our will. ^ ^ 

Nor less I deem that there are Powers 
Which of themselves our minds impress ; 
That we can feed this mind of ours 
In a wise passiveness. 

Think you, ’mid all this mighty sum 
Of things for ever speaking, 


That nothing of itself will dime. 

Hut we must still be seeking ? 

—Tlu'ii ask not wherefore, here, alorie^, 
Corivcrsiug as 1 may, 

I sit upon this old grey stone. 

And dream my time away.” 

1798. 

II « 

THE TABLES TURNED 

AN EVENING SCENE ON THE SAKE SUBJECT 

Up ! up! my Friend, and quit your 
books; 

Or siurely you’ll grow double : 

Up ! up ! my Friend, and clear your 
looks; 

Why all this toil and trouble ? 

The sun, above the ipouutaln’s head, 

A fi%shening lustre mellow 
Through all the long green fields has 
spread. 

His first sweet evening yellow. 

Books ! *tis a dull and eqdless stjrife: 
Come, hear the woodland linnet^' 
Howosweet bis music I on my life. 
There’s more of wisdom in jt. 

And hark ! how blithe the throstle §ing^ | 
He, too, is no mean''preacher : 

Come forth into the light of thin^, 

Let Nature be your teacher. 
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She has a world of ready wealth. 

Our miads and hearts to bless— 
Spontaneous wisdom breathed by health, 
Truth breathed by cheerfulness. 

One impulse from.,a vernal wood 
May teach yc'-i.^more of man. 

Of moral evil of good, 

Than all the sages can. 


Sweet is the lore which Nature brings ; 
Our Meddling intellf^ct ^ 
Mis-shapes the beauteous forms of 
things :— , 

Wfc mjirciler,_^o^ssect. 

Enough of Science a?hi of Art ; 

Close up those barrerjicaves : ' 

C'ome jprth, and bringwith you a heart 
That watches and receives. ^ 

1798-, 
III 

LINES WRITTEN IN EARLY 
SPRING 

1 HEARD a th'i«isanj^ blended notes, * 
AMiile in a prnwt T,sate reclined,* 

In that sweet mood whtti pleasant 
. tnoiights , ^ 

Bring sad thoughts tB the ti ih^d. 

To her fair works did Nature link 
The human soul that through me ran : 

much it grieved my heart to think 
What man has made of man. 

Through primrose tufts, in that green 
bower. 

The periwinkle trailed its wreaths ; 

And ^tis my fa^th that every flower 
Enjoys the air it breathes. 

The birds around me hopped and played. 
Their thoughts I cannot measure :— 
But the least mo tiot^j ivhich they made, 
It seemed a thrill^Cnplcasure. 

The budding twigs spread out their fan, 
To catch the breezy air , 

And I must think, do all I can, 

, That there was pleasure there. 

' If this belief from heaven be sent. 

If such be Nature’s holy plan. 

Have I not reason to lament 
WhaVnian has made of man ? 

1798. 


ind sluggishness, pleasure 

m. 


And bustle 

* apd g1< 

There’s weakness, and strength both 

, redundant and vain; * 

Such strength as, if ever affliction and 
pain # 

Could pierce through a temper that’s 
soft to di.scdse. 

Would be rational peace—a philosopher’s 
» case. 

There’s indiffprcnce, alike when he fails 
or Sigccecds. 

And attention full ten times as much as 
there needs ; 

Pride w;hpre there’s no envy, there’s so 
much of joy ; 

And mildness, and spirit both forward 
•I* and coy. 

There’s freedom, and sometimes a diffi¬ 
dent stare 

Of shame scarcely seeming to know that 
she's there. 

There’s virtue, the title it surely may 
claim. 

Yet wants heaven knows what to bo 
worthy the name. 

This picture from nature may seem to 
depart. 

Yet the Man would at once run away 
with your heart; 

And I for five ccntiuries right gladly 
would be 

Such an odd such a kind happy creature 
as he. 

X800. 


IV ' 

■"' A CHARACTER 

I MARVEL how Nature could ever find 
space 

For^o many strluge contrasts in one 
numan face: 

There’s thought and no thought, and 
there’s paleness and bloom 


TO MY SISTER 
It is the first mild dav of March: 

Each minute sweeter than before 
The. redbreast sings from the tall larch 
That stands beside our door. 

There is a blessing in the air. 

Which seems a sense of joy to yield 
To the bare trees, and mountains bare. 
And grass in the green field. 

My sister ! (’tis a wish of mine) 

Now that our morning meal is done, 
^ake haste, your morning task resign i 
.■Come forth and feel the sun. 

j jRdward v/iU come with you ;—and, pray. 
Put on with speed your woodland dress s 
And bring no book: for this one day 
We'll give to idleness. 


No joyless forms shall regulate 
Onr living calendar : 

We from to-day, my Friend, will date 
The opening of the year. 
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Love, now a universal birtK 
From heart to heart is steal nig. 

From earth to man, from ma^ to earth : 
—^It ’is the hour of feeling. 

One moment now may give us more 
Than years of toiling reason : 

Our minds shall drink at every pore 
The spirit of the season. 

silei^t laws our hearts will make. 
Which they shall long obey: ‘ 

We for the year to come may take 
Our temper from to-day. 

And from the blessed power that rolls 
About, below', above. 

We’ll frame the measure of our souls : 
They shall be tuned to love. 

Then come, my Sistfjr ! come, I pra^', | 
With speed put on your woodland dress ; 
And bring no book : for this one day 
We’ll give to idleness. 

179S. 

VI 

SIMON LKE 

THE OLD HL’NTSMAN' ; 

WITH AiT INCIPIilNT IN WIllL'M Hk. WAS 


Men, dogs, and horses, all are dead; 

He is the sole survivor. 

And he is lean and he is sick ; 

His body, dwindled and aw’ry. 

Rests upon ankles swoln and thick ; 

His legs are thin and’’dry,. 

One I'rop he has, and dniv one. 

His wife, an aged woman, 

I,ivcs wKth him, near the W'aterfall, 
Upon the village Common. „ 

Beside their moss-gr^wn hut of i^ay, 

Not tw'cnty paces from the do<^ 

A scrap of land they have, but tb^^y ^ 
Are poorest of tiii. pour. 

,This scrap 01 land'ne from the heath 
Enclosed when hC 'as stronger ; 
j Hut what to them avails the lalid^ 
iWhicliiihe can till no longer ? 

Oft. working by her Husband’s side, 
Ruth does what Simon, cannot do ; 

For she, with scanty cause for pride. 

Is stouter of the tw'o. 

And, though you with yoijr utmost skill 
From labr-jir could not Vean them, 

’Tis little, >'ery little—all 
That they can do between them. 


. CONCERN 1 I> 

In the sweet shire of Cardigan. 

Not far from pleasant Ivor-hall, 

An old Man dw'ells, a little man,— 

’Tis said he once w'as tall. 

Full five-and-thirty years he lived 
A running huntsman merry ; 

And still the centre of his cheek 
Is red as a ripe clierry. 

No man like him the horn could s;ound, 
And hill and vallev rang with glee 
When Echo bandied, round and round, 
The halloo of Simon Li'c. 

In those, proud davs, he little cared 
For husbandry or tilbige ; 

To blither tasks did Simon rouse 
The sleepers of the village. 

He all the eounlry could outrun, 

Couhl leave both man and horse behind ; 
And often, ere the chase w’a,s done, 

He reeled, and was stone-blind. 

And still there’s snmethhig in the world 
At which h s heart rejoices ; 

For W'hen the chiming hounds are out. 
He dearly loves their voices ! ' 

But, oh the heavy change !—bereft 
Of health, strength, friends, and kindred, 
sec ! 

Old Simon to the world is left 
In livened poverty. 

His Master’s dead—and no one now 
Dwells in the Hall of Ivor ; 


Few months of life has he in.,,store 
As he to you will tell, 

For still, the more he w'orks, the more 
I>o his weak ankles swell. 

[ My gentle Reader, 1 perceive 
flow patiently you’ve waited, 

! And now 1 fear that you expect 
I Some tale w'ill be related. 

I 

1 O Reader ! had you in your mind 
i Such stores as silent thfiught ca(n bring, 
■ O gentle Reader ! you would find 
, A talc in everything. 

1 What more. I have to say is short, 

I And you must kirnil;: take it ; 

; It is no talc : but, should you think, 

I Perhaps a tale you’ll make it. 

One summer-day I chanced to see 
This old Man doing aU be could 
i To unearth the root of an old tree, 

A stump of rotten wood. 

The mattock tottered in his hand ; 

, So vain was his-endeavour. 

That at the root of the old tree . 

He might have worked for ever. • 

“ Vtni’rc overtasked, good Simon Lee, 
Give me your tool.” to him I said:; 
And at the word right gladly he 
Received my proffered aid. 

1 struck, and with a single blow 
The tangled root I severed, ' 

At which the poor old Man so long 
! And vainly had endeavoured. 
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The tears into his eyes were brought, 
And thanks and praises seenied to run 
So fast ou| of his heart, T thought 
They never w^uld have done. 


^T AND#R 

j Can draw^a 

I As blest and 
gloom. 


EFLECTION 
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armth from the cheek of ray 
as glad, in this desolate 


—I’ve heard of hearts unkind, kind deeds. As if green summer grass were the floor 

_S_1____ M _• _ I i" ^ 


With coldness still returning ; 
Alas 1 the gratitude of men 
Hath ofl^uer left rae mourning 

' VII . • 


I of my room, * 

I And woodbines were hanging above. 

i ^od is mv wilness, thou small help- 

i less Thing! 

I Thy life 1 would gladly sustain 
1 Till summer come up from the south, and 
Avtih crowds 

Of thy brethren a march thou should’st 
sound through the clouds. 

And I^ack to the forests again I 


WRITgEN IN GERMANY 

* Of*. Tur c oiniiST days or the 

T'lc Rr.nJcr miibt be a^nsed. th.-it tlic Stovbs 
id N'li^h-tlcrm my gifncrally have the impres- j 
sioif ora galloping horse upon them, tins, ueiii^ 

^ p.irt of the lininswick Arms. * ^ j'ljl-I M li 

A prACvir on your languages, German 1 Art thou a Statist in 
amLNor.se ! 

Let me have the song of the kettle ; 

And the tongs and the poker, instead of 
that horse * • 

gallm)s'*j*wiA- with suA (ury and 

4r\irr*s» ^ % 
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force 

On this dreary dulljplat^f black metal. 

Sec that Flv—a diSconsolatl* cr, aturc ! 
perh.ftis 

A cliild of th<* field or the grove ; 

A«d, sorrow for him ! the dull treacherous , 
heat i 

Has.seducedthepoorfoolfromhiswinter; Or art thou one of gallant pride. 

. , , , I Soldier and no man of chaff ? 

And he creeps to the edge of my stove. Welcome : —but lav thy sword aside, 

-Alas J how he fumbles about the domains | And lean upon a peasant s staff. 
Which this ccihilortless oven environ ! i physician art thou ^ one, all eyes. 


V 7 II 

I’OET’S EPITAPH 
the van 

Of public conflicts trained and bred ? 

—First learn to love one living man ; 
Then may'st thou think upon the dead. 

A Lawyer art thou ?—draw not nigh ! 

Go, carry to some fitter place 

Thi keeiiii<*ss of that practised eye, 

Th(> hardness of that sallow face. 

Hi.' 

Art thou a Man of purple, cheer ? 

A rosy Man, right jilump to see ? 
.Appmach ; yet. I>octor, not too near. 
This grave no cushion is for thee. 


Philosopher ! a tmgering slave. 

One that would peep and botanize 


He cannot find out in what track he must 
crawl. 

Now back to the tiles, then m search of : his mother’s grave ’ 

the wall, - i ‘ K ■ 

And now on the Urfifk of the iron. I Wrapt closely 111 thy sensual fleece, 

1 .<11 .u u ^ J 11 * 11 i t) *urn a.sidc—and take, I prav. 

Stock-still there he stands like a traveller j -phat he below mav rest in peaci 
bemazed: 




The best of his skill he has tried ; 

, His feeleib, metbinks, 1 can sec him put 
forth 

Tq the cast and the Avest, to the south 
and the north ; 

But he finds neither gu^-post nor guide- 

His Sandies Sink under him, foot, leg, 
and tmgti I > , 

His eyesigb,^.|tnd bearing are lost; 

Between’Efe and death his blood'freezcs 
and thaws ; 

And his two pretty pinions of blue dusky 
gauze * 

Are^lued to his sides by the frost. 

. No brother, no mate has he near him— 

. ■ while 1 




peace. 

Thy rA-er-d\vindling soul, away I 

A Moralist perchance appears : 

Led, Heaven knows how ! to thisApoor 

SiAd : 

And he has neither eves nor ears ; 

A Himself his world, and his own God ; 

I 

• One to wliose smooth-rubbed .soul can 
J cling 

Nor form, nor feeling, great or small; 

A reasoning, self-sufficing thing. 

An intellectual All-in-all! 

Shut close, the door ; press down the 
latch : 

Sleep in tliy intellectual crust; 

Nor lose ten tickings of thy watch 
Near this uni^ofitable dust. 

-C' 
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But who is He^ with modest Ihuks,' | X 

And clad In homely russet brown ? | MATTHEW 

He murmurs near the running brooks 
A music sweeter than their own. 

» * 

He is retired as noontide dew, 

Or fountain in a noon>day grove: 

Aiiii you must love him. ere to you 
He wull siiim worthy of your love. 


a tabi^, on whScili 


In the Schcml of-is 

are inscribed, in gilt lettws, ttie N^es of 
several persons who have been School-masteiB 
there since the foundatiou^T'die School, with 
the time at which they entered upon ahd 
quittcdtthcfr office. (Opposite to 6 ae those 
Names the Author wrote the following lines. 


The outvrard shows of sky and earth. 

Of hill and valley, he has viewt i ; 

Ahd impulses of deeper birth 
Have come to him in solitude. 

In common things that round us lie 
Some random truths he can imparl,— 
The harvest of ,a quiet eye , 

That broods and sleejis on his own heart. 

Bi’t he is weak ; both Man and Boy, 
Hath been an idler in the land ; 
Contented if he might enjoy 
The things which others understand. 

—Come hither in thy hour of strength ; 
Come, weik as is a breaking wave ! 
Here^tretch tUv body at full length ; 

Or b^d thy house upon this grave. 

1799. 

IX 


If Nature,,for a favourite-child, *' 

In thee hath'tempered so her clS^ 

Tliat every hotur thy hi^ait rtms wild. 
Yet never onne doth go ^tr^v. , 

Read o’er theseand then review 
This tablet, that ti'''.us humbly rears 
In such diversity ttt hue 
I ^Is hisj^ory of two hundred years.' 

—t'Vhen through this little wre^k (>f 
fame. 

Cipher and syllabic ! thine eye^ 

Has travelled down to Matthew’s name, 
Pause with no common sympathy. 

And, if a peeping teak/ sljoald wake. 
Then be it jusither che..kcu n6r stayed : 
P'or Matthew a request I make 
! Which foi[>*.«jelf he had not made. 

Pcx>r Matthew, all his frolics "j’er. 

Is silent as a standing pool; 

Far from the chimney’s merry roar, 

And murmur of the village school. 


TO THE DAISY 

Bright Flower ! whose homo is every¬ 
where. 

Bold in maternal Nature’s care. 

And all the long year through the heir 
Of jov or si»To-w'. 

Methinks Ithat there abides in Ihec 
Some eoncurd with humanity. 

Given to no other fli>wer 1 see 
The forest thorough ! 

Is it that Man is soon deprest ? 

A thoughtless Thing ! who, once unblcst. 
Does little on his memory rest, 

^Or on his reason. 

And Thou would'st teach him how to 
find 

A shelter under every wind, 

A hope for times that are unkind 

And every season ? , l''* 

Thou wander’s! the wide world about, 
iTiicheck’d by pride or scrupulous doubt, 
With friends to greet thee, or without. 
Yet pleased and willing ; 

Meek, yielding to the occasion’s call. 

And aU things suffering from all. 

Thy fmieticm apostolical 
In peace fulfilling. 

I % 


The sighs which Matthew heaved were 
sighs 

Of one tired out wit)h fun and madness : 
The tears which came to Matthew’s 
Were tears of light, the dew of gladness. 

Yet, sirnietimes, when the secret cup 
Of still and serious thought went round. 
It seemed as if he drank it up— 

He felt with spiri^o profound. 

—Thou soul of God’shest earthly mould 1 
Thou happy Soul! and can it be 
That these two words of glittering gold 
Arc all that must remain of thee r 

*799- 

XI 

THE TWO^APRIL MORNINGS# 
We wal'iced along, while bright and red 
IJlirose the momlng siinl 
An,d Matthew stepped, |(n%M>ked, and 
said, ^ 

" The' will of God be ^donc T 

f , 

A village schoolmaster was he, 

With hair of glittering grey * 

As blithe a man as you could see ^ 

On a spring holiday. 

And on that morning, through the gr^ss*' 
And by the steaming rills. 


. . 18 03 
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We traveUed merrily, to pass 
A day anionff the liilLs. 

“ Our workt” said I, “ was well begun, 
Then, Irom thy t^east what thought, 
Beneath so be^tiful a sun, 

So sacl a sigh has brought ? ” 

A second time did Matthew sttff ); 

And^xing still his eye 

Upon the eastern mountain-k>p, 

To me he made reply: 

“yoiV.cl<n» djjnth th at long purple cleft 
Brings fresirn!!!9"!!^ii3!||i1'hd 
A day like this which?have left • 

Full thirty years bel^Rid. 

• • 

/yid just abovd yon slope of corif i 
Such flours, and no other, • 

Were in the sky, that April morn. 

Of this tJHB very brother. 

With rod and linc^ sued the sport 
Which that s\\jeet U'ason gave, “ 

And, to th%clwirc^-yard cunf‘, stopped 
short • 

Besidf my daughter',^ grgjjp. 


seen, 


Nine summers had she scarcely 
The pride of all the vale ; 

Anj^ then she sang:—she would ha\'c 
•# been 

A very' nightingale. 

Six feet in earth my Emma lay ; 

And yet I loved her more. 

For so it seemed, than till that day 
I e’er had loved before. 

And, tiiming~frum her grave, I met, 
Beside the chiu’chyard yew, 

A blooming Girl, who.se hair was wet 
With points of dew. 

A basket on her head she iiare ; 

Her brow was smooth and white: 

To see a child so very fair, 
was a pure delight! 

No fountain froni its rocky cave 
E’er tripped with foot so free ; 

She sttmed as happy as.^a wave 
That dances on the sea. 

There came from me ^ sigh of pain 
Which I coul^ill coniine ; 

1 looked taV flhf, and looked again f 
And did not wish her mine ! ’’ 

* I I ■ , 

Matthew is in his gf*ave. yet now, 
Methinks, I see him stand. 

As at that moment, with a bough 
wilding hi his hand. 

1799 - 


•w 




xn 

HE FOUNTAIN 

A. CqNl^RSATlOK 

WnAniked with open heart, and tongue 
Affectionate and true, * 1 ,, 

A pair of friends, though I was y'oting. 
And Matthew seventy-two. 

We lay beneath a spreading oak. 

Beside a mossy seat; 

And from the turf a fountain broke. 

And gui||led at our feet. 

“ Now, Matthew ! " said I, " let us 
nii^tch 

This water's pleasant tune 
With some old border-song, or catch 
*rhat suits a suiiirner’s n^'on ; 

Or of llie ehurch-clock and the chimes 
.Sing here beneath the shade, 
iTliat half-mad thing of witty rhymes 
|V\’'hich YOU Iasi April made ! ” 

In silence Matthew lay, and eyed 
The spring beneath the tree ; 

And ihns the dear old Man replied. 

The grey-h.iired man of glee: 

“ No check, no stay, this Str^mlet 
fears : 

How luerrilv it goes ! 

'Twill iiiuniuir on a thousand years. 

And flow as now it flows. 

And here, on this delightful day, 

1 cannot choose but think 
How oft, a vigorous man, I lay 
Beside this fountain's brink. 

My eyes arc dim with childish tears. 

My heart is idly stirred, 

Fi”»r the same sound is in my ears 
Which in those days I heard. 

iThiis fares it still in our decay: 
lAna yet the wiser mind 
^ouriis less for what age takes away 
fThan what it leaves behind. 

The black bird amid leafy trees. 

The lark above the hill. 

Let loose their carols when they please, 
Are quiet when they will. 

ith Nature never they wage 
foolish strife : they see 
happy youth, and their old age 
Is beautif’ifl and free ; 

But we are. pressed by heavy laws ; 

And often, glad no morb. 

I^e wear a face of joy, because 
\Wc have been glad of yore. 

If there be one who need bemoan 
His kindred laid in earthy 
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The'tiousehold hearts that his own ; ‘ 

•. It is th^ man of mirth. 

'■■My days, my Friend, are almost 
My life has been approved, 

■ And many low^ me ; but by none 
Am I enough beloved.” 

“ Now both himself and rue he wrongs. 
The man who thus compkiius ! < 

1 live and sing mv idle songs 
Upon these lijippy plains ; 

'■ And, Matthew, for thy children dead j 
' I’ll be a son to thee ! ” | 

’■At this he grasped my hand, and said, 

“ Alas ! that cannot be.” ^ i 

I 

We rose up from tiie fountnin-Mde ; | 

And down the sniirotlr deseent '“i 


Our daily world’s true Worldlings, rank 
not me! * ^ 

Children are blest, and powerful; their 
w'orid lies 

More justly balanced'; partly at their 
feet, •• 

And part far from them r-qr-sweetest 
melKrdies 

Are those that are by distance made mote 
sweet • 

Whose mind is but the mind d&his own 
eyes. 

He is a .Sla>'e ; the meanest wg pap.jmeet ! 

^'Yn 

Wings have we,—as far as we can go 

We may find pleasure : wildcj*uet.s and 

f Wtff>d, " (■ 


Of the green sheep-lraek did we glide ; 
And through the W(.)od we went ; 

And, ere we came to I..eoiiar(rs rock. 
He sang those wittv rhymes 
About the crazv old eJuirch-clock, 
j.,Aad t^e bewildered chiiiies. 

1799. 

XIII 

PERSONAL TALK ' 


I AM not One w’ho much or oft delight 

To season my fireside with personal 
talk,— 

Of friends, vrho live within an easy walk. 

Or neighbours, daily, weekly, in mysight: 

And, for my chaiice-acquaintuiice, ladies 
bright, 

Sons, mothers, maidens withering on the 
stalk. 

These, all wear out of me, like Forms, 
with chalk 

Painted on rich men’s floor.,i for one 
feast-nigiit. 

Better than such discourse doth siltncc 
long. 

Long, barren silence, square with my 
desi'e; 

To sit without emotion, hope, or aim. 

In the loved presence of iny cottage-fire. 

And listen to the flapping of the flame. 

Or kettle ^ispering its faint undersong- 

II 

“ Yet life,” you say, “ is life ; we ha^%, 
seen and sec, •' 

• And with a living pleasure we describe ; 

And fits of sprightly malice do but bribe 

The languid mipd into activity. 

Souij.d sense, and love itself, and mirth 
and glee 

. Are fostered by the comment and the 
gibe.” 

vBven be it so: yet still among yow 


Bkink ocean and mere sky, suppotv that 
mood 

Which with the lofty sanctifloi, the low. 
Dreams, books, are each a world; and ^ 
books, we know,? 

Are a substantial w^rld, .both pure and 
good!. , ‘ \ 

Round theste, with tendrils strong as flesh 
and blo»’ 

Our pastkne and our happiness will grow. 
Then* find I personal themcs,'a plenteous, 
store. 

Matter wherein right voluble I am, t 
To which I listen with a ready car ; * 

Two shall be named, pre-eminently 
dear— 

The gentle Lady married to the Moor ; 
And heavenly Una with her milk- 
white Lamb. „ 

IV 

Nor can I not believe but that hereby 
Great gains are mine; for thus I hve 
remote . 

From evil-speaking'r rancour, never 
sought, • 

Comes to me not; malignant truth, or 
lie. 

Hence have 1 genial seasons, hence have 
I 

Smooth passions, smooth discourse, and 
joyous thought: 

And thus from day to day my little boat 
Rocks in its harbour, lodging peaceably. 
Blessings be with them—and , eternal' 
i praise, • o'* 

Who .gave us nobler nobler 

cares— 

The Poets, who on earth have made na 
heirs 

Of truth and pure delight by heavenly 
lays! '' 

Oh 1 might my name be numbered among 
thras, - . ■ 
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XIV 

TO TH£ SPAOE OF A FRIEND 

*(AN^ AGRICULTURIST) 
COMPOSED WHILE WE WI KK LABOURING 
TOCET>l£fC IN 1115 PLEAS!^RF-UROUND 


Skade ! with which Wilkinson hath tilled 
his lands, * • 

And shaped these pleasant walks 
• Emont’s side, ^ 

Thou art a tool of honour m inv hands ; 
1 press thee, through the yielding soil, 

. with j^He. ^ 

Rare masterlTSS thy lot to know ; 

Long hast Thou ser^d a man to rcasbn 
tryi:; ^ 

V/h8se life combines the best of high and 
% low, • •* 

TheTlabouring mwy and the resting few ; 

Health,* meekness, ardour, quietness 
seCTtre, 

And industry of i>ody and of mind ; 

And elegant i'.njo^nents, that are pun? 

As iiaturcsis ;^tyo pure to refined. 

Her# often hast Thou heard the Poet sing 
In concord with liid|fivt?ffi.i’ryi jring by ; 
Or in sonw.' silent field, while timid s]iring 
Is yet uncheered by other minstrelsy. 

Who shall inherit Thee when death has 
laid •* 

Low in the darksome cell thiiic own dear 
lord ? 

That man will have a trophy, humble 
Spade ! 

A trophy ngbler than a conqueror’s 
sword. 

If he be one that feels, with skill to part 
False praise from true, or, greater from 
the less, ^ 

Thee will he wopwome to his hand and 
heart, 

Thou monument of peaceful happiness ! 

He will not dread with Thee a toilsome 
day— 

'' Thee his loved servant, his inspiring 
mate! 

And, when thou art past service, worn 
away, I 

No dull oblivious nook shall hide thy 

i^te. . •* 

His thrift uselessness will never 

scoi'n y • 

An heir-loom in his cottage wilt thou 
be:— 

' High will he hang thee up, well pleased 
to adorn 


' ANFl: 

T7 


3^9 


xW 

NIGHT THOUGHT 
Lo J where the Moon along the sky 
Sails with her happy destiny; 

Oft is she hid from mortal eye 
Or dimly seen, * 

But when the clouds asunder fly 
1 How bright her mien ! 
by. Far different we—a froward race. 

Thousands though rich in Fortune’s 
grace. 

With iherished siillenness oft pace 
Their way pursue, 
liigrates who wear a smilelcss face 
The whole year through. 

If kindred humours e’er would make 
My spirit droop for droopiiig’s sake. 
From Fancy following in thy wake* 
Bright shij) of heaven ! 

A counter impulse let me take 
And be forgiven. 


XVT 

INCIDENT .. 

CHARACTEKISIIC OF A FAVOORITE^OO ^ 

Ov his .morning rounds the Master 
Goes to learn how all things fare ; 
Searches pasture after pasture, 

Shecji and cattle eyes with care ; 

Aiul, for silence or for talk. 

He hath comrades in his walk ; 

F<jur dogs, each pair of different breed. 
Distinguished two for scent, and two for 
speed. 

See a hare before him started ! 

—Off they fly in earnest chase 3 
Every dog is eager-hearted. 

All the four are in the race : 

And the hare whom they pursue. 

Knows from instinct what to do; 

Her hope is ne.ar : no turn she makes 3 

But, like an arrow, to the river takes. 

• 

Deep the river was, and crusted 
Thinly by a one night’s frost ; 

But the nimble Hare hath trusted 
To the ice, aud safely crost ; 

She hath crost, and without heed 
All are foUnwinfj at full speed, 

When, lo ! the ice, so thinly spread. 
Breaks—and the greyhound. Dart, is 
over-head ! 

llBetter fate have Prince and Swallow-— 
' See theiQ cleaving to the sport I 
Music has no heart to follow, 

Little Music, she stops short. 

She hath neither wish nor heart, ' 

Hers is now another part: 

A loving creature she, and brave ! 


Hi$mti9ch4nney with the last of Thee ! And fondly strives her struggling tcicnd 


1804. I X 9 »av?, 
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From the brink hf^aws she sketches. 
Very hands as yoW <vould sayX 
And afflicting moans she fctch^. 

As he breaks the ice away. 

For herself she hath no fears,— 

Him alone she sees and hears,— 

Makes efforts with complainings ; nor 
gives o’er 

Until her fellow sinks to re-appcai no 
more. 

i«c>5. 

, XVII 

’ TRIBUTE ^ 


Are 


given by God, in thee was most 
, intense: 

A ' -lain of heart, a feeling of the mind, 

A tender sympathy, which did^thee bind ^ 
Not only to us Men, but to thy Kind : 
■tea, for thy fellow-brutcjs in thee, we saw 
A .soul of l(Sve, love’s inteUjiptual law :— 
Hence, if we wept, it was not done.in 
shame ^ 

Our tears^Irom p^^ssion and from reason 
caiije, , 

And, therefose, shalt thou be an lu^oured 
name' ^ 


yv.Lv.r-. 

FTDrLTTY 


1805. 


his 


eyes 


^ TO THE MEMORY OF THF SAME DOC 

Tie here, without a record of thy worth. 

Beneath a covering of tlie coininon 
earth ' 

It is not from unwillingness to praise. 

Otr want of love, that here no Stone we 
raise ; 

More thou deserv’st; but this man gives 
to man. 

Brother to brother, this is all we can. 

Yet thc^^to whom thy virtues made thee I jhe Dog is rot of morf.t.v.n breed : 

Shall find thee tlirough all changes of the 
year : 

This Oak points out thy grave ; the 
silent tree 

Will gladly stand a monument of thee. 

We grieved for thee, and wished thy 
end w'cre past ; 

And willingly have laid thee here at last: 

For thou hadst lived till every thing that 
cheers 

In thee had yielded to the weight of 
years; 

Extreme old age had w'asted thee away. 

And left thee but a glimmering of the 
day ; 

Thy cars were deaf, and feeble v..are thy 
knees,— 

I saw thee stagger in the summer breezii., . , - 

Too weak to stand against its sportive I i? aiwtere : 

breath, 

And ready for the gentlest stroke of 
death. 

It came, and we were glad; yet tears 
were shed; 

' Both man and w'oman wept when thou j J'Tot free from boding thoughts, a while 
w'ert dead; 

Not only for a thousand thoughts that 
were. 

Old hous^old thoughts, in which thou 
hadst thy share; 

But for some precious boons vouchsafed 
to thee. 

Found scarcely any where in like degree I 

Fox love, that comes wherever life and 
sense 


A iiARKivo sound tm>Shepherd he.irs, 
A erv as (»f a dog or fox : 

In halt'^'—."uid searches wfth_ 

AnicWig the scattered rocks : 

.And now at distance cdn discern 
A stiiTJiig in a brake of fern ; J 
And instantly a dog is seen. 

Glancing through that mvert green 


Its motions.''ton, ai'e wild anrf shy : 

With something, as the Shepherd thkiks. 

Unusual iu^itsWy : l 

Nor is there any one in sight t. 

All round, in hollow or on height; 

Nor shout, nor whistle strikes his ear ; 
What is the creature doing here ? ‘ w 

Tt w-as a cove, a huge recess, 

That keeps, till June, December’s snow ; 
A lofty precipice in front, 

A silent tarni below 1 

Far in the bosom of HelveUvn, 

Remote from public road or dwelling, 
Pathway, or cultivated land ; 

From trace of human foot or hand,^ 

There sometimes doth a leaping fish 
Send through the t3l1h%i lonely cheer ; 
The crags repeat the raven’s croak. 


Thither the rainbow comes—the cloud— 
And mists that spread the flying shroud ; 
And sunbeams ; and the sounding blast. 
That, if it could, would hurry past; 

But that enormous barrier holds it fast. 


The Shepherd stood; then makes his 
• way 

O'er (ocks and stones, following the Dog 
As quickly as he may i 
Nor far had gone before he found 
A human skeleton on the ground: 

The appalled Discoverer with a s^gh 
Looks round, to.learn the history. 

1 Tarn is a stnaU Mere or Lake, mostly fitgh 
up in the mountains. 
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I, Ibvin^reedom, and untried ; 

No sport of every random gust. 

Yet being t«) myself a guide. 

Too blindly have reposed my trust: 

And oft, wlieii in my hocirt was heard 
Thy timely mandate, I deferred 
Tlic tusk, in smooLlicr walks to stray ; 
But tlicu I now W(;uld serve more strictly, 
if 1 may. 

Through no disturbance of my soul, 

(Jr strffig cjmipunctum in me wrought, 

I supplicate for thy control; 

But in the quietness of thought : 

Me this unchartered freedom tires ; 

I fepl*lhe weight of chance-dcsircs : 

My ho])cs iu» more must change their 
iKime, 

.. m ^ X ■ X, •, , I long for a repose that ever is the same. 

Yes, proof was plain that, since llie’dav i 

When this ill-fated Traveller died, Stern L.iwgiver ! vet thou dost wear 

The JJo^had watched about the spot. The (iodiu ad’s most benignant grace ; 

Or by his master’s side : Nor know we anything so fair 

How nourished Here through such lupg \ As is the smile upon thy face : 

time • * - I riowers laugh before thee on their beds 

fte knows,»w'llo g«ve that U^'e sublime ; And fragrance in thv footing treads ; 
Andrfiave that strength of feeling, great | Thou dost preserve the. stars from wxong ; 


From those abrupt and perilous rocks 
- The Man ^ad fallen, that place of fear ! 

At length upo* the Shepherd’s mind , 
It bre^s, and i^ll is clear : 

He instantly recalled the name. 

And who he was, and whence he came; 
Remembered, too, the very day 
On which the Traveller passeif this way. 

But hear a wonder, for who^ sake 
This lamentable tale I tell r 
A lasting monument of words 
This wonder therits well. 

The hovering nigh. 

Repeating the same»imid cry, , 
This Dog, had l^ii through three 
jnwiths’ spac^ 

^ dweller in that savage place.* ** 


;*nglli 

Above all human eyim«lt. ! 


.H. great 
rSo5. 


.0 


XIX 

ODE TO DUTY 


"Jam nun consilio bonus, sod mure c6 prr- 
diictus, ut non tantum rect£ farere possiin, 
sed nid rectS laccrc non pussim.” 

Stern Daughter of the Volci'' of (jod ! 

O Duty ! if that name thou love 
Who art a ligfit to guide, a rod 
To check the erring, and reprove ; 

Thoti, who art victory and law 
When empty terrors overawe ; 

From vain temptations dost set free ; 
And cahn’st th^ weary strife of frail 
humanity t 

There are who ask not if thine eye 
Be on them ; who, in love and truth, 

! Where no misgiving is, rely 
' Upon the genial sense of youth : 

4«Giad Hearts! without reproach or blot; 
Who do thy work, and know it not: 

Oh ! if through confidence misplaced 
They fail, thy saving arms, dread Power ! 
around them cast. ^ * 

Serene will J)<>f»tir days and bri^t. 

And happy will our nature be. 

When love is an unerring light, 

Aiid joy its own security. 

- - And they a blissfifl. course may bold 
Rvdh now, who, not unwisely bold. 

Live in the spirit of this creed : 

Yot seek thy firm support, accordhitg to 
their need. 


And ihe most ancient heavens, through 
The^*, are fresh and strong. 

To humbler functions, awful Pmver ! 

I call thee : 1 mvself commend 

Unto thy guidance from this hour ; 

Oh. let my weakness have an end ! 

(live unto me, made lowly wise. 

The sjnrit of self-sacrifice ; 

The rcmlidence of reason give ; 

And ill the light oi truth thy Boiidmaa 
let me live ! 

XX 

CHAR.\CTER OF THE HAPPY 
WARRIOR 

. W^iio is the happv Warrior ? Who is he 
i Tflat cverv man in arms should wish to ■ 
■ be ? ■ 

—It is the generous Spirit, wlm, wheiK^ 
brought 

Among the tasks of real liff, hath 
wrought 

Upon the plan Hi at pleased his boyish 
thought: 

Whose high endeavours are an inward light 
fThat iTiiike.s th’c path before him always 
1 * bright: 

Who, with a natural instinct to discern 

Wliat knowledge can perform, is diligent 
to lc.irii : 

Abides by this resolve, and stops not 
there, 

But malics his moral being his prime 
care ; 

Who, doomed to go iu company with 
. . Fain,. 
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AndirFear, and Bloodshed,\ miserable 
' train I '■ 

Turns his necessity to glorious gain ; 

In face of these doth exercise a power 
Which is our J^uman nature's highest 
• ; dower; ' 

,Controls them and subdues, transmutes, 
bereaves 

Of their bad influence, and their goo^ 
receives : 

By objects, w'hich might forc(; tlio soul 
to abate ( 

Her feeling, rendered int)rc coinpas- 
w sionate ; 

placabh*.—because occasions rise 
So often that demand such sacrifice 
Mure skilful in self-knowledge, 
more pure 


Or if an unexpected call succeed, 

Come when it will, is equal to the needf 
—He who, though thus endured as with 
a sense ‘ 

And faculty for storm and turbulence. 

Is yet a Soul W'hose masii«»r-bias leans 
To homefclt pleasures and to gentltf 
I scenrs: 

Sweet images ! wiuch, wheresoe’er he be# 
I Arc at his heart; and su^fh fidelityi> 

It IS his darling passion to'apprq^e ; 

I More brave for this, that he hath much 
■ to love, 

I 'Tis, hnally,'the IT# ."Righ, 

i Conspicuous objcc^Mii a Natioi.’s eye, 

'■ Or left unthought^ in obscurity- 


As tempted more ; more able to endure, 
As more exposed to suffering and dis¬ 
tress ; 

Thence, also, more aliv-e to tenderness. 

—’Tis he w'hose law is reason ; who 
depends 

I'fpon that law as on the best of friends ; 

* Whence, in a state whiTC men are 
teiiiiitcd still 

To evil for a guard against worse ill. 

And what in quality or act is lies! 

Doth seldom on a right foiiiulation rest, 
He labours good on good to fix, and owes 
To virtue everv tnuinpli that he knows : 

-—Who, if he rise t<') station of command. 
Rises bv open means ; and there will 
stand 

On honourable terms, or else retire. 

And in himself ]iossess his own desire ; 
Who comprehends his trust, and to the 
same 

Keeps faithful with a singleness of aim ; 
And therefore docs not sloop, nor lie in 
wait 

For w'ealth, oi honours, or for worldly 
state; » 

Whom they must follow ; on whose head 
must fall, 

Like sbow'ers of manna, if they come at 
all: 

Whose* powers shed round him in the 
common strife, , 

Or mild concerns of ordinary life, 

A constant influence, a peculiar grace : lr{ 
But who, if he be called upon to face « 
Some awful moment to which Heavcfi 


even 1 Who, with a towart^'or untoward jjot, 
«;,prospei;'>us or adverse, to his wish or 

I _ -A. ■ 




not — * 

Plays, in the many games of life, that one 
Where what he most doth valuf must be 
won : 

Whom neither shape jf danger can dis- 
■ inav, , 

Nor thougl\t of tendcr'liai?piness betray ; 
Who, not content tllat former worth 
stand fa^. ^ 

Looks forjvara;']iera;vcring to the last. 
From w'ell to better, daily sa’f-surpast: 
Who, whether jiraise of him must walk 
the earth 

For ever, and to noble deeds give bu\k,, 
Or he must fall, to sleep without his 
fame. 

And leave a dead unprofitable name— 
Finds comfort in himself and in his 
cause. ; 

And. while the mortal mfl>t is gathering, 
draws 

His breath in confidence of Heaven’s 
applause: 

This is the happy War rior ; th*s is He 
That every Man iii^B>as slKiuld wush to 
be. ^ 

■ z8o6. 


XXI 

THE FORCE OF ^RAYER i • 

OR, 

THE FOUNDING OF BOLTON PRIORY 




When Prayer is of no avail ? 




has joined ^ ___ _ 

Great issues, good or bad for human kind, i And tlieir meaning is, wSence^an com* 
Is happy as a Lover ; and attired 
With sudden brightness, like a Man 
inspired; 

And, through the heat of conflict, keeps 
the law 

In calmness made, and sees what he fore* 

, saw . , 


A TRADITION 

tg gooh iox {t h({ptlni8 benr"?** 
With these dark words Tale ; 

„ . vnence^an 

fort spring 

^ 'a 


ia goat! for a bootlMO ben:? 
Tb^ Falconer to the Lady said; 

s See the White Dos of RvUtone. 
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And slxe made answer “ kndless soq* The sta^y Priory was reared; 

ROW ! ” And Wjjfarf, as he moved along. 

For she lyiew that her Son was dead. To matins joined a mournful voice, 
f ^ . Nor failed at even-song. 

She knew it by the Falconer s words, . , , , , , . , 

And from the lf?ok of the Falconer’s eye : the Lady pra3'e<^m heaviness 

And from th^ love which was in her soul ■ looked not for relief ! 

For her youthful Romilly. slowly did her succour come, 

• And a patience to her grief. 

—Young Romilly through Darden woodsi. 

Is hanging high and low ; , . ‘ O?* ’ sorrow of heart 

And holds a greyhound in a leash. | / shall lack a tinieJy end. 

To let slip upon buck or doe. I bu^to («od we turn, and ask 

^ ^ 1 Of Him to be our tnciid! 

tearful chasm, j x8o 

How tempting to t^tride! • ‘ • 

Fur lordly Wharfthere pent in * | XXII 

Wi^i locks on ei^T side. i . _ . .. 


XXII 


I A FACT, AN1> AN IMAGINATION ; 


» _ M, fcVV xi»i.rxv.» X A v-a-* « 

• This striding-place is culled Tni: StrWt, j 
A rfhine which it took of vore : * .v... a..,*, 

A thousand vears hath it borne that; ii and alfeed, on the sea- 

naflie. ' \ 

And shall a thousand more. i Tin: P.iiiish Conqueror, on his royal 

. • ' chair. 

And hither 4s ycgiug Koinilh’ coinc, , Mustering a face of haughtv sovereignty, 
lAnd what riwy pow forbid^ I To .ud a covert imrpose, cried—“ O ye 

That he, xierh.aps for the hRmlredth tunc, , AjHir'.achiiig Waters ot the deep, that 

Shml bo^d across Th^Strid ? 1 sliare. 


Sh^l bo^d across Th^Strid ? 1 

• • 

He, spratig in glee,—for what cared he 
That the river w'as strong, and the rocks I 
were steep ?— 

#Aut the greyhound in the leash liuiig ; 
back, * i 

And checked him in his leap. ■ 

The Bov is in the arms of Wharf, I 

And strangled by a merciless force : ] 

For never mure was >»urig Romillj’ seen 1 
Till he rose a lifeless corse. 


With this f'Tcen isle my fortunes, come 
not where 

Your Master’s throne is set.”—Deaf was 
the .Sea ; 

Her w.ives rolled 011, respecting fiis 
decree 

Less Ihaii Ihev heed a breath of wanton 


Now there is stillness in the vale. 
And long, unspeaking, sorrow : 
Wharf sh^be to outying he.arts 
A name n^e slid than Yarruvi. 


If for a lover the Lady wept, 1 , 1 .. 

A solace she might borrow ‘ heaven, obey. 

From death, and from the passion of ‘ Tliis just rejiroof the prosperous Dane 
death;— I Drew from the influx of the main. 

Old Wharf mi^t heal her sorrow. l?or some wlmse rugged northern mouths 

’ She weeps not for the wedding-day ^t orieuti flS?erv ■ 

Which was to be to-morrow I 4 to be 

Her hope was a further-looking hope, ,! kiiow’n) 

And hers is^ mongers sorrow. ^ • ^p^om that time forth did for his brows. 

He was a fre e-that stood alone, I disown 

And pft! 3 uiydid its branches wSve ; I The ostentatious s^^mbol of a crown ; 

the root this delightful tree j Ksteeiaii-g earthly royalty 

' ^Was ,^|||,Jh^ husband’s grave ! Contemptible as v’ain. 

Long* long in darkness did she sit, Now hear what one of elder daj'S. 

And her first words were, “ Let there be Rich theme of England’s fo'idest praise. 
In Bolton, oaPthe field of Wharf, Her darling Alfred, might have spoken ; 

atately Priory ,To cheer the remnant of his host 


] —Then Canute, ri'-ing from the invaded 
I throne, 

; Said to his servile Courtiers,—" Poor the 
i reach, 

' The umlisguised extent, of mortal sway ! 
j He only is a King, and he alone 
: Deserves the name (this truth the billows 
; preach) 

I Whose everlasting laws, sea, earth, and 'll 

J iiHpv ’* 


Old Wharf mi|ht heal her sorrow. 

She weeps not for the wedding-day 
Which was to be to-morrow ; 4 

Her hope was a further-looking hope, ^ 
And hers is a motlier's sorrow. • ■ 

He was a fm e-thflt stood alone. 

And pcft^Ailydid its branches wave ; 

And the root Q.f this delightful tree 
wasMJhw husband’s grave ! 

Lq|ig» long in darkness did she sit, 


i.'. 


V A*? • - - 


394 iK>EMS OF SI^TIMENT AND REFLECTION 


,Whe» he was driven from coasVto coast, 

Distressed and harassed, but w.th muid 
unluroken : 

“ My faithful followers, lo ! the tide is 
spent 

That rose, and steadily advanced to fill 
The shores and channels, working Na¬ 
ture’s will 

Among the mazy streams that backward 
went. 

And in the sluggish pools whore sk 'ps are 
pent: 

And now, his task performed, the flood 
stands still, 

At the green base of many an inland hill, 

In placid beauty and sublime content ! 

Such the repose that sage and hero find ; j 
Such measured rest the sedulous and ' 
good 

Of humbler name ; whose souls do, like 
the flood 

Of Ocean, press right on ; or gently 
wind. 

Neither to be diverted nor withstood, 

Until* they reach the bounds by Heaven 
assigned.” 

i8i6. 

XXIII 

” A UTTJ.K onward lend ihv guiding hand 
Tc these dark steps, a httle further on ! ” 

—What trick of memory to my voice hath 
brought 

This mournful iteration ? For though 
Time, 

The Conqueror, crowns the Conquered, 
on this brow 

Planting his favourite silver diadem. 

Nor he, nor minister of his—intent 
To run before him, hath enrolled me yet. 

Though not uumenaced, amu...g those 
who lean 

Upon a living staff, with borrowed sight. 

—O my own Dora, my beloved cnild ! 

Should that day come—but hark ! the 
birds salute 

The cheerful dawn, brightening for me 
the east ; 

For me, thy natural leader, once again 
Impatient to conduct thee, not as erst 
A tottering infant, with compliant stoop 
From flower to flower supported ; but |ti\gaiii unfolded, passage dear sliall 3deld 
to curb f To flights more glorious still, and into 

shades 

More awful, wher.:, advau8lIl{S"iiand in 
hand. 

We may be taught, O Darlingj^ 

To calm the affections, elevate the s«iil. 
And consecrate our lives tp truth and 
love. '* 

X8x6,,''- 


Let me, thy happy guide, now point thy 
way. 

And now precede thee, winding to and 
fro. 

Till we by perseverance gain the top 
Of some smooth ridge, whose brink preci¬ 
pitous 

Kindles ir^onse desire for powers with¬ 
held 

i From this ^>.oriioreal fran^e; ^whereon 
who stands, "4 

Is seized with strong incitement to push 
forth ^ 

His arms, as swimjins,j&!»'s?!^’'?fl?r^ — 
dread thoiightr 

For pastime pluiigJt^into the ” abrupt 
abyss,” - . 

JVJiere, revens spread their plumy vans,, 
• 'll ease ! r 

And yet more gladly thee woujd I con¬ 
duct 

Through woods and spacious forests,— 

- to behold ' , 

There, how the Origin^ ofi^iu^ian art, ■ 
Heaven-pronic>tcd Nature, measures and 
erects ^ ^ • 

Her teiiiplqs, fear less ^or the stsdely work, 
Though waves, to every breezo^ lis high- 
arcbed roof. 

And storms the pillars rock. But we 
such schools V. 

Of reverential awe will chiefly seek 
In the still summer noon, while beams of 
light, 

Reposing here, and in the aisles beyond 
Traceably gliding ^ tlirough the dusk, 
rccal 

To mind the liv^g presences of nuns ; 

A gentle, pensive, white-robed sister¬ 
hood. 

Whose saintly rac]iimce mitigates the 
gloom '0 

Of those terrestrial fabrics, where they 
serve. 

To Christ, the Sun of righteousness, 
espoused. 

■it’' 

Now also shall the pagT'df classic lore. 
To these glad eyes from bondage freed, 
again 

!»lUc open ; and the book of Holy Writ, 


Thy nymph-like step swift-bounding o’er 
the lawn. 

Along the loose rocks, or the slippery 
verge 

Of foaming torrents.—From thy orisons 

Come forth ; and, while the morning air 
is yet 

Ti^auspareut as the soul of innocent 
>>., youth. 
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XXIV 

ODE TO LYCORIS ' 

# May, i 8 iy ■ 

• 1 • 

An agfe hath been when Earth was proud 
Of lustre too intense 
To be sustained ; and Mortals bowed 
The front in self-defence. • 

Who then, if Dian’s crescent gleamed. 

Or Cupid’s sparkling arrow^ streamed^ 
While on the wing the Urchm played,' 
Could fearlessly approach the shade ? 
■«-Em^erh .for^)fie soft verii^ day,* 

.!f 1, a 

And nurtured in a h^le clime, ^ 

May haunt this hoi^d bay: 

Wheel: ftinorous waJter multiplies j 

^he ilittiug hhlcyon’s vivid dyw ; «« 

And«iTif>oths her liquid breast—ti) s^pow | 
These swaii-liko specksnf muiiiitairi stio v, i 


Still, as we^earer draw to life’s dark goal. 
Be hopcf i! Spring the favourite of the 
Soulp 

XXV 

TO THE SAME 

ENorr.li of climbing * toil!—Ambition 
treads * 

Here, as ’mid busier scenes, ground steep 
I and rough. 

Or slippery even to peril ! and each step. 
As we ff>r most uncertain recompense 
Mount towards the empire of the fickle 
clttuds. 

Each weary step, dwarfing the world 
bflow, 

Iniluci's, for its old familiar sights, 
Ihiiicceptable feelings of contempt. 

With wonder mixed—that Man could e’er 
be tied. 

In auKious bondage, to such nice array 


White e# the pair that slid along the j And formal fellowship of petty things ! 
plains 

Of heaven, when Venus held the reins 


In youth we love The darksiane lawn 
Brushed by the owh't’s wing ; 

Then, Twilight is prVeriTO to yawn. 

And Autnuu to the Spring. 

Sad fancies do we then affect, 

Ti^ luxury of disrespect 
■ Vo our own prodigal excess 
Of too familiar happiness. 

. Lycoris (if such name befit 
Thee, thee my life’s celestial sign !) 
When Nature marks the year’s’ decliuo, 
Be ours to welcome it; 

Pleased with t^e harvest hope that runs 
Before the path of milder suns ; 

Pleased while the sylvan world display’s 
Its ripeness to the feeding gaze ; 

Pleased when the suj^en winds resound 
the kne 41 '* 

Of the resplendent miracle. 

« 

But something whispers to my heart 
That, as we downward tend, 

Lyemris I life retj[\ures an art 
To whidh our souls must bend ; 

A skill—to balance and supply ; 

And, ere the flowing fount be dry. 

As soon it must, a sense to sip, 

Or drinkf with no fastidious lip, * 

Then wedconf^ above all, the Gu&t 
M^ose s'udTe^Tdifiused o’er land and sea. 
Seem to recal the Deity 
Of youUi into the breast: 

May PCTSive Autumn ne’er present 
A c^alm to her (disparagement 
lyhUe blossoms and the budding spray 
Jnspii'e us in our own decay ; 


Oh ! ’tis the heart that magnifies this 
life, 

Making a truth and b(^autv of her own; 
.^tid lUDSs-growii alleys, circumscribing 
shacli's, 

.\iid gurgling rills, assist her in the work 
Ali.re etfic-iciously than realms outspread, 
-As m a map, before the adventurer's 
gaze,— 

Ocean and Earth contending for regard- 

The unibragooiis woods are left—how 
far bcniMth ! 

But lo ! where darkness seems to guard 
the mouth 

Of yon wild caye. whose jagged brows are 
fringed 

With flaccid threads of ivy, in the still 
j .And sultry air, depending motionless. 

! Yet cool the space within, and not un- 
■ cheered 

1 (As whtiso enters shall ere long perceive) 

' By stealthy influx of the timid day *■ 
Mingling with night, such tY^ilight to 
compose 

As Numa loved ; when, in the Egerian' 
grot, 

From the sage Nymph appearing at his 
wish, , 

He gained whatever a regal mind might 
ask. 

f Or need, of counsel breathed through lips 
1 divine. 

Lpng as the heat shall rage, let that" 
dim cave 

Protect us, there deciphering as we may 
Diltivian records ; or the sighs of Eartn 
Interpreting: or counting for old Time 
His minutes, by reiterated drops,' 
Audible tears, from some invisible source 
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and 


That.* deepens upon fancy 
more 

Drawn toward the centre whel^ce those 
sighs creep forth 

. To awe the lightness of humanity. 

Or, shutting uptthyself within thyself. 
There let me sec thee sink into a mood 
Of gentler tho?ftght, protracted till thine 
eye 

Becalm as water when the winds are gone,' 
And no one can tell whither. Dearest 
^ Friend! . 

^ We too have known such happy hours 
together 

That, were power granted to replace them 
(fetched 

From out the peusive shadows where 
they lie) [shine, 

In the first warmth of their original siin> 
Doth should I be to use it ! ]iassing sweet 
Are the dumaiiis of tender meniorv ! 

1817. 

XXVI 

SKPTEMBER, 1819 

The sylvan slopes with coni-clad fields 
Arc hung, as if with golden shields, 
Bright trophies of the siiii ! 

Like a fair sister of the. skv, 

Unruffled doth the blue lake lie. 

The mountains lookinjg on. 

And, sooth to say, yon vocal grove. 

Albeit uninspired by Jove, 

By love untaught to ring. 

May well afford to mortal ear 
All impulse more profoundly dear 
Than music of the Spring. 

For thai from turbulence and heat 
Proceeds, from some uneasv scat 
In nature’s struggling frame. 

Some region of impatient life : 

And jealousy, and quivering strife, 

' j^herein a portion claim. 

This, this is holy ;—^while I hear 
These vespers of another year. 

This hymn of thanks and praise. 

My spirit seems to mount above 
The anxieties of human love, 

And earth’s precarious days. 

But list !—though winter storms be nigh,^ 
Unchecked is that soft harmony : 

There lives Who can provide 
For all his creatures ; and in Him, 
^Bven like the radiant Seraphim, 

. These choristers confide. 

XXVII 

ITFON THE SAME OCCASION 

'Departing summer hath assumed 
' An aspect tenderly illumed, 
he gentlest look of spring ^ 


That calls from yonder leafy shads 
Unfaded, yet prepared to fade, 

A timely carolling. 

No faint and hesitating Lill, 

Such tribute as to wiiit<’r chill »' . 

The lonely redbreast paysJ 
Clear, loud, and lively Is the din. 

From social warblers gathering in 
Their Jiarvest of sweet lays. 

Nor doth tiji example fail to ctecr '' 

Me, coii.scious that my leaf is ^re, 

And vellow on the bough,— 

Fall, rosy garland.s, fr.omjnv;Jie.^' 

Ye myrtle wreatftp Qi’^/ragraiice shed 
.A,:-ouiid a younger', tow ! 

Yet will I temperately rejofte ; * . 

is'the range, and free the choice , 
Of <«iidiscnrdant themes ; 

Which, haply, kindred souls may prize 
Not less than vernal ecstasies, 

And ]ias.<>ion’s feverish dreams. 

I For deathless powers to verse belong, 
j And they libe Demi-gdds are strong 
! On whom tne. Muses smile ; 
i But some their function have disclaimed, 
Best pleased w^iii wkat is aptliest framed 
1 To enervate and defile. o 

Not such the initiatory strains 
Committed to the silent plains ■ 

In Britain’s earliest dawn : 

Trembled the groves, the stars grew pale. 
While all-too-daringly the veil 
Of nature was withdrawn ! 

Nor such the spirit-stirring note 
When the live chords Alcajus smote. 
Inflamed by sense of wrong ; 

Woe ! woe to Thants ! from the lyre 
Broke threateningly, in sparkles dire 
Of fierce vindictive song. 

And not unhallowed was the page 
By wmg^.d«Love inscribed, to assuage 
The pangs of vain pursuit; 

Love listening while the Lesbian Maid 
With finest touch of passion swayed 
Her own /Eolian lute. 

O ye, who patiently explore 
The wreck of Herculancan lore, 

I What rapture ! coi/ld ye seize 
•Some Tfieban fragn^ent, or unroll 
One precious, tendcr-hearied, scroll 
Of pure Simonides. 

That were, indeed, a genuine birth 
Of poesy ; a bursting forth 
Of genius from the dfist: ,4 

What Horace gloried to behold, ** 
What Maro loved, shall we enfold ? r 
Can haughty Time be just! ' 
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XXVIU 

, MEMORY 

A ipEN—to rdfeisler ; a key— 

That winds thmugh secret wards ; 
Are well assigned to Memory 
By allegoric Bards. 

As aptly, also, might be given 
A*Pencil to her hand 


XXX 

/ HUMANITY 
(The Rocking-stones, alluded to in the lieginning 
of the following verses, are supposed to have 
been used, by our British ancestors, both for 
judicial and reliioous (aurposes. Such stones 
.ire not uncoiumuuly found, at this day,i^lh 
in Great Untaiu and in Ireland.] 

What though the Accused, upon his own 
appeal 


That, softening objects, s< 1 knetimes cv-en i To righteous Gods when man has ceased 

I to feel. 

Or at a doubting Jiidgc's stern command, 
Behire the Stone 




Outstrips the heart's demand ; 

• ■■■ 

Thaf _ . ' Wj^p^foyt<ryie digress, the lines 
Of lingering cafe 

Long-vani,shed haj*iness retines, • 
And clothis in bii^liter hues ; 

like a tool of Fancy, woAs 
Those Spectres fo dilate * 

That startle Coiibcieiice, as she lurks 
-Withiifher lonely*'seat. 

O ! that our livvs, which flee so fast, 

^In purity \#ere *ucb. 

That no^ ail'iimge of the^’ast 
Sh'juld fear that pencil’s louch ! 

Retirement then ihighT^houuiy look 
Upon a toothing scene. 

Age steal tp his allotted nook 
£onte.nted and serene: 


With heart as cilm as lakes that sleep. 
In frosty moonlight glistening ; 

Or mountain rivers, where they creep 
Along a chuunel smooth and deep. 

To tlicir own far-off murmurs listening. 

liSaj. 

XXTX 

<tTHis Lawn, a carpet all alive 
With shadow^ flung from leaves—to 
strive 

In dance, amid a press 
Of sunshine, an apt emblem yields 
Of Worldlings revelling in the fields 
Of strenuous idleness; 

Less quick the stir when tide and breeze 
Encounter, and to narrow seas 

Forbid a moment's rest; I 

The medley less when boreal Lights 
Glance to §nd fro; dike aery Sprites 
. To feats^Varms addrest! ^ 

Yet, spite of all this eager strife. 

This ceaseless play, the genuine life 
That serves iSie stedfast hours, 

H in the grass beneath, that grows 
Unheeded, and the mute repose 
, Oi sweetly-breathing flowers 


• 1 






OF I'owF.R no longi/* 

staiul-^ 

'I'o fake his sentence from the balanced 
Block. 

As, at his touch, il rocks, or seems to rock; 
Thougli, 111 the depths of sunless groves, 
V no more 

The Druid-priest the hidlowed Oak adore; 
'\'bt, for t he liiiiiate, rocks and whispering 
iri'cs 

Do still perform mysterious ofiices ! 

And functions dwell in beast and bird 
that sway 

The re.isi miiig mind, or with the fancy 
phiy, 

Inviting, at all seasons, ears and eyes 
To watch for undelusive auguries:— 
Not uninspired appear their simplest 

wavs; 

Their voices mount symbolical of praise— 
To mix with hymns that Spirits make and 
hear ; 

And to fallen man their innocence is dear. 
Enraptured Art draws from those sacred 
springs 

Streams that reflect the poetry of things I 
Where Christian Martyrs stand in hues 
portrayed, 

That, might a wish avail, would never 
, fade, 

d 3 orne in their hands the lily and the pahn 
Shed round the altar a celestial calm 
There, too, behold the lamb and guilelet 
dove 

Prest in the tenderness of virgin love 
To saintly bosoms!—Glorious is the 
blending ^ 

Of right affections climbing or descend* 
mg 

Along a scale of light and life, with cares 
Alternate ; carrying holy thoughts and 
prayers 

Up to the sovereign scat of the 
High ; 

Descending to the worm in charity; 
Like those good Angels whom a dream 
of night 

Gave, jU the field of Lu2, lo Jacob’s sight 
AU, while hg slept, treading the pend^t 


mUI' 


gUirs 
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heavenward,^ radiant 


Though cold as winter, gloomy as the 
That, with a perfect will in onei accord Stone-walls a prisoner make, but not a 

__JLl A1 J-l-l.-. _1 A 


Of strict obedience, serve the Almighty 
Lord ; 

And with untired humility forbore 
Toaipeed their errand by the wings they 


What a fair world were ours for verse to 
paint, 

If Power could live at ease with self- 
restraint ! ' 

Opinion bow before the naked sense 
Of the great Vision,—faith in I^ovi deuce; 
Merciful over all his creatiir<'s, just 
To the least particle of sentient dust; 
But, fixing bv immutnifie decrees, 
Seedtime and harvest f<»r his j)ur|iosc- ! 
Tliehwouldbc closed the restless oblique 
eye fspvT 

That looks for evil like a treacherous 
Disputes would then relax, like stormy 
winds 

That into breezes sink ; impetuous minds 
By discipline endeavour to grow meek 
As Truth herself, whom they profess to 
seek. 

Then Genius, shunning fellowship with 
Pride, 

Would braid his golden locks at Wisdom’s 
side : 

Love ebb and flow untroubled by caprice; 
And not alone harsh tyranny would 
cease. 

But unoffending creatures find release 
From qualifled oppression, whose defence 
Rests on a hollow plea of recompense : 
Thought-tempered wrongs, for each 
humane respect 

Oft worse to bear, or deadlier in effect. 
Witness those glances of indignant scorn 
From some hi^-iuiiided Slave, impelled 
to spurn • 

The kindness that would make him les^ 
forlorn; 

Or, if the soul to bondage be subdued. 
His look of pitiable gratitude ! 

Alas for thee, bright Galaxy of Isles, 
Whose day departs in 'i?omp, returns 
with smiles— 

To ^ect the flowers and fruitage of a 
land, 

the sun mounts, by sea-born breezes 
fanned; 

A land whose azure mountain-tops are 
seats 

For Gods in council, whose green vales, 
retreats 

Fit lor the shades of heroes, mingling 
there 

^. .breathe Elysian peace in upper air. 


slave. 

snail man assume a property in man ? 
Lay on the moral will a withering ban ? 
Shame that our laws at distance still 
protect 

Enormitiesf* which they at home reject ! 
1 * Slaves cannot breathe in England — 

, vet that boast ' 

Is but a mockery ! when from c^st tp 
coast. , 

Though ieitert .4 slave be onnp ber^onrei 
and soil " 

Grpan underneath Lj,weight of slavish 
toil. A, 

For the potir Many, measured out bj!- rules 
I^'l^hcd U'ltli cupidity from hear Hess 
yiuhools, ‘ 

That tt» an Idol, falsely called" the Wealth 
Of Nations,” sacrifice ft People’s Kiealth, 
Body and mind and soul; a thirst so 
keen t 

Is ever urging on the va^t mtehine 
Of sleepless labour, ’in’d''wh«se dizzy' 
wheels ’’ 

The Power Icasi prized is that which 
thinks ind feels. 

« 

Then, for the pastimes of ^is delicate 
age, •, 

And all the heavy or light vassalage 
Which for their sakes we fasten, as may 
suit 

Our vari'ing moods, on human kind or 
brute, 

’Twere well in little, as in great, to pause. 
Lest Fancy trifle with eternal laws. 

Not from his fellows only man may learn 
Rights to compare and duties to discern 1 
All creatures and all objects, in degree. 
Are friends and patrons of humanity. 
There are to whom the'garden, grove, 
and field, 

Perpetual lessons of forbearance yield; 
Who would not lightly violate the grace 
The lowliest flower possesses in its place ; 
Nor shorten the sweet life, too fugitive. 
Which nothing less than Infinite Power 
could give. > zSap. ' 

* XJfiKI 

^ .A THOUGHT ON THE SEASONS 
Flati'kred with promise jaf es cape 
From o'^ery hurtful bias'!?' “ “ • 

Spring take's, O sprightly May! thy shape. 
Her loveliest anp her last. 

Less fair is summer riding high 

In fierce solstitial power, * . 

Less fair than when a lenient sky 
Brjngs on her parting hour. ^ 





K)EMS op SENtiMteNT ANh kEFLECTlOif 


When earth repays with golden sheaves' 
. The labours of the plough, i ^ 

And ripe^ng fruits and forest leaves 
All urightefl on the bough ; * i 

What pensive beauty autumn shows. 


5 ' 


What pensive beauty autumn 

Before she. hears the sound And, sweet Mother ! under warrant 

Of winter rushing in, to clos^ Of the imiversai Parent, 

The emblematic round ! ^ Who repays in season due 

Silbh be our Spring, our Siimmer such ; have, like thee, been true 

So may our Autumn blend chain let down 

With hoary Winter, and Life tt.urh, ! hrom jliis evorlasimg throne, 

Throii-rji heaven-born heme, her end ! ^ Angels hovermg round thy couch, 

1829. With their softest whispers vouch, 

' Jr ' That—whatever griefs may fret, 

* CareS rntauglu, sins beset, 

This thy P'irst-boni, and with tears 

^ • TO- 9 ^ Stain her cheek in future years— 

VT’mt THE BIRTH OF HER FIRST-BORN ciyLo, Heavciily succoiiT, uot denied »• 

4 MAKcii, 1833 To the babe, whate’er betide. 


Breath]eg, in the light of day, 
Somelhjflig like the faintest breath 
That has power to bafile'Vlcath— 
Beautiful, while very weakness 
Captivates like iiassive meekness. 


‘ Turn jR)rro puer, ut s^vis projectus ali undis 
iiuduii hunii —Ll'crl-iics. 

Like a shipwreck’d Sailor tost , 
rough v.!^'cs*on a perilous coast. 

Lies the Aat^, i*i helpless^K^ss 
Au 4 in tciidcrcst nakedness. 

Flung by labouring na#«ire forth 
Upon tl^ mercies of the e.irth. 

Can its ej'cs beseech ?—no more 
Than the hands arc free to impkire : 
^¥oice but serves for one brief cry ; 

Plaint was it ? or prophexy 
Of sorrow that will surely conic ? 

Omen of man's grievous doom ! 

I 

But, O Mother ! by the close 
Duly grantc^ to thy throes ; 

By the silent thanks, now tending 
tti^ense-like to Heaven, descending 
Now to mingle and to move 
With the gush of earthly love. 

As a debt to that fyail Creature, 
Instrument of Aruggling Nature 
' Fonli^e blissful calm, the peace 
Known but to this one release— 

Can the pitjung spirit doubt 
That for human-l^d springs out 
Prom the penalty a sense 
Of more than mortal recompense ? 

As a float^g summer cloud, 

Though of gorgeoiis drapery proud, p 

To the sun-burnt traveller. • 

Or the stexming Ipjiiourcr, • ) 

. Oft-times iflajfes its bounty kuowft 
By its shadtNw round him threjwn,; 

So, by ohequerings o| sad cheer, 
.'Heavenly Guardians, brooding near, 

' Of their presenoe tell—too bright 
^aply for corporeal sight! 

Ministers of j^acc divine 
Feelingly their brows incline ^ 

■ i^’er. this seeming Castaway 


Will to the woman be su]>plied ! 

Mother ! blest be thy calm ease ; 

Blest the starry promises,— 

And the firiiiamcnt lienigu 
Hallowed be it, where they shine 
Yes, for them whose souls have scope 
Ample lor a winged hope. 

And can earthward bend an ear 
For needful listening, T’l®<lge is here. 
That, if thy new-born Charge shall tread 
In thy footsteps, and be led 
Bv tliat other Guide, whose light 
Of manly virtues, mildly bright, 

Gave hull first the w'lshed-for part 
In thy gentle virgin heart; 

Then, amid the ciorms of life 
lYesignilied by that dread strife 
Whence ye have escaped together. 

She may look for serene weather ; 

III .'ll! trials sure to find 
Comfort for a faithful mind; 

Kindlier issues, holier rest. 

Than even now await her prest, 
Couscious Nursling, to thy breast I ^ 

XXXIII 

THE WARNING 

A SRQUEfc TO THE PORRCOINC 

1 .IST, the winds of March arc blowing; 
Her i^ound-flowers shrink, afraid of show¬ 
ing 

Their meek heads to the nipping air, 
Which ye feel not, happy pair ! * 

Sunk into a kindly sleep. 

We, meanwhile, our hop>e will keep ; 

And if Time leagued with adverse Change 
(Too busy fear !) shall cross its range, 
Whatsoever check they bring. 

Anxious duty hindering. 

To fikh hope oidr prayers will cling. ' 
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. Thus, while the ruminatineSfpirit feeds 
, .-Upoti the events of honote as lif^rocdeds, 

' Affections pure and holy in thBir soumr 
' ■ Gain a fresh impulse, run a livelier 

. course: 

Hox>es that witl^in the Father's heart 
prevail, 

. Are m the experienced Grandsire's slow 
to fail: 

And if the harp pleased his pay youth, it 
rings 

To his grave touch witJi no ruready j martyrs died 
* strings, ' ' I Whose hoyish ear the voic* of her renow,n 

While thoughts press on, and feelings j W'itli rapttJre tb^'^iJjEii,^—JliikW**^youth 


^Thc track that was, and is, and must be, 
worn 

iVith weary feet by all of wonran bom)— 

Shall now by such a gift with joy be moved, 

Nor feel the fulness of th.at joy reproved ? 

Not He, whose last faint memory will 
command 

The truth that Britain was his native 
land'; 

Whose infant soul was tutored to corfido 
! In, the elechised faith for wt^ch her 


overflow. 

And quick words round him fall like flakes 
of snow. 


revered the civ'wn 
Of Saxon liberty tn.'t Alfred wore, - 
Alfred, dear Babe, th’, .great Progen,itor ! 
—Nol He. who from her mellowed prac- 
tice'"drew , 

His'feocial sense of just, and faiii, and true; ' 
And saw, thereafter, on the soil of France; 
Rash Polity begin lier maniac dance, 
F'oundations broken up, the dfteps run 
wild. 


Thanks to the Powers that yet main- 
tain their sway. 

And have renewed the tnbutarv Lav. 

Truths of the heart flock in with eager 
pace. 

And Fancy greets them witli a fond em¬ 
brace ; 

Swift as the rising sun his beams extends 
She shoots the tidings forth to distant i Woke, from the dream, fhe drearntr to 
friends: j upbraid, 

Their gifts she hails (deeiiii'd precious,; And learn fTow sanguine cxpecta*-ions fade ' 
as they iwove i When novel trusts by folly are betrayed,—• 

For the unconscious Babe so jiroiTipt a | To see Presumption, tunng pale, refrain' 
love ! )— I From further havoc, but repent in vain. 

But from this peaceful centre of delight j (biod aims he down, and perish in the road 
Vague sympathies Jiave urged her to; W’here guilt liad urged them on with 


Nor grieved to sec (fHrnet'lf not unbe,- 
giiilcd)^ ‘ 


take flight ; 

Rapt into upper regions, like the bee 
That sucks from nioimtain heath her 
honey fee : 

Or, like the warbling lark intent to shroud 
His head in sunbeams or a l>i>worv cloud, 


ccjiseless goad, 

IVoofs thickening round her that ou 
public ends 

Domestic virtue vitally depends. 

That civic, strife can turn the happiest 
hearth 


Shesoars—and hereaiidthe-re her pinions 1 Into a grievous sore of self-tormenting 


rest 

On proud towers, like this humble cottage, 
blest , 

With a new visitant, an infant g ic.st— 
f Towers where red streamers flout the 
breezy sky 

In pomp fnrscen by hf^r creative eye. 

■ When feasts .shall crowd the hull, and 
steeple bells 

' Glad proclamation make,’'and heights and 
dells 

Catch the blithe music as it sinks and 
swells, 

.. And harbrnired ships, whose pride is on 
the sea. 

Shall hoist their topmast flags in sign of 
glee. 

Honouring the hope of noble ancestry. 

But who (though neither reckoning 
ills assigned 

^ By Nature, nor reviewing in the mind 


earth. 

Can such a One, dear Babe I thaiigb 
glad and proud 

To welcome thee, repel the fears that 
crowd 

Tn-to his English breast, and spare to 
quake 

Less for his. own than for^thy innocent 
sake ? ' 

Too late—or, should the providence of 
God 

Itiad, through dark ways Vy sin and 
Sorrow trod, _. * 

J ustiqe ayd peace tn a sei^e abode. 

Too soon—thou com’st into this breath- 
ing world ; 

Ensigns of mimic outrage are unfurled. 

Who shall preserve or prop the totteriinig 
Realm ? 

What hfuid suffice to govern the statc- 

. h^|« ? 
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If, in the aims of men, the siirest test 
Of good or bad (whaLu’cr be sought fo^ 
or pnofest) f 

Lie in the iiuiaas required, or ways or¬ 
dained, , 

For compassing the end, else never 
gained ; 

Yet governors and govern'd both are 
blind * 

T(\thi5 plain truth, or fling it to the wind 
If to expedience principle lAust bow ;• 
Past, future, shnukiiig up beneath the 
incuinbeat Now ; 

coiwe d’;/ conce^i(m sliU^iust feed j 
The thirst "for’p6weX**i who ne’er ' 
concede; / • 

Nor t\jrti aside, mili-ss to shape a way 
For duininatipn at some riper day ; [ 

*lf generous Loyalty must staiPd in aiffe 
Of subtle,/reason, in his mask of Ja^v, 
t>r with bravado insolent and hard. 
Provokfng iiunishinent, to win reward ; 
If office help the factious to conspire, j 
And they who sAanld extinguish, fan {he 
■ - fire— * • 

Then, wifl tne AJeplre be,^ straw, the 
.»crown 

Sit loosely, like the;{^hisiie's crest of down; j 
To be blpwn off at will, by ^^ower that 
spares it 

In cunning patience, from the head that j 
wears it. 


Lost people, trained to theoretic 
feud! 

Lost above all, ye labouring multitude ! 

Bewildered whether ye, bv slanderous 
tongues • 

Deceived, mistake calamities for wrongs ; 

And over fancied usurpations brood. 

Oft snapping at revenge in sullen mood ; 

Or, from long stress of real injuries fly 
. To desperation /or if remedy ; 

In bursts of outrage spread your judg¬ 
ements wide, 

And to your wrath cry out, “ Be thou our 
guide ;" 

Or, bound by oaths, come forth to tread 
earth’s floor 

In marshalled thousands, darkening street 
and moor 

With the worst shape mock-patience eve^ 
wore;. , 

Or, to the giddy top of self-esteem • | 

By Flatterei^ carried, mount into a dream 

Of boundlesb suffrage, at whosp sage be¬ 
hest 

Justice shall rule, disorder be supprest, 

And every man sit down as Plenty’s 
^ Guest 1 

—O for a bridle bitted with remorse 

To stop your Leaders in their headstrong 
course 1 ^ 


theoretic 


W.P- 


; it' 


Oh may ifhe Almighty scatter with his 

’ gray ' . 

These tr/sts, and lead you to a safer place. 
By paths no human wisdom can foretrace! 
May He pour round you, from worlds far 
above « 

Man’s feverish passions, his pure light 
of love. 

That quietly restores the natural mien 
To hope, and makes truth willing to be 
seen ! 

Else s||iaU your blood-stained hands in 
frenzy reap 

Fields gaily soivn when promises were 
cheaji.— 

Why* IS the Past belied with wicked art. 
The Future made to play so false a part. 
Among a people famed for strength of 
mind. 

Foremost in freedom, noblest of man¬ 
kind ? 

We act as if we joved m the sad tune 
Storms make in rising, valued in the moon 
Nought but her changes. Thus, un¬ 
grateful Nation ! 

If thou persi.<>t, and, scorning moderafion, 
Spread f'‘»r thyself the snares of tribula- 
tioii. , ' 

Whom, then, shall meekness guard ? 
What saving skill 

Lie in forbearance, strength in standing 
still ? 

—Soon shall the widow (for the speed of 
Time 

Nought equals when the hours arc winged 
with crime) 

Widow, or wife, implore on tremulous 
knee. 

From him who judged her lord, a like 
decree : 

The sides will weeji o’er old men desolate: 
Ye little-ones ! Earth shudders at your 
fate. 

Qutcasts and homeless orphans- 

* 

But turn, inv Soul, and from the sleep¬ 
ing pair 

Leani thou the beauty nf omniscient care ! 
Be strong in faith, bid anxious thoughts 
lie still; 

Seek for the good and cherish it—the ill . 
Oppose, or bear with a submissive wilL 

1833- 
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If this great world of joy and pain 
Revolve in one sure track ; 

If fre-idom, set, will rise again. 

And virtue, flown, come back; 

Woe 10 the purblind crew who fill 
The heart with each day’s care; 

Nor gain, from past or future, skill 
To bear, and to forbear 1 
• . . 1833. 
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THE LABOURER’S NOOI^DAY 


HYMN 

Up to the throne of God is borne 
The voice of praiac at early morn. 

And he accepts the punctual hyimi 
Sung as the light of day grows dim. 

Nor will he liirn his ear asid<‘ 

From holy offerings at noontide. 

Then here reposing let us raise 
A song of gratitude and praise. ‘‘ 

What though our burthen be not light 
We need not toil from umrn to night ; 
The respite of the mid-day hour ■ 

Is in the thankful Creature’s pr>wer. 

Blest are the moments, doubly blest, 
That, drawn from tins one hour of rest, 
Are with a ready heart bestowed 
Upon the service of our (loci ! 

Each field is then a hallowed spot. 

An altar is in each in nil's cot. 

A church in evc'ry grove that sjireads 
Its living roof above our heads. 

Look up to Heaven ! the industrious Sun 
Already half his race hath rtm ; 

He cannot halt nor go astray, 

But our immortal Spirits may. 

Lord ! since his rising in Ihi^ East, 

If we have faltered or transgressed. 
Guide, from thy love’s abuiulaiil source, 
What yet remains of this day’s course : 


(Time w'ns. blest Power ! when youths and 
\ maids 

*' At peep of dawn would rise# 

And wander forth, in fore.$t glades 
Thy birth to solemnize. 

Though mute the song—to grace the rite 
Untouched the hawthorn bough, 

Thy Spirit triumphs o’er the slight; 

Man changes, but not Thou ! 

Thy leather&d Lieges bill and .wings' 

In love’s disport employ ; ^ 

Warmed by thy influence, c^/rceping thuigs 
Awake tt. silent 

Queen art thou si^'lWi ILacli gay plant 
Where the slim wi ’^1 deer roves ; 

And served in deptn^ Y^herc flshes haunt 
Their own mysterious groves. " ' 

Cloi'd-piercing peak, and trackless heath,' 
Instinctive homage i>ay ; 

Nor wants the dim-lit cave a wr'iath 
To honour thc'O, sweet May ! 

W’Jiore cities fanned by thy brisk airs 
Behidd a smokeless SKv, 

Their puniest llower-pdc-nursling dares 
To open a bright ejfe. 

r 

And if, on this e ii.ital morn. 

The pole, from which thy n<i^e 
Hath not clepartcd, stands forlorn „ 

Of song and dance and game ; 

Still from the village green a vow 
Aspirc's to thee addrest. 

Wherever peace is on the brow. 

Or love within the breast. 


Help with thy grace, through life’s short 
day. 

Our upward and our downward way ; 
And glorify for us the west. 

When we shall sink to iiual rest. 

1S34. 
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ODE. 

COMPOSED ON MAY MOKNINC 

While from the purpling cast departs 
The star that led the dawn, 

Blithe Flora from her couch upstarts, 
For May is on the lawn. 

A quickening hope, a freshening glue. 
Foreran the expected Power, 

Whose first-drawn breath, from bush and 
tree. 

Shakes off that pearly shower. 

All Nature welcomes Her whose sway 
Tempers the year’s extremes ; 

Who scattereth lustres o’er noon-day, 
Like morning’s dewy gleams ; 

Wliile inellow warble, sprightly trill. 

The tremulous heart excite ; 

And hums the balmy air to still 
' The balance of dwght. 


Yes ! where Love nestles thou canst teach 
The soul to love the more j 
Hearts also shall thy Icssods reach 
That never Itived before. 

Stript is the haughty one of pride. 

The bashful freed from fear. 

While rising, like the ocean-tide. 

In flows the joyous year. 

Hush, feeble lyre ! weak words refuse 
The service to prolong I 
To yon exulting thrush the Muse 
Entrusts the imperfect song : 

His voice shall chant, in accents clear. 
Throughout the live-long day. 

Till the first silver star appear, 
t The sovereignty of May. 

1 « xxxyii 

TO ^lAV^ •' 

Though 'nany suns have men knd set 
Since thou, blithe May, wert bom. 
And Bards, who hailed thee, may forget 
Thy gift.s, thy beauty scorn 1 
There arc who to a birthday strain 
Confine not harp and voice. 

But evermore throughout thy reign 
Are grateful and rejoice 1 
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Delicious odours I music sweet, 

Too sweet to pass away ! 

Oh for a deathless song to meet 
The soul’s ^esirc—a lay 
That, when a thousand years are told,’ 
Should praisS thee, genial Power I 
Through summer heat, autumnal cold. 

And winter’s dreariest hour. 

• 

Earth, sea, thy presence feel—nor lessi 
■If yon ethereal blue , 

With its soft smile the truth express,* 
The heavens have f€*lt it too. 

•The inmost jfcart of man i^glad 
PaR'al^en Jj- ifc^heer ; 

And eyes that capiiat htii Iw sad , 
l.,et fall a hright/ned tear. 

Stjce thy return, through dat's and we^s 
* hope that grew by stealth. , 
How many wan and faded cheeks 
Hav^kindled int<» health ! 

The Ola, by thee re\i\'ed. have said, 

“ Anf)ther year is ours ; ” 

And wayworn \^’’andcrers. poorly fed* 

• Have smifgd i^on thy fl»wors. 

Whg tripping lisps a iiierr^ song 
Amiii his playfid pejurs ? 

The tender Tiifaiit^vho was >»ng 
A prisoner of fond fears ; 
niit, now, when ever^’ sharp-edged blast 
Is quiet in its sheath, 

•"His Mother leaves him free to t.aste 
Earth’s sweetness in thy breath. 


If expectations newly blown 
Wavf^perished in thy' sight ; 

If lovey and joys, while up they sprung. 
Were caught as in a snare ; 

Such is the lot of all the young, 
Hiiwcvcr bright and fair. 

Lo ! Streams that April could not check 
Are patient of thy rule : 

Ouigling in foamy water-break, 
Loitering in glassy pool : 

By thee, thee only, could be sent 
Suen ge.ntle mists as glide. 

Ciirhug with unconfirmed intent. 

On that green mountain's side. 

Ho\w delicate the leafy veil 

Through which you house of God 

Gleams ’mul the peace of this deep dale 
Ry few but shepherds trod ! 

And lowly huts, near beaten ways. 

No sooner stand attired 

In thy fresh wreaths, than they for praise 
Peep forth, and are admired. 

Season of fancy and of hope, 

JVnnit not for one hour, 

A nlossom from thy crown to drop, 

N'or add to it a flower ! 

Keep, lovely May, as if by touch 
Of self-restraiiimg art. 

This modest charm of ui^t too much. 
Part seen, imagined part ! 
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Thy help is with the w’eed that creeps 
Along the humblest ground : 

No clifT so bare but on its steeps 
Thy favouAi mav be found ; 

But m()St oil some peculiar nook 
That our own hands have drest. 

Thou and thy train are proud to look. 
And seem to love it best. 

' And yet how pleased we wander forth 
When May is whispering, " C’oine ! 

“ Choose from the tiowers of virgin earth 
“ The happiest for your home ; 
Heaven’s bounteous love through me 
is spread 

“ Prom sunshine, clouds, winds, waves, 
“ Drops on the mouldering turret’s head. 
" And oil your turf-plad graves ! " ^ 

Such greeting heard, away with sighs • 
Fot lilies that mv%t fade, , • ' 

Or “ the ratAe primrose as it dies 
ForsaktJh” lii the shade 1 ^ 

Vernal fruitions and desires 
Are linked in endless chase : 

While, as one kindly growth retires, 
^Apther takes its'place. 

And what if thou, sweet May, hast Icnown 
Idishap by worm and blight ; 


LINE.S 

snoGr.STi:n bv a tori rait from tbk pencil op 
1 . STONE 

IJeouilpd into forgetfulness of care 
Due to the day’s iiiifinishcd task ; of pen 
t)r,b(jok regardless, and of that fair scene 
111 Nature’s prodigality displayed 
Before mv window, oftentimes and long 
T gaze upon a Portrait whose mild gleam 
Of beauty never ceases to enrich 
The. common light; whose stillness 
charms the air. 

Or seems to charm it, into like repose : 
Whose silence, for the pleasure of the. ear. 
Surpasses sweetest music. There she sits 
With einbleuiatit purity attired 
In a white vest, white as her marble neeje 
Is, and the pillar of the. throat would he 
^ut for the shadow by the drooping chin 
k'ast into that recess—the tender'shade, 
Th^shade and light, both there and every¬ 
where, 

And through the very atmosphere she 
breathes. 

Broad, clear, and toned harmoniously, 
with skill 

That might from nature have been le^t 
'in the hour 
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When the lone shepherd sees the morning 
spread t 

Upon the mountains. Look at holt, who¬ 
e’er 

Thou be that, kindling with a yioet’s soul. 
Hast loved the painter's true Promethean 
craft 

Intensely—from Imagination take 
The treasure,—^what mine eyes beheld 
see thou. 

Even though the Atlantic ocean roll 
■ , between. ^ 


i^id in 

4 A 


in their common birthplace sheltered 


a blue 


.A silv'er line, 
crown 


that runs from brow to 


they were plucked together 
• flower * 

Called by the thrifty husbandman a weed; 
But Ceres, in her garland, might have 
.wofn 

That ornairent, unblamcd. The floweret, 

, held 

In scarcely conscious Angers, was, she 
knows, ‘‘ "-It 

(Her Father told her so) in youth’s gay 

dawn - •> ' _ ^ 

Her Mother’s favoilTilbi^dfM^'^ttl^^phan 
Girl, ^-5 


And in the middle parts tlie liraided hair. [ in 'her own dawn—af^wn less gav artd 


Just serves to show how delicate a soil 
The golden harvest grows in ; and those 
eyes. 

Soft and capacious as a cloudless sky 
Whose azure depth their colour emulates. 
Must needs be conversant with upward 
looks. 

Prayer’s voiceless service ; but now, scck- 
' ing nought 

And shunning nought, their own peculiar 
life 

Of motion they renounce, and with the 
head 

Partake its inclination towards earth 
In hmnble grace, and quiet pensiveness 
Caught at the point where it stops short 
of sadness. 


bright. 

I 1^'ves it, I'vhile there in solitary peace 
I She s*ts, for that departed Mother's se-ke. 

I —Not from a stiurce less sacred is derived 
i (Surely I do not err) that pensivo^air 
Of caiiu abstraction through the face 
diffused 

And the whole person. 

'jVords ha\*^ semo^hing told 
' -More than the'jpcncil c!m, and verily 
1 More than is needed, bjit the prcciouS*Art 
’ Forgives th"ir inierfi'. nice—Art divine, 

I That both creates and Axes, inv despite 
Of Death and Time, the marvels it haffh 
wrought. 


Offspring of soul-bewitching .Art, make 
me 

Thy conAdant ! say, whence derived that 
air 

Of calm abstraction ? Can the ruling 
thought 

Be with some lover far away, or one 
Crossed by misfortune, nr "of ixoiibtcd 
faith ? 

Inapt conjecture! Childhood here, 
moon ^ 

Crescent in .simple loveliness serene. 

Has but approached the gates of woman¬ 
hood, 

Not entered them; her heart is yet 
. unpierced „ 

By the blind Archer-god ; her fancy free : 
The fount of feeling, if unsought else¬ 
where, 

Will not be found. 

Her right hand, as it lies 
Across the slender wrist of the left arm 
Upon her lap reposing, holds—but mark 
How slackly, for the absent mind permits 
No Armer grasp—a little wild-flower, 
joined 

As in a posy, with a few pale ears 
.J>f yellowing corn, the same that over- 
, topped 



Strange contrasts have we in this world 
of ours ! 

That posture, and the look of Alial love 
Thinking of past and gone, with what is 
left 

Dearly united, might be s\<'ept away 
From this fair Portrait’s fleshly Arche- 
. type. 

Even by an innocent fancy’s slightest 
freak ... 

Banished, nor ever, haply, be restored 
2. j To their lost place, or meet in harmony 
' So exquisite ; but here do they abide. 
Enshrined for ages. Is not then the Art 
Godlike, a humble branch of the ^vine, 
.In visible quest of immortality. 

Stretched forth with trembling hope ?— 
In every realm. 

From high Gibraltar to Siberian plains, 
thousands, in each variety of tongue - 
Tfiat Europe knows, would echo this 
sy^peal ; .. <■ ^ ^, 

One above all, a Monk wha.waijts on God 
In the mligniAc Convent built of yore 
To sanctify the Escurial palace He— - 
Guiding, from cell to cell and room to 
room, ' 

A British Painter (eminent for truth ' 

In character, and depth of feeling, shown ' 
By labours that have touched the hearts ' 
Of^kings, 


' 
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Und are endeared to simple cottagers) — 
Came, in that service, to u glorious worJy, 
Our Lordis Last Supper, beautiful fs 
when firs( | 

The appropriate Picture, fresh from 
Titian's hand. 

Graced the Refectory : and there, while 
both 

Stood with eyes fixed upon tlfat inaster- 

E iece, * ' 

oary Father in the Shranper’s e<ir 
Breathed out these words :—“ Here daily 
do we. si^. 

Thante. "iven to (lf;d ftfr dai%* bread, and 
here '' r 

Pondering the mischiefs of these restlsss 
times, • • 

Aiidf thinking, of my Brethren, dead, dis- 
• oersed, * ^ 

Or Ranged and changing, I not so/Uoiii 
gaze 

Upon tlfis solemn companv uriinovcd 
By shock of circumstance, or lapse of 
years. • • 

i Tnlil I caniftit btt believe Jliat tlu'v— 
'hey are fn tfuth .the Substance, we the 
Shadows." 

So spake the mi ]4 Jerfliiyiniy, his griefs 
Melting ^ayay within him like a drc<atn 
lire he rmSi ceased to gaze, perhaps to 
speak : 

I, grown old, but in a happier land. 
Domestic Portrait ! have, to x'crse con¬ 
signed 

In thy calm presence those heart-moving 
words : 

Words that can soothe, more than they 
agitate; • 

Whose spirit, like the angel that went 
down 

Into Bethesda’s pool, with healing virtue 
Informs the fountain j/i the human breast 
Which by the \iisitation was disturbed. 
-But Vhy this stealing tear ? Com- 

E anion mute. 

ee I look, not sorrowing ; fare thee 
well, 

'My Song’s Inspirer, once again farewell! ^ 

1834. 

XXXIX 

THE VPEEGOIHG SUBJECT KEStrMED g 

Among a grave Fraternity of Monks, 


Triumphs, m i^that 
Paihter's skill, 


' f The pile of buildings, comi^ng the palace 
and convent of San Lorenzo, has, in common usage, 
lost its proper name in that of the Escurial, a 
vil^e at the foot of the hill upon which the 
afNendid edifice, built bv Philip II. .stands. It 
need scarcely be added, that Wilkie is the 
painter alluded to. 


Humbling the body, to exalt the soul; 
Y(?t repmsenting, amid wreck and wrong 
And di|lc>lution and decay, the warm 
Ana breathing life of flesli, as if already 
Clothed with impassive majesty, and 
graced , 

With no mean earnest of a heritage 
Assigned to it in future worlds. Thou, 
too. 

With thy memorial flower, meek Por¬ 
traiture ! 

From|whose serene companionship 1 
passed 

Pursued by thouglils that haunt me still ; 
thou also— 

Thoitgh but a siin]>le object, into light 
Called forth by those atfeetion.s tli.il en¬ 
dear 

'f'he private hearth ; tlvnigh keeping thy 
sole seat 

In singleness, and little tried by time. 
Creation, as it were, of ye.sieidav— 
Wirli a congenial function art endued 
For each and all of us, together joined 
In course ot nature und(.r a low roof 
B\ eh.'irities and duties that proci'cd 
Dut of th‘.’ bosfirn of a wiser vow. 

To a liki salutary sense of awe 
Or sacred wonder, gi owing with the powder 
Of meditation that attempts to weigh. 

In f.uthiul scales, things and their opjio- 
sites. 

Can £hy enduring quiet gently raise 
A household small and sensitive,—whose 
love, 

Dejiendent as in part its blessings are 
Ujion frail ties dissctlving or dissolved 
On earth, will be revived, W'C trust, in 
heaven.* 

1834. 
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So fair, so sweet, withal so sensitive. 
Would that the little Flowers were born 
to live. 411 

Conscious of half the pleasure which they 
give ; 

That to this niountaiu-daisy's self were 
known . 


9 In the class entitled 
Southey's Minor Poems, is 


Musings,'* in 
one upon his 


Mr.^' 

own. 


For One, but surely not for One aUme,* Immiature Picture, taken in chikUi^. and an- 

great work* the • ® l^dscape painted by Gaspat Poua- 


sin. It is possible that every word of the above 
verses, though similar in subject, might have been . 
written h.'td the author been unacquainted with 
those beautiful riiusions of poetic seutiment. 
But, for his own satisfaction, he must be allowed 
thus publicly to acknowledge the pleasure those' 
two Poems of his Friend have given him, and 
the grateful influence they have upon his mind 
as often as he reads them, or thinks of them. 
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The beaiity of its star-shaped shadow, 
thrown • 

On the smooth surface of this nakyd stone! | 

And what if hence a bold desire should 
mount 

High as the Sum that he could take 
account 

Of all that issues from his glnricuis fount! 

So might he ken how by his sovereign aid 
These delicate companionships are made ; | 
And how he rules the pomp of lisht and j 
shade; ’ i 

And were the Sister-power that shines by j 
night 

So privileged, what a rountenanee of 
delight 

Would through the clouds break forth on 
human sight ! 

Fond fancies ! wheresoe’er shall turn thine 
eye 

On earth, air. ocean, or the starry sky. 
Converse with Nature in pure, sympathy ; 

All vain desires, all lawless wishes quelled. 
Be Thou to love and praise alike impelled. 
Whatever boon is granted or withheld. 

XLI 

VPOS SEEINO A COLOURED DRAWING OT 
THE BIRD OF PARADISE IN AN ALBUM 

Who rashly strove thy Image to portray? 
Thou buoyant minion of the tropic air; 
How could he think of the live creature— 
gay 

With a divmitv of colours, drest 
In all her brightness, from the dancing i 
crest 

Far as the last gleam of the filmy train 
Extended and extending to sustuiin 
The motions th'at it graces—and forbear 
To drop his pencil! Flowers of eveny j 
dime ' 


Depicted on these pages smile at tiine^' 
And gorgeous insects copied with nice care 
Are here, and likenesses of mgny a shell 
.'iossod ashore by restless waves. + 
Or in the diver's grasp fiflched up from 
caves * 

Where sca-nymphs might be proud to 
dwell ; 

But whoseTash hand (again I ask) could 
dare, • 

'MJd casualr tokens and proipiscUtuis 
shows , ^ 

To circumscribe this Shape, in fixed repose; 
Could iinitaV' for indolent surve^^ * 
I'erliaps for touchVjA^fww*’ " 

I’^pmc'S that migliV catch, but cannoi 
keep, a stain : V 

•\nd, with cloud-streaks lightest atid*]i>ft- 
*'• icsl,‘share ' # 

Thc*suii’s first greeting, his last farewell 
ray ! 

Resplendent Wanderer ! followed with 
glad eyes ^ 

Where'er her course ; mysjtcrious Bird ! 
To whom, bv wondcrifig Faupy stirred 
JiastiTii Isla^ers have* given 
A holy name—the Bird of Heaven ^ 

And even 9 title^nighor still. 

The Bird of (^od I whose bl^ed will 
She seems performing as she^ies 
Over the earth and through the skies 
In never-wearied search of Paradise— 2 s*. 
Region that crowns her beauty with the 
name 

She bears for us —for us how blest. 

Mow happy at all seasons, could like aim 
Uphold our Spirits urged to kindred llight 
On wings that fear no glanc£ of God’s pure 
sight. 

No tempest from his breath, their prom¬ 
ised rest 

Seeking with indefatigable quest 
Above a world that deems itself most wise 
When most enslaved by gross realities I 
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2 *iQhey thus would rise, must low and lower 
^ sink ■ ‘ , 

Till, by repent^ce stotii^ fear to 
, thln\; [few , 

** Peoble I your chains are severing link 1 While all lie prostrate, save the t3^ant 
by link ; 1 Bent in quick turns each other to undo. 

Soon shall the Rich be levelled down— And mix the poison, they themselves must, . 

the Poor d^ink. ' 

M^t tnem half way.*' Vain boast I for Mistrust th3rself, vain Country! cease to " 
Taese, the more cry, 


COICFOSED AFTER READING A NEWSPAPER 
OF THE PAY 
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“ Knowledge will save me from the threa;'!- 
* enedVoe.” 1 

Jror, if than iMhcr rash ones more thdhi 
know, • 

Yet on presumptuous wing as far would 
fly 

Abov’e thy knowledge as they (Jared to go, 
Thou wilt provoke a heavier penalty. ^ 


II 

irPOM THE LATE GENERA;. 

’MARCII, IS^3^ 


FAST 


Reluctant call ic the mte delayed ; 
And in the Senate vine lliele were \v(tio 
doffed _ * 

Tht^lffst of their numanitv, and scoffed 
*At providential judgments, mi(lisnia\lfH 
By ^heir own daring. But the I’tfople 
prsi^od 

As witlwne voice ; their flinty heart grew 
soft 

With penitentiafc sorrow, and aloft ^ 
Their spirit %aouBtccI, crying, “God us 
• aid IV * • : 

Oil ihat with aspirations *inore intense. 
Chastised by self-abasement more pro- 
foui^, • 

This I’copfe, once so happy, so renowned 
Ffir liberty, would .seek from God defence 
^gainst far heavier ill, the pestilence 
Of revolution, impiously unbound I 

III 

Said Secrecy to Cowardice and Fraud, 
Falsehood and Treachery, in close coun¬ 
cil met, • 

Deep under ground, in Pluto’s c.ibinet, 
“ The frost of Kngland’s pride will soon 
be thawed ; 

“ Hooded the open brow that overawed 
“ Our schemes; the*faith and honour, 
never yet * 

■ “ By us with hope encountered, be upset; 
“ For once I burst my bands, and cry, 
apAud! ” 

Then whispered she, “ The Bill is carry¬ 
ing out! " 

They heard, and, starting up, the Brood 
of Night 

Clapped hands, and shook with glee Iheir^ 
matted locks : 


Wisdotrjf exists not ; nor thte humbler skill 
Of Pru/etice, disentangling good and ill 

r ith patient care. What tho' assaults 
rim high. 

They daunt not him who holds his minis- 
try, 

K<‘so]ute, at all hazards, to fulfil 
Its duties ;—prompt to move, but firipa 
to wait— 

Knowmg, things rashly sought are rarely 
filiiid ; > 

.'hat, for the functions of an ancient 
State— 

Strong by her charters, free because im- 
boutid. 

Servant of Providence, not slave of 
Fate — 

Perilous is sweeping change, all chance 
unsound. 

V 

IN ALLUSION TO VARIOI'.S KFCE.VT HIS- 
TORIF.S AND NOTICES OK THE FRENCH 
REVOLUTION. 

PopTENTors change when History can 
appear 

As the cool Advocate of foul device ; 
Reckless audacity extol, and jeer 
At consciences perplexed with scruples 
nice ! 

They who bewail not, must abhor, the 
sneer 

Born of Conceit, Power’s blind Idolater ; 
Or haply sprung from vaunting Cowardice 
Betrayed bv mockery of holy fear. 

Hath it not long been said the wrath of 
Man 

Works not the righteousness of God ? Oh 
bend, 

Bend, ye I'erverse ! to judgments from on 
High, 

Laws that lay under Heaven’s perpetual 
* ban 

All principles of action that transcend 
The sacred Limits of humanity. 

VI 

CONTINUED 

Who ponders I^^tional events shall find 
All awful balancing of loss and gain, 

J oy bused on sorrow, good with ill com¬ 
bined. 


All Pmvers and Places that abhor the liglafi . , :=o„: 

-k hugging hiS Ballot- 


Hurrah for 
box 1 

. IV 

, BmeSt Statesman He, 

'unselfish will 
Leaves him at ease 
thoughts: whose eye 
Seca that, apart from magnanimity. 


whose Mind's 
among grand 


it consists to 


1. 


Mind, 

With whose perfection 
ordain 

Volcanic burst, earthquake, and huni^ 
cane. 

Dealt in like sort with feeble human kind 
Bv lavv.s immutable. But woe for him 
Who thus deceived shall lend an eager 
fiand . . » 
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To social havoc. Is not Conscienc.e oilrs. 
And Truth, whose eye guilt can 

make dim ; 

And Will, whose office, by divine com'- 
mand, 

Is to control and check disordered 
Powers ? 

VII 

coNCi-itriEn 

Long-favoured England ! be n(^»t thou 
misled 

By monstrous theories of alien growth. 
Lest alien fren/y seize thee, waxing wroth 
Self-smitten till thy garments reek.dyed 
red 

With thy own blood, which tears in tor¬ 
rents shed 

Fail to wash out, tears flowing ere thy 
troth 

Be plighted, not to ease but sullen sloth, \ 
Or wan despair—the ghost of false hope 
fled 

Into ashameful grave. Among thy youth, 
Mv Country! if such warning be held dear. 
Then shall a Veteran’s heart be thrilled 
with joy. 

One who would gather from eternal truth. 
For time and season, rules that work to 
cheer 

Not scourge, to save the Peo]ile—not des- 


!ind simple honesty a common growth— 
his high repute, with bounteous Nature’s 
aid, . « 

i^on confidence, now ruthlessly betrayed 
At will, your power the 'measure of your 
troth !— 

All who revere the memory of Penn 
Grieve for*the land on whose wild woods 
his name 

Wfts fondly grafted with a virtuaus atm. 
Renounced, abandoned by de^nerate 
Moil , 

For state dk^Iiononr Wack as evyj came 
To upper air froraVMaftmion’s loathsome 
I- den. " I 


Alf 9.0LOGNA, IN REMEMBRANCE 0F„THE' 
LATE INSURRECTIONS, 1837 

I « 

All why deceive ourselves ! by no mere fit 
O^sudden passion roiisei’. shall men attain 
True freedom where far ages they have 
lain • » 

Bound in a da*rk abominable pit, , 

With life’s besW-inejys more and more 
nil knit. 

Here, there, a banded few whojoathe the 
chain 

May rise to break it: effort worse tha:j^ 


troy. 

VIII 

Men of the Western World ! in Fate’s 
dark book 

Whence these opprobrious leaves of dire 
portent ? 

Think ye your British Ancestors fiirsook 
Their native Land, for outrage provident ; 
From unsubmissive necks the bridle shook 
To give, in theiT Descendants, freer vent 
And wider range, to passions turbulent. 
To mutual tyranny a deadlier lok ? * 
Nay, said a voice, soft as the south wind’s 
breath. 

Dive through the stormy surface of the 
flood 


vain 

For thee, O ^eat Italian nation, split 

Into those jarring fractions—Let thy 
scope 

Be one fixed mind for all; thy rights 
approve t 

Tothy own conscience gradually renewed;. 

Le,arn to make Time the father of wise 
Hope ; 

Then trust thy cause to the arm of Forti¬ 
tude, • ,, 

Tlie light of Knowledge, and the warmth 
of Love. 

.XI 

CONTlNUEp 


, To the great current flowing underneath ; ** 

Explore the countless springs of silent Hard task 1 exclaim the undisciplined, 

. good; to lean 

So shall the truth be better understood. On Patience cou||}ed with such slow 
And thy grieved Spirit brighten strong in j* endeavour, 

faith. Tbattilong-lived servitude n?.ust last for ' 


IX 

TO THE PENNSYLVANIANS 

Days undefiled by luxury or sloth, 
Firm self-denial, manners grave and staid, 
Rights equal, laws with cheerfulness 
obeyed, 

. Words that require no sanction from an 
oath, 


ever. ^ . 

Perish Aie grovelling few, who, prest 
between 

Wrongs and the terror,of redress, would 
wean 

Millions from glorious aims. Our ch£ns->, 
to sever 

Let us break forth in tempest now or 
never I— 
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What, is there then no space for golden 
mean 

gradual progress ?—Twilight leads 
to day, • * 

And, even within the burning zones of 
earth. 

The hastiest sunrise yields a tdmperate 
ray; 


XIII 

YouNcJilngland—what is then become of 

oiT 

i dear Old England ? Think they she 
V is dead, ^ [fed 

Dead to the very name ? Presumption 
On empty air ! That name will keep its 
hold 


The softest breeze to fairest flowers givesd i„ the true filial bosom's inmost fold 


birth: 

Think not that Prudence dwells in dSrk 
abodes, 

Ehes^ns the future with tli^eye of gods. 


COVSC^VHUO 

•ill 


I 


•As leaves art? ttj the tree whei^nn th^Jr 
^ow • 

And wither, ev'ery human generation 
Is to thtf Being of a mighty nation. 
Locked in our world's embrace through 
weal and woe 


For ever—^The Spirit of Alfred, at the head 

Of allAvho for her rights watch’d, toil'd 
and bled, 

Knows that this prophecy is not too bold. 

What—how ! shall she submit in will and 
deed 

To Beardless Boys—an imitative race. 

The servum pecus of a Gallic breed ? 

Dear Mother ! if thou must thy steps re¬ 
trace. 

Go where at least meek Iiinocency dwells; 

Let Babes and Sucklings be thy oracles. 

XIV 


Thought tha* shcHiiid teach the zealot Fkkl for the wrongs to universal keh 
foreg* ' “ Daily exposed, wt>e. that iinshrouded lies 

Ras^ schemes, to abjure all selfish .igitu* j And seek the Sufferer in his darkest den, 
tion, jp, Whether conducted to the spot by sighs 

And seek througli* noiseless •jiaiiis and I .'Kiid mo,mings, or he dwells (as if the wren 
niod^ation ' Taught him ccmcealmciit) hidden from all 


The iinblemished good they only can 
^ bestiuv. 

Alas ! with most, who weigh futurity 
Against time present, passion holds the 
scales; 

Hence equal ignorance of both prevails. 
And nations sink; or, struggling to be 
free, • 

Are doomed to flounder on, like wounded 
’ whales 

Tossed on the bosom of a stormy sea. 


eyes 

In silence and the awful modesties 
Of si>rrow ;—fe<‘l for all, as brother Men ! 
Rest not m hope want's Icy chain to thaw 
By casual boons and formal charities ; 
Learn to be just, just through impartial 
law : 

Far as yn may, erect and equalise : 

And, what ye cannot reach by statute, 
draw , * 

Each from his fountain of self-sacrifice ! 


• SONNETS UPON THE PUNISHMENT OF 
> DEATH 

IN SERIES 

I : For all his bounties upon man bestowed : 

. «. - ' Why bears it thtn the name of “ Weep- 

SUGGESTED BY THE VIEW OF LANCASTER , 

CASTLE (on the ROAD rRo.M Thousands, as toward yon old Lancas- 

SOUTH) ".V, trian Tow’ers, 

This Spot—%t\8iice*unfolding sigHt so *A prison's crown, along this way they 
fair' • ^ \ past 

Of sea and land, with yon grey towers 1 For lingering durance or quick death ' 

that stm ' I with shame, , 

Rise up as if to lord it over air— ; From this bare eminence thereon bavC 

Mii^t soothe in human breasts the sense ’ cast. , „ . 

of iu^ . Their first look—blinded as tears fell in 

Or charm it out of memory; yea, might. showers . 

*11 ; Shed on their chains ; and hence that 

The he^t with joy and gratitude to CRid J.. doleful Aame. , ^ 
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II 

Tewderlv do wp feel by Natur<T^ law 
For worst offenders: though the heart 
will heave j 

With indiguatioH, deeply ini)\'(‘.d w,.; 
CTievo, 

In after thought, for Him w'ho sl(wd in 
awe 

Neither of (tod nor inau. and oTily saw. 
Lost wretch, a horrible device enthroned 
.On proud temptations, till t he C'victim 
groaned 

Under the steel his hand had dared to 
draw. 

But O, restrain compasshin. if its course, 
As oft befals. pn'vent or turn aside 
Judgments and aims and acts whose 
higher source 

Is sympathy with the uiiforewarned, who 
died 

Blameless—with them that shuddered 
o’er his grave. 

And all who from the law hrm safety 
crave. 

III 

The Roman Consul doomed his sons to die 
Who had betrayed Ihcir country. The 
stern word 

Afforded (may it through all time alTord) 
A theme for praise and admiration high. 
Upon the surface of humanity 
Pie rested not; its depths his mind 
e.xplored ; 

He felt; but his parental bosom’s lord 
Was Duty—Duty calmed his agonv. 
And some, wc know, when they by wilful 
act 

A singleTiumau life iiave wrongly taken. 
Pass sentence on themselves, confess the 
fact, 

And, to atone for it, with soul unshaken 
Kneel at the feet of Justice, and, for faith 
Broken with all mankind, solicit death. 

IV 

Is Death, when evil against good has 
fought 

With such fell mastery that a man may 
dare * 

By deeds the blackest purpose to lay 
bare ? 

Is Death, for one to that coiiditiou/ 
brought. 

For him, or any one, the thing that 
ought 

To be tnost dreaded ? Lawgivers, be¬ 
ware, 

Lest, capital pains remitting till ye spare 
The murderer, ye, by saiTbtion to that 
thought 

Sfiemingly given, debase the general 
miijd i 


'empt the vague will tried standards to 
disown, 

[for only palpable restraints unbind, dttr 
Jut upon Honour’s head disturb ue 
crown, 

Whose absolute rule permits not to with* 
stand 

In the weik love of life his least command. 

Not to the object specially desired, 

, Howe’er momentous in itself it be* 
tlood to prijunote or curb'depravity^ » 
j Is the wise.'Uigisl^of s view connned. 

I H’s Spirit, 'jvhen rnqst severe, is oft most 
kind ; 

As all Authority in earth depends * 
fc 1 Lov? and Fear, their Several powers^ 
i 'he blends. 

I Copying with awe the one Paternal mind, 
i Uncaught by processes in show'llumaiie, 

I He feels liow far the act would derogate 
From even the humbles' functions of the 
State. ; t •* 

If she, sclf-srom of Majesty, ordain 
That ne\'or inore shall hang upoi{ her 
I breath •, 

The last alternative bf Life or Death. 

VI ' 

Yii brood of conscience—Spectres ! that 
frequent 

Tlie bad Man’s restless walk, and hamit 
his bed— 

Fiends in your aspect, yet beneficent 
In act, as hovering Angels when they 
spread 

Their wmgs to guard thb unconscious 
Innocent— ■ 

Slow be the Statutes of the land to share 
A laxity that could not but impair 
Your power to punish crime, and so pre¬ 
vent. • 

And ye. Beliefs ! coiled seipent-Hke about. 
The adage on all tongues, “ Murder will 
out,” 

How shall your ancient wammgs work 
for good 

In the full might they hitherto have 
shown. 

If for deliberate shedder of man’s blopd 
[rSurvive not Judgment that requires his 
J own ? 

•> VM . 

BEFOREs^the world had'^ast her time of 
youth. 

While polity and discipline were weak. 
The precept eye for ej^e, and tooth for 
tooth, , 

Came forth—a light, though but as*of, 
day-break, 

1 Strong as could then be borne. A A|aster 
meek 
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Proscribed the spirit fostered by that rule, I So sacred, so itiformed with light divine. 
Patience hts law, long-suffering Ari [ Tliut no tribunal, though most wise to sift 


schoqt i Peed arjtt intent, should turn the Being 

fUid love the end, which all througfi j / adfft 

peacfi miAt seek. j jito thlt world where penitential tear 

But lamentably^do tliey err who strain } May not-avail, nor prfurer have for God’s 
His mandates, given rash inipulsi to ' 

coutroul A voice—that world whose veil no hand 

And keep vindictive thirsting from the can lift 

soul. For earthly sight. “ Kteniity and Time," 

Sofffar that, if consistent in 4heir schrijie, Thev urge, *■ have interwoven claiiu.s and 
They must forbid the State to inflict a rights 

pain. ^ Not to bo jeopardised through fiUiJest 

Mak^ig of social ordc^a int«e dream. ^ crime : 

1 scnli'iire rule bv merrv’s heaven- 

^ » born lights." 

Fit retribution, b^the moral rode F-ven .‘-o bu^ nnMsiiring not by finite 

Dcberftiincd, lie.s beyond the State’s sense 

embrace,* ^ Infinite Power, perfect Intelligence.*' 

Yet?as she may, for each peculiar c.'*t 
She plants well-measured terrors in llui 

rnUfL Ah. think how one compelled for life to 

Of wrongful acts. Downwaid it is and abide 

broad. • ^ . Locked in a dungeon neetls must cat the 

And, the main ifcar once donnu’d lo heart 

* banisliineuti# • Out of his own humanity, and part 

Far,of teller then, had ufliering worse With cverv linjie that mulUfU cares pro- 
event, ■ m vide : 

Blood would be spilt that iK his dark And, should a less unnatural d'Xim con- 
aboc*’ fide 

Crime might lie better hid. And, should In life-long exile on a savage coast, 
jm the change | Soon the relapsing penitent may Iviast 

lake from the horror due to a f-iul deed, Of vet inore heinous guilt, with fiercer 
Pursuit and evidence so far must fail. pride. 

And, guilt escaping, passion then might Hence thoughtful Merry, Mercy sage and 
plead pure. 

In angry spirits for her old free range. Sanctions the fojieiviire that Law de- 
And the " wild justice of revenge " pre- inands. 

vail. Leaving the final issue in His hands 

Whose goodness know's no change, whose 
love IS sure. 

Though to give timely warning and j Who sees, foresees ; wrho cannot judge 
deter • amiss, 

Js one great aiuf of penalty, extend .\nd w’afts at will the contrite soul to 
► Thy mental vision further and ascend * bliss. 

Fac higher, else full surely shall thou err. 

. What IS a State ? Tlie wise behold m her ^ ^ 

A creature bora of time, that keeps one See the Condemned alone within his cell 
eye ' And prostrate at some moment when 

Fixed on the statutes'of Etcrnilv, _ remorse 

^To which her judgments reverently defer. Stings to the qiifck. and, with resistless 


i Deed ai^ intent, should turn the Being 


To which her judgments reverently aeicr. aimgs lo 
Speaking through Law’s dispassionate force, 
voice the State ^ Assaults t: 


VUlUC LUX' ^ » 

Epdues her conscience with external quell. 

And being, tw preclftde or quell the Strife l*rhen mar 
Of individual vWIll, to elevate rebel, 


the pride she strove in vain to 


1 mark him, him who could so long 
rebel. 


The grovellmg mind, the errinff to recal. The crime confessed, a kneeling Penitent 
And fortify the moral sense of all. Before the Altar, where the Sacraqient 

, Softens his heart, till from his eyes o'ut- 

X well 

Oi^fe bodily life, some plead, that life the Tears ot salvation. Welcome death ! 

shrine while Heaven 

Of 9 ^ immortal spirit, is a gift Dcm in this change exceedin^y rejoice; 
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While yet the solemn heed the State hath 
given 

Helps him to meet the last T^bunars 
voice' \ Icas-t 

In faith, which fresh offences. Wre hj' 

On old temptatioiv^, might for cmt blasC- 

XIII 

CONCLUSION 

Yes, though He well may tremble at the 
sound 

Of his own voice, who from the juiifiuent- 
seat 

Sends the pale Convict to his last retreat 

In death ; though Listeners shudder all 
around. 

They know the dread recjuilal’s source 
profound ; 

Nor 4 s. they feel, its wisdnin (»l)solete— 

(Would that it were !J the sacrifice uriuieet 

Fur Christian Faith. Hut hopeful signs 
abound ; 

The social rights of man breathe purer 
air ; 

Religion deepens her preventive care ; 

Then, moved by neetiless fear of past 
abuse. 

Strike not from Law's linn hand that 
awful rod. 


But leave it thence to drop for lack of use: 
Oh, speed the blessed hour, Almighty 
God! ^ 

C XIV . 

AFOIOCmV 

The formal World relaxes her cold chain 
j For One who speaks in numbers : ampler 
I scope*- 

; His utterance hnds ; and, conscious of 
1 , the gain. ' 

' Imagination works with bolder trope 
I The cause of grateful reason to sustain ; 

! And, .servirK Truth, the hearty,morf 
strongU' beal^ 

' Afrninst allit barriersv which his labour 
meets • ^ 

In loftv place, or humble Life's d;»tEain. 
Vnough'.—before us lay a'painful road, ' 
And'guidance have I sought in duteous 
love 

From Wisdom's heavenly FiithoK Hence 
hath flowed 

Patience, with trust that, whatsoe’er the 
1 •* 

way r » 

Each takes iti this high« miitter, all may 
i move • , 

CJi«‘er(‘d with tlip prospect of a brighter 
! day. *.• ' 1840. 
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EPISTLE 

TO SIR GEORGE HOWLAND BEAUMONT, 
BART. 

FROM THE SOUTH'WEST COAST OF CUMDERLANO. 

—181I. 

Far from our home by Grasmere’s quiet 
Lake, 

From the Vale’s peace which all her fields 
partake. 

Here on the bleakest point of Cumbria's 
shore 

We sojourn stunned by Ocean’s ceaseless 
roar ; 

While, day by day, grim neighbour ! 
. ' huge Black Comb 
* Ftowns deepening visibly his native 
gloom. 

Unless, perchance rejecting in despite 
. What on the Plain we have of warmth 
and light, 

In his own storms he hides himself from 
sight. 

Roxtgh is the time ; and thoughts, that 
would be free 

f From heaviness, oft fly, dear Friend, to 
thee ; 

/, Turn from a spot where neither sheltered 

road 


Nor hedge-row screen invites my steps 
abroad ; 

Where one poor Plane-tree, having as it 
I might 

I Attained a stature twice-' a tall man’s 
! height, 

' Hopeless of further growth, and brown 
and sere 

: Through half the summer, stands with • 
I top cut sheer! 

I Like an unshifting weathercock which 
I proves 

How cold the quarter that the wind best 
; loves, 

I Or like a Centinel that, evermore 
1 Darkening the window, - ill defends the 
j door " « 

Of this unfliiishedhouse—aFortress bare, 

[5Where strength has been the Builder’s 
only care ; 

Whose rugged walls may still for years 
! demand 

I The final polish ci the Plastel'cr's hand... 

! —This Dwelling’s Inmate more than- 
^ three weeks’ space 
And oft a Prisoner in the cheerless place,' 

I—of whose touch the fiddle would c^m- ’ 
plain. 

Whose breath would labour at the flute 
, in vain, 
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In music all unversed, nor blessed with 
skill 

A bridge to "Copy, or to paint a mill. 
Tired of my boohs, a scanty company ! 
And tired of listci^iug to the boisterous 
sea— 

Pace between door and window mutter¬ 
ing rhyme, , 

An old resource to cheat a freward time ! 
ThoMgh these dull hours (mine is it, or 
their shame ?) -* * 

Would tempt me to renounce that humble 
• aim. • 

—But iT*thcre be a Museiwho, Yee to take 
Her scat upon Olympic, dcithlforsako 
Those heights (like ,Pha*bus when hi# 
gulden locks • 

¥e veiled, attend<mt on Thj^saiiaiL 
fl#eks) 


Wha,t slopes are planted, or what mosses 
drained: 

An eye omahey only can I cas| 

Oij that voud pagemit now aC hand or 
i past,! 

Wveii full five hundred boats in trim 
arrayl 

With neK and sails outspread - and 
strealiors gay. 

And chained hymns and stiller voice of 
prawr. 

For thclmld Manx-harvest to the Deep 
repair, [siiine 

Soon as the herring-shoals at distance 

Like beds of inoc^nhght shifting on the 
brine. 

Mona from our Abode is daily seen. 

But with a wilderness of waves betwe.cii ; 


And, in disguise, a .Milkmaid with iJer ! ^nd by conjecture only can we speak 
pail - I traiisacled there in bav or creek; 


Trips down the pathways of some wind¬ 
ing dale : 


Ko tidings reach us thence from town or 
field, 


Or, like a Menj^aid? warbles on the shoie* 1 Only news her mountairi sunbeams 

To fishers jmcj^idiug nets beside their' . 

doors ,• I -‘Vno S'nne we gather from the misty air. 


doors 

Or, Pili'rirn-like, on forest raoss I’cliiied, 
Gives plaintive ditt^is fb the, heedless 
wind, • 

Or listens to its play among the boughs 
Ahpvtyier head and so forgets her vows— 
W^uclPa Visitant of Earth there be 
And she would deign this day to smile 
on me 

And aid my verse, content with local 
bounds 

Of natural beauty and life’s daily rounds. 
Thoughts, chiftices, sights, or doings 
which we tell 

Without reserve to those whom wc love 
well— 

Then haply. Bcaumonj^l words in cur¬ 
rent clear • 

flow, and on a weleome page appear 
Duly before thy sight, unless they perish 
here. 

What shall I treat of ? News from 
Mona’s Isle ? 

Such have we, but unvaried in its style ; 
No tales of Runagates fresh landed, 
whence 

And wherefore fugitive or on what pre¬ 
tence; - ■ * 

t Of feasts, or scvidal. eddying like the 
wind * 0‘ 

Most restlessly alive when most confined. 
Ask not of me, whose tongue cam best 
appease * 

Th# mighty tumults of the House of 
Kkvs ; 

The last year’s cup whose Ram or Heifer 
gained, . 


And some the hovering clouds, our tele¬ 
graph. declar*-. 

But these poetic mysteries 1 withhold ; 

For Faiicv hath lier fits both hot and 
cold, 

And should the colder fit with You be on 

When You might read, my eredit would 
b«‘ gone. 

Let more substantial themes the pen 
engage. 

And nearer interests culled from the 
opening stage 

Of our migration.—Ere the welcome 
dawn 

Had from the east her silver star with¬ 
drawn. 

The Wain stood ready, at our Cottage- 
• door, 

Thoughtfully freighted with a various 
store ; 

And long or ere the uprising of the Sun 

O’er dew-damped dust our journey was 
begun, 

A needful journeys under favouring skies, ^ 

Through peopled Vales ; yet soincthing ’ 

1 in the guise 

j*Df those old PatriarcJis when from well 
I » to well 

They roamed through Wastes where now 
the tented Arabs dwell. 

Say first, to whom did we the charge 
confide. 

Who promptly undertook the Wain to '■ 
guide 

Up many a sharply-twining road and 
down. 
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And over many a wide hill’s craggy 
■■ crown. 

Through the quick turns of-n^ny a hol- 
low^'nook, y 

And the rough bed of many anj^nbrid^led 
brook ? ; ! 

A blooming Lass'—who in her I'etter hand 
Borei.a light switch, her scept 'c of com¬ 
mand 

When, yet a slender Girl, Rhc»oflcn led. 
Skilful and bold, the horse and iiurthencd 
sled ^ n 

From the peat-yielding Moss on GoAvdar's 
head. 

What could go wrong with sjich .a Chario¬ 
teer 

For goods and chattels, or those Infants 
dear, 

A Pair who smilingly sate side by side, > 
Our hope confirming that the salt-sea tide, 
W’hose free embraces we were bound fo 


seek. 

Would their lost strength rest ore. and 
freshen the pale cheek ? 

Such hope did either l*.ireiit eutertain 
Pacing behind along the silent lane. 


Blithe hopes and happy musings soon 
took flight, 

For lo ! an uncouth melancholy sight— 
On a green bank a creature stood forlorn 
Just half protruded to the light of morn. 
Its hinder part concealed by hedge-row 
thorn. 

The Figure called to mind a beast of prey 
Stript of its frightful jiowers by slow 
decay. 

And, though no longer upon rapine bent. 
Dim memory keeping of its old intent. 
We started, looked again with anxious 


eyes, 

And in that gricsly object recognise. 

The Curate's Dug—his long-tried friend, 
for they. 

As well we' knew, together hal grown 
grey. 

The Master died, his drooping sejvant’s 
grief 

Found at the Widow’s feet some sad re¬ 
lief ; 

J Yet still he lived in pining discontent, 

Sadness which no indulgence could pre¬ 
vent ; I 

Hence whole day wanderings, brokep' 
nightly sleeps 

And lonesome watch that out of doors he 
keeps ; 

Not oftentimes, I trust, as we, poor brute! 

Espied him on his legs sustained, blank, 
mute, 

' And of all visible motion destitute, 

very heaving of his breath 
Turn from i . ' , ^ ^ ^ 

road ^ word for Sledge. 


Seemed stopt, though by some other 
power than death. 

Long as we gazed upon the f'^rm and face, 

A mild domestic pity kept its place, 
Unsrared by thronging fancies of strange 
hue 

That haunted us in spite of what we knew. 
Even now 1 sometimes think of him as 
lost 

Til second-sight appearance.s, or firost 
By spectri 1 shapes of guilt,-^or to the 
grinuid. 

On whicli he stood, by spells unnatural 
bouiKj, . ,r- 

Liko a g unt si aggy Porter forced to 

a Avait 1 

In davs of old ronisnce at Arch imago’s 
gate. " * 

.Advancing Summer, Nature’s Lav ful¬ 
filled. 

The choristers in every grove h ul stilled ; 
But we, AA'e lacked not music of our own. 
For lightsome Faimj; had thus early 
thrown. 

Mid the j^ay prattle, of t-bose inf£>.nt 
tongues. 

Some notes prelusive, from the nhind of 

SOtlg'l 

With which, more zealous than the live* 
best bird 

Thai in Avild Ardc.n’s brakes VAjgs gver 
hoard, ^ 

Her work and her work’s partners she can 
cheer. 

The whole day long, and all davs of the 
year. 

Thus gladdened from our own dear 
Vale we pass 

And soon approach Diana's Looking- 
glass ! 

To Loughrigg-tarn, round clear and 
bright as heraven. 

Such name Italian fancy would have^ 
given. 

Ere on its banks the few grey cabins rose 
That yet disturb nut its concealed repose 
More than the feeblest wind that idly 
blows. 

Ah, Beaumont I when an opening in 
the road 

Stopped me at once by charm of what it 
4 showed. 

The-encircling regitfn vividly exprest 
Within the mirror’s depth, a Avdrld at;^ 
rcsX™* m. 

Sky streaked with purple, grove app, 
craggy bield,- , ' " ’ 

And the smooth green of many a pendent 
field, ‘ , 

3 A word oonunqn in the couotrv, itenlfyinf 
shelter, as in Scotland, "' "' 

1 ' * ' ' ’ ‘ ‘ H 
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And. quieted and soothed, a torrent small. 

A little daryig would-be waterfall. 

One chimney sm(>lung and its azure ,j 
wreath, ' 

Associate all in tAe calm Pool beneath, 

With here and there a faint imperfect 

gleam , ^ . 

Of water-lilies veiled in mistV si[*am— i * i i 

What wonder at this hour of stillness • moi^tam-tops, a barren ndge we 

Heep, - ’ 


With door left open makes a gloomy spot, 
Emblem those dark corhecs sometixnes 
/ four 

VjJthin tie happiest breast on earthly 
groury* 

kich p! 

1 :«ri( 


spect left behind of Stream 
'ale. 


A shadowy link ’tween wakefulness anS ! *" Yewdalc’s depths. 

With haycocks studded, striped with 
j yellowing grain— 


- • 

sleep, 

Whct> ^ture’s Self, ami^ such blending, j 


To render v’sible her o'^'ii s<itt breams, ^ i lev-el as a Lake aiid ^iread 

Tf ..-i+K ..-aT ' 1 'Uder *a rock too steep for man to tread, 

' “iS? Jith what, appeared of i'>cl«. ; where sheltered from the north and bleak 

’ ' - north-west 

visible nest, 
would her 


Bondlv einboseflned in the tramiirh flood** ,, , * , 

A gl.rhpsc I caught of that Abode, bv 

Thee i ^11 assaults that 


Designed «o rise, in humble privacy, 

A K)wly Dwelliiig, here to be outspread. 
Like a small HaiMlel, with its baslifu^ 
head • « 

H£Flf hid III aial 4 ve«trees. A^s ’tis not. 
Nor evjr was ; I siglied, and left thi; spot 
Unconsen us of its own. untoward lot. 
And thought in silcitce, with ngret too 
keen, • Ibeen ; 

Of unexperienced joys that might have 
O^cighbo'arhnnd and intermingling arts. 
Alia golden summer days uniting cheer¬ 
ful hearts. 

But time, irrevocable time, is flown, 
And let us utter thanks for blessingssuwm 
And reaped—what hath been, and what 
is, out owni. 

Not far we travelled ere a sliout of glee. 
Startling us all, dispersed my reverie ; 
Sucl) shout as many a sportive echo meet¬ 
ing - 

Oft-times from Alpine chalets sends a 
aai»> greeting. 

Whence the blithe hail ? behold a Pea¬ 
sant Stand 

"On high, a kerchief waving in her hand ! 
Not unexpectant that by early day 
Our little Band would tlirid this moun¬ 
tain way, 

Before her cottage pn the bright hill side 
She hath advanced with hope to be des¬ 
cried. 

Right gladly ^nswerftig signals we dis¬ 
played.. 

Movi ng alon^ a tract of morninf^shnde, 
And vocabwishes sent of like good will 
To our kind Friend high on the sunny 
hlU— 

Lutnftious region, fair as if the prime 
Wo-e tempting all astir to look aloft or 
climb; 

Ooty the centre of the shining cot 


brood molest. 

Hot sunbeams hll the steaming vale ; but 
h.irk. 

At our approacli, a jealous watch-dog’s 
bark. 

Noise that brings forth no liveried Page 
of St Itf. 

But the whole household, that our 
coming wait. 

With Young and Old warm greetings we 
exchange. 

And locuiid smiles, and toward the lowly 
Grange 

Press forward by the teasing dogs un¬ 
scared. 

Knlt'ring. we iiud t he morning meal pre¬ 
pared : 

So down we sit, though not till each had 
cast 

Pleased Uxiks around the delicate re¬ 
past— 

Kich cream, and snow-white eggs fresh 
from the nest, 

WUh amber honey from the mountain'^, 
breast ; 

Strawberries from lane or woodland, 
offering wild 

Of children s industry, in hillocks piled ;' 

Cakes for the. nonce, and butter fit to lie 

Upon a lordly dis^ ; frank hospitality 

Wliere simple art with bounteous nature 

I vied, 

nd cottage comfort shunned nut seemly 
* % pride. 

Kind Hostess ! Handmaid also of the 
feast. 

If thou be lovelier than the kindling East, 
Words by thy presence unrestramed may 
speak 

Of a perpetual dawn from brow and cheek 
Instinct with light whose sweetest pro¬ 
mise lies. 

Never retiring, in thy large dark fyes,” 
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Dark but to every gentle feeling true, 
As if their lustre flowed frem ether’s 
purest blue. T . 

Let me not ask what tears/may h^/e 
been wept i 

By those bright'eyes, what w^-arv vigils 
kept, 

Beside that hearth what sighs< ma}' have 
been heaved ^ 

For wounds inflicted, nor whi\t toil re¬ 
lieved i 

Bv fortitude and patience, and the grace 
Of heaven in pity visiting the place. 

Not unadvisedly those secret s]7r]ngs 
I leave unscarched : enough that memory 
clings. 

Here as elsewhere, to notices that make 
Their own significance for hearts awake, 
To rural incidents, whose' genial powers 
Filled with delight three summer morning 
hours. 

More could my jicn re|7ort of grave or 
gav 

That through our gipsy travel cheered 
the way ; 

But, bursting forth above the waves, the 
Sun 

Laughs at my pains, and seems to say, 
“ Be done.” 

Yet, Beaumont, thou wilt not, I trust, 
reprove 

This humble offering made by Truth to 
Love, 

Nor chide the Muse that stooped to break 
a spell 

Which might have else been on me yet: 

Farewell. 

UPOM PERUSING THE FOREGOING EPISTLE 
THIRTV YEARS AFTER ITS COM¬ 
POSITION. 


__ ^ 

The jnvs of the Departed—what so fair 
As blameless pleasure, not without some 
tears, 

' Reviewed through Lo'-’c’s transparent 
veil of years ? 

Note .— Lovgiikigc Tarn, alluded to In the 
foreRoiiig Epistle, resembles, though much 
smaller in Lonipass, .he Lake Nemi, or Speculum 
Diana as it is often called, apt only m Its clear 
waters and circular form, and the beaut" jni- 
iLiedialely surrnundiiig it, but also alHximg over- 
lonkcd by the eminence of Langdale Hkes as 
Lake Ncnii is by that of Monte Calvo. Since 
this Epistle as wT'tlcn Loiighrigg Tap l..is >./5t 
much uf its>U‘auty nv the felling of many natnral 
rliimps of V ond, relics of the old forest, pariicii- 
larlv upon the fiu'm c.t11ed "The Oaks," from 
the abundance of that t -ee which grew there. 

^ j It is fo be regretted, upon public groitn'us, that 
Jir George Dcauraont did not carry into effect 
his'inteiilion of uiiistructing lierc a SumKier Re¬ 
treat in the style 1 havii described ; as his taste 
would have set an example how birJdiiigs, with 
all the aecomtnodations modem socie.v' re¬ 
quires, might be introduced even into the most 
“eluded parts of tliis couiitrs* without injuring 
their natu’^ character.' ITm design was not 
ab.indoned Inm failure of incLnaf'in on his jf^t, 
but in eniisequence of local mitowardiiesseswhicli 
need not be particularised. 

e 

II 

GOLD AND SILVKR FISHES IN A 
VASE 

The soaring lark is blest as proud 
When at heaven’s gate she sings ; 

The roving bee proclaims aloud 
Her flight by vocal wings ; 

Whi c Ye, in lasting durance pent. 

Your silent lives employ 
For something more than dull content. 
Though haijly less than joy. 


Sugn did the Almighty Giver of all rest 

iTake those dear young Ones to a fearjess 
nest; 

And in Death’s arms has long reposed the 
Friend 

For whom this simple Register was 
penned. 

Thanks to the moth,that spared it for 
our eyes ; 

And Strangers even the slighted Scroll 
may prize, 

Moved by the touch of kindred sympll-. 
thies. 

For—save, the calm, repentance sheds 
o’er strife 

Raised by remembrances of misused life. 

The light from past endeavours purely 
willed 

And by Heaven's favour happily fulfilled; 

Save hope that we, yet bound to Earth, 
may share 


Yet might your glassy prison seem 
A place where joy is known. 

Where golden flash and silver gleam ^ 
Have meanings of their own ; 

While, high and low, and all about. 
Your motions, glittering Elves 1 
Ye weave—no danger from without. 
And peace among yourselves. 

Type of a sunny human breast 
Is your transparent cell; 

Where Fear is but a transient guest, 
sullen Hurppurs dwell; 

W^cre, sensitive of ray 

That smites this tiny sea. 

Your scaly panoplies repay 
The loan with usury. 

How beautiful!—Yet none knows why 
This ever-graceful change. 

Renewed—renewed incessantly— 

. Within your quiet range. 
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Is'it that ye with conscious skill 
For mutual pleasure glide ; 

And som^imes, not without your will, 
Are dwarfed, or magnified ? 

Fays, Geuii of gigantic size ! 

And now, jn\yilight dim, 

Clii-tering like cniistcllatcd eyes, 

In wings of Clierdibiiu, ^ 

When the fierce orbs abate their glare; - 
JlVh itc’cr ^our forms cxnrcss, ■* 

Whate'er ye seem, whate'er ye are-*- * 
All leads to gentleness. 


•Cokl^hciugh your nature 'tis pure ; 

Vour birthright is/a fc'.iiA 
From all that haugliticr kiills oudur^ 
Through tyrauuy of st use- 
AliW not alone b>* colours briglit 
o Are Ye to'heaven allii'd, 

like essential Forms ot lights 
Ye mingle, or divide. 

F( r day-dreams soft as e’ei" begnile-.l 
Day-tlunights while liuilis re|)o...e , 

For moonlight J*a.soiiiations mild. I 
a Your mfl*/**"*;Shutters eii't.e - 
Accept, iiiiite ‘Vaptive-s V* thanks and 
.•praise : 

And may this tcihuCt' prove 
That ge<«lle adiiurations raisK 
Delight resembling love. 

rS2j. 


.1^ 


III 

LIBKRTY 


t'.IiyL'fc.L TO THE above) 


[aduri. ssi o rc) K pRii.Mi; Tiir oolo and 
sievi'R havin'i'. ri.i.n ri-.moveu td 

A POOL IN Till. PLLASUKL - GKOV.NL> OF 

RYUAI. Mou.vrJ 


*• The liberty of a people coiisis.(‘; iii being gov¬ 
erned by laws which they have made for tlioni- 
selves, under wli.itevtUk form it l»' of goveni- 
inent. The liborty of a private min, in being 
master of hfs own time and .ictnins, as far j'i 
may ixmsist with the laws of (jod and of hi., 
country, this latter we are here to dis¬ 
course.”— CowLE V. 


Those breathing Tokens ui your kind 
regard. 

(Suspect not, Anna, that their fate is 
tiard ; 

Not soon does aught to which mild faqp. 

cies cling • 

In lonely spots, be<wne a slighted t{^in^:j| 
Those silent Inifsatesnowno longer share, 
Nor do tfiey need, our huspita^^le care, 
Rdnoved in kindness from their glassy 
Cell 


To the fresh wafers of a living Well— 
elfin pool so sheltered that its rest 
No winds disturb : the mirror of whose 
breast 


Is smooth as clear, save where with 
j dimples small 

A fly in^y settle, or a blossom fall. 

r Thetjt swims, of blazing suii and beat¬ 
ing shower 

;,Fuarlesl (but how’ obscured !) the goldeu 
i Power, * 

That frim his bauble prison used to cast 
fVlvatusJby the richest jewel uusurpast ; 
Aud n-lar him, darkling like a sullen 
(x/oine. 

The s^A’er Tenant of the crystal dome ; 
Dissevered both fr.nn all the mysteries 
Of hue aud altering shape that charmed 
all eyes. 

Al.-is ' they pined, they languished while 
"they shone ; 

Aud. if not so, what matters beauty gone 
And ndiiiJratioii 1 ist. by change of place 
That brings to tht* inward creature no 
disgrace ? 

But if the cliarig.- restore his birthright, 
then, 

Whate'er the difference, boundless is the 
gam. 

Y’lio can divine what jiiipuises from God 
Keaeh the caged lark, within a tow'n- 
abv.'de, 1 sod ? 

From his poor inch or two of daisied 
O yield him back liis privilege !—No sea 
SwvlU like the ho.soin of a in in set free ; 
•A wilderness i.s ricli with liberty. 

Roll oil, ye spouting whale..., w'bo die or 
keep 

Your iiidepeudeuce in tlie fathomless 
Di'c'ji I 

.Spread, tiny nautilus, the living sail ; 
Dive, at thy choice, or brave the. freshen¬ 
ing gale ! 

If unreproved the ambitious eagle mount 
Sunward to seek the daylight in its fount. 
Bays, gulfs, and ocean's Indian width, 
shall he. 

Till the world perishes, a field for thee ! 

• 

While musing here I sit in shadow cool. 
And watch these mute Companions, in 
the pool, 

(Among reflected boughs of leafy trees) 
By glimpses caught—disporting at their 
ease, • 

fiulivened, braced, bi' hardy iu.Yurics, 

I ask what warrant fixed them (like a 
spell 

> Uf w'itchcraft fixed them) in the crystal 
cell ; 

To wheel with languid motion round and 
round. 

Beautiful, yet in mournful durance bound. 
Their peace, perhaps, our lightest foot¬ 
fall marred; 

On their quick sense our sweetest music 
jarred; 


W.P. 


£ E 
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And whither could they dart, if seized 1 
with icat ? ' \ 

No sheltering stout', iio tangled root was 
near. 

When fire or taper ceased to c|f,jer thfr, 
room, j 

They wore away the night iiihstarlesj 
gloom ; i 

And. when the sun first dawned ijf>oa the 
streams, 

Ilow faint their portion of h < vital 
beams ! 

Thus, and unable to cr>inplaia, they fared. 
While not one joy of ours bv them was 
shared. 

Is there a cherislied bird (T venture! now 
To snatch a sprig from Chaucer's rev¬ 
erend brow)— 

Is there a brilliant fondling of the cage. 
Though sure of plaudits on his cosily 
stage. 

Though fed with dainties from the snow- 
white hand 

Of a kind mistress, fairest of tlic land, 
But gladly would csca]>e ; and, if need 
were. 

Scatter the colours from the plumes that 
bear 

The emancipated captive lbv<'ugb blit be 
air 

Into strange woods, where he at large 
may live 

On best or worst wliich they and Nature 
give ? 

The beetle loves his imiiretending tr.iek, 
The snail the lumse he carries on Ins back: 
The far-fetched worm Vkilh pleasure 
would disown 

The bed we give him, though id softest 
down : 

A noble instinct ; in all kinds iJie same. 
All ranks What Sovereign, worthy of 
the name, 

If doomed in breathe against Ins lawful 
will 

An element that flatters him—to kill, 
But would rejoice to barter outwai'd 
show 

For the least boon that freedom can 
bestow ? 

But most the Bard is true to inborn 
right, 

Lark of the dawn, iuid Phildmel ot night. 
Exults in freedom, can with rapture' 
vouch 

For the dear blessings of a lowly couch, 
A natural meal—clays, months, from 
Nature's hand i 

Time, place, and business, all at his com¬ 
mand !--- ; 

Who bends to happier duties, who more i 
wise I 


Than the industrious Poet, taught to 
prize. 

Above all grandeur, a pure life uncrossed 
Ry cares in which simplicity is lost ? 
That life—the flowerv parth that winds 
by stealth— 

Which Horace needeu for his spirit’s 
health ; t 

.‘Sighed for.-vn hearband genius, overcome 
'By noise and strife, and qwstunis wxari- 
some, ^ 

And the vain splendours of imperial 
Rome ?— 

Let easy mi^th his social "hours insiwro?- 
And fiction eiiiuiiaie his sportive tyre. 
Attuned tep*verse that, crowning light 
Ibslress 

With garlands, cheats tfer into happln-'ss ; 
(i'.'c me .lie humblest note of those sad 
‘atrains 

Drawn birth by pressure of his gilded 
chains. 

.\s a rliaiice-suiibeani from his inemorv 
fell 

Itp'nii the S^abine farm he ItA'cd so well; 
Oi when the prattle of BJandii'-rtu’s spring 
Haunted bis ear—be only listening— 

Ho proud to plo.'ise. above all rivals, fit 
To win thr palm ot g.iictv and wit : 

He, doubt not, with luvoluntaiv dritad. 
Shrinking from each new favour to be 
shed, ^ 

By the world’s Ruler, on his honoured 
head ! * 

In a deep vision's intollcctual scene. 
Surh earnest longings and regrets as keen 
Depressed the melancholy^ Cowley, laid 
Under a fancied yew-truc’s luckless shade; 
.A dob'ful bower for penitential song. 
Where Man and Muse complained of 
mutual wrong ; 

While Cam’s ideal‘-■jurrciit glided by. 
And aiitirine towers nodded their fore¬ 
heads high. 

Citadels de.ar to studious privacy. 

But l'\)rtuiic, who had long been used to 
sport 

With this tried Servant of a thankless 
Court, 

Relenting met his wishes ; and to you 
'file remnant of his days at least was true; 
■You, whom, though long deserted, fie 
, ' loved best; 

You, Muses, books? 'fields, Jibexty, and 
rest ! ' ■ 

Far fiappicr they who, fixing hope'and 
aim 

On the humanities of peaceful fame, 
Enter betimes with more than martial 'rxe 
The ge-iicrous course, aspire, and still 
aspire; 
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Upheld by wnminRS heeded not too late 
Stifte the Cfjntradictlons of their fate, 

And to purpose cleave, their Biung’s 
godlike ryute 


Thus 

brt 


. giftedI^iend, but with the placid ^ 
:>w 

That woman ne'er ^hniild forfeit, keep 
thv vow ; \ • 

With modest scorn rejc'ct whate’er would 
«• blind • 

The ethereal eyesight, cramp the wiifgtid 
mind ! , 

♦Thi-m with a fllessiiig ^ant^d from above ' 
To every act. word, tfiouglrl. and look <if, 
love, * j 

Life’s book for Thee mav lie iiiiclnsed'till' 

• • ago • 

Shall with a thankful tear k'drop ■ 

• latest page.' • 

1820, 

' IV 

PritiK ROBIN -' , 

»Now whe^ tlio [i^pnirosc mak^s a splendid . 

show, •* 

An<f bill's face the March-winos m tull' 
blow, • * ^ 

And huifibler growths as moved with one 
dcxire 

I'ut on. to welcome spring, their l>est i 
^ attire. 

Poop Robin is yet flowcrless ; but how g.iy j 
With his red stalks upon this sunny day ! ' 
And, as his tufts of leaves he spreads, coii- i 
tent ; 

With a hard lied and scanty iiourisliinent, ■ 
Mixedjvith'lhe green, some shine not: 

lacking power ! 

To rival sumnuT's brightest scarlet, 
flower ; 

1 Tliere is now^ alas! no possibilitv of llie 
^ anticipation, with which thi above Eoistle ven- 
cludes, being realised : nor were the verses ever 
seen by the iiidividuiil for whom they were in- _ 
tended. She arcompatiied her husband, the | 
.ilRev. Wm. Fletcher, to India, and died of cholera, | 
at the age^ thirty-two or thirty-three ye^irs, 011 J 
her way froui Snalapore to Bombay, deeply 1 
lamented by all who knew her. j 

Her enthusiasm was ardent, her piety stead- | 
fast; and hw great talents would have enabled j 
her to be eminently useful in the difficult patA j 
of life to which she had been called. 'Ui^bi 
opinion she entertainedof her own perfonpanc^t,* 
Mven to the woi4d under her ni.iideu name, , 
Jewsbiiry, *was modest and hum|^, and, in- | 
•deed, far below^ their merits ; as is oTteii the case ' 
with those who are maldng trial of their powers, , 
iWth .*i,hD|ie to discover what they are liest fitted 
for. In one qualtiy, vis., quickness in the ; 
mstions of her niind, she had, within the range ; 
of the AnthorS acquaintance, no equal. 1 

3 The small wild Ueranium known by that j 


And flowers they well might seem, to 
J passers-by 

jf looi^d at only with a careless eye ; 
^](iwci||---ur a richer produce (did it suit 
The se»un) sprinklings of ripe strawberry 


« But l-hile a ihonsancl pleasures come 

UIBOUght, 

Why MX upon his wealth or want a 
thrnight ? 

Is thi^tring touched in prelude to a lay 
Of pretty fancies that would round hirii 
I day 

When all the world acknowledged elfin 
swav ? 

Or does it suit our humour to coinirioiid 
Poor Robin as <1 sure and crafty tnVnd, 
Whosf- pr.iclici' teaches, s]iile of numes 
In show* 

Bright colours wlu'ther they deceive or 


no 


free 


name. 


Nav, wc would simpiv praise the 
grii id-will 

With which, though slighted, he. on 
naked hill 

Or in warm valh-v, seeks his part to fill; 
C'hcerful alike if bare i^f flowers as now. 
Or when In', liny gems shall deck his 
brow : 

Yet inore, we wish that men by men. 
despi'.i'd, 

And such as lift their foreheads oycr- 
pn/ed, 

.Sliould soiiietiiiies think, where'er they 
ch.iiice to spy 

This child of N.iiurc’s own humility. 
What ri'coinpeiisi- is kept in store or left 
For all that seem neglected or bereft: 
Withwhat nice care equivalents are given, 
How just, how buuntifiil, the hand of 
Heaven. 

Matchf 1840. 

V 

• THE GLEANER 

(SlIGUF.SlFn »V A riCTimE) 

That happv gleam of vernal e>’es. 

Those locks from summer’s golden skies. 
That o’er thy brow are shed ; 

That chce.k—akindling of the morn. 
That .lip—a rosF-bud frrim the thorn, 

T saw ; ainl Fancy sped 
To scenes Arcadian, whispering, through 
soft air. 

Of bliss that grows without a care. 

And happiness that never flies— 

(How cjm it where love never dies ?) 
Whispering of promise, where no blight 
Can reach the innocent delight; 

Where lity, to the mind conveyed 
In pleasure, is the darkest shade 
That Time, unwrinkled grandsite, iUcigs 
From his smoothly gliding wings. 
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What mortal form, what earthly face- 
inspired the pencil, line? to trace. 

And miti(;le colours, that should bre«l 
Such rapture, nor want power t< feed | 
For had thy charge been idle flc»6'crs. 
Fair Damsel! o'er, my captive ' iiiiid, ' 
To truth and sobcf reason blinds 
’Mid that soft air, those long-lost wvorf. 
The sweet illusion might have hixng, for 
hours. 

Thanks to this tell-tale sheaf <. corn. 
That touchingly bespeaks thee lu.rn 
Life’s daily tasks with them to sli.an' 
Who, whether from their lowly betl 
They rise, or rest the wearv head. 
Ponder the blessing tln-y entreat 
From Heaven, and /rrf what they rejM-at. 
While the}' give utterance to the p^a^’er 
That asks for dailv bread. 

I«28. 

VI 

TO A REDBRK.^ST (IN SICKNESS) 

Stay, little cheerful Robin ! stay. 

And at my casement sing. 

Through it should ]>rove a farewell lay 
And tills our parting spring. 

Though I. alas ! may ne’er enjoy 
The promise in thy song ; 

A charm, that thought ran not destroy. 
Doth to thy strain belong. 

Methinks that iii mv dying hour 
Thy song would still be dear. 

And with a more than earthly ]>ower 
My passing Spirit cheer. 


Float with its crest of trees adorned 

On which the warbling birds their pas¬ 
time take. 

Food, shelter, safety, there they find; 

There berries ripen, 'floVerets bloom; 

There insects live- theift’ives, and die ; 

A peopled world it is ; In size a tiny room. 

.\nd thus through many seasons' space 

This little Island may survive : 

But. Nature, though we mark not. 

Will take aw’ay, may cease to give. 

Perchance when you arc Wi.ndering foj-th 

Upon some ’'acaht sunny day, ' 

Without an “bjcct, liopc’, or fear, 

I Thither your eyes may turn—the Isle is 
' passed aivay ; 

IK'.cied b(?iieath the glittering Lake. 

' Its jAace no longer to be found : 

V’et the lost fragments shall remain 

To fertilize some other ground. 

D. W. 

VHP' 

I o ' d 

“ Lntc, late ya^trecn I siw the new moone 
Wi’ the Jiuld inoone iii his arme.” 

Ballad of Patri'Ca Sp-.nce, Peicy's Rehques. 

Oncf 1 could hai! (howe’er serene the sky) 

' The Moon re-entering her monthly round, 

I No faculty yet given me to espv 
' Tlie duskv Shape within her arms im-' 
j bound, 

That thin memento of effulgence lost 
! Which some have named her Predeces¬ 
sor's ghost. 


Then, little Bird, this boon confer. 
Come, and my requiem sing. 

Nor fail to bo the harbinger 
Of everlasting Spring. 

S. H. 
VII 

FLOATING ISLAND 


V'oiing, like the Crescent that a]^ve me. 
shone, 

Nought 1 perceived w'ithin it dull or dim ; 
All that appeared w'as suitable to One 
Whose fancy had^^ thousand fields to 
skim ; 

To expectations spreading with wild 
grow'th, 


These lines are by the Author c»f the Address to 
the Wind, etc., published heretofoic along with 
my Poems. Tlic above to a Redbreast .ire by 
a deceased female Relative. 

Harmonious Powers with Nature work 
On sky, earth, river, lake and sea ; 
Sunshine and cloud, whirlwind and 
* breeze. 

All in one duteous task agree. 

Once did I see a slip of earth 
(By throbbing waves long undermined) 
Loosed from its hold ; how, no one knew, 
But all might see it float, obedient to the 
wind ; 

Might see it, from the mossy shore 
Dissevered, float upon the Lake, 


And hope that kept with me her plighted 
troth. 


I saw (ambition quickening at^he view) 
A silver boat launched on a boundless 
flood ; 

A pearly crest, like Dian’s when it threw 
7ts brightest splendour round a leafy 
« wood ; 

But riot a hint from li'dd^-groand, no sign 
Fit for the glimmering orow of Proser- 
pine.’’ 


Or was it Dian’s self that seemed to move 
■ Before me ?—nothing blemished the fair 
sight; 

On her I looked whom jocund Fairies 
love, 
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Cynthia, who puts the little stars to flight. 

And by that thinniiig ma^niiies the ^reat. 

For exaltation of her sovereif^n state. 

And when 1 leaned to mark the spectral 
Shape \ 

As ‘each new,' obeyed the call of i frv 

If gloom fell on me, ^ift was my escape : 

Such happy privile^ hath life’s gav 
• Prime, ' 

To see or not to see, as beSt may pltwse 
A buoyant Spirit, and a heart e*' ease. 


Thee kindred aspirations moved 
Tt» build, within a vale beloved. 
Him upon whose high behests 
i^l peafe depends, all safi'ty rests. 


in 


dly will the iwoods embrace 

S is dalghter of thv pious care, 
Etiiigffu'r front with modest grace 
To uiall’ a fair reeess more fair ; 

And t(j[exaU the passing Jioiir ; 

Or so(#ie it with .1 healing power 
Draw'll fr >111 the Sacrifice fulfilled, 

tJow'*, dazzling Stranger V when thou ' Pefore this nigged soil was Idled, 
meei st iny glaijcf*, ^ 1 fh' huiiKin habitalioii I'fise 

Thy dark Associate ever I t'^scern ; [ I" iuternijit the deep repose ! 

F.niblem of thouglits too eager to advaiVe I 

Whil^I salute in* joys, thoughts sad nr I ,, .,1, • ■ , 

stern ■ * • ^ | Well inav the. villagers rejoice ! 

Shaiifes of past bliss, or phantoms that. • nor ct.ld, nor weary ways, 

to gain ! ® hindrance to the voice 

"’'heir fiM of promised lustre, wa't m vain. ! w'ould umt<' in prayer and praise : 

^ I More duly shall wild wandering \outh 

So changes mrjftal Life with fleeting ■ Receive the curb of sacred truth. 

>cars;^ I I Shall tottering .Age, bent earthward, hear 

A mournful c^ai^e, should i<easoii fail to j Th" Promise, with uy>lifled ear ; 

I AnH •'all da'll? IK'-#!?/'#fla#* f*?l 

TheAimely insight that can leiiiper fears. 

And from vicissitude 'Remove its sting ; 

1- __.I- - . •a... j l_ _ A 


While Haith 
clomniii 
Where joys are perfect 
vranv. 


aspires to seats in that 


-neither w’a.\ nur 
1S26. 


And all shall welcome the new ray 
Imparted to their sabbath-day. 


IX 

TO TI^E LADY 


FLEMING 

ON8EEl!t6 THE FOUNDATION PREPARING FOR THE 


ERECTION OF RYUAl. CHAPEL, Wl.STMORI'LAN» 

1 

Blest is this Isle—q^r native Land ; 

>Vhcre battlemont and moated gate 
, Are obje-cts only for the hand 
Of hoary Time to decorate : 

Where shady hamlet, town that breathes 
Its busy smoke in social wi'eaths. 

‘Ko rampart’s stern defence require. 

Nought but the heaven-directed syiire. 

And stp.ei 51 e tower (with pealing bells 
Far-heard)—our only citadels. 

II ’ • 

~ _ j , . 1-1 1- A soul so pitiably forlorn, 

® u flf such do on this earth abide. 

Of chieftaiffs spaung, who stoutly bore season apathy with scorn. 

The spear, yet gave to worksrflivine turn indifference to pride ; 

A bounteous uelp in days of yore, ^nd stdl be not unblest—compared 

rerari^ mouldering m the Dell With him who grovels, self-debarred 

Of Nightshade haply yet may tell; ) From all that lies within the scope 

f Belcangs Gbyll—or the dell of Nightshade— holy faith and Christian hope; 

in which stands St. Mary's Abbey in bow Or, shipwreck d, kindles on the coast 
Furness. False Ares, that others may be lost. 


V 

Nor deem the Poet’s hope misplaced. 
His fanev che.ated—thrit can see 
.A shade upon the future ra.st. 

Of lime’s pathetic sanctity : 

Can hear the monitory clock 
Sound o'er the lake with gentle shock 
At e\'cning, when tlu* ground beneath 
Is ruffled o'er Witli cells of death ; 

Where happy generations lie. 

Here tutored for eternity. 

VI 

Lives there a man whose sole delights 
Are trivial pomp and city noise. 
Hardening a heart that loathes or slights 
What every natural heart enjoys ? 

Who never caught a nooii-tide dream 
From murmur of a niimmg stream ; 
Could strip, for aught the prospect yields 
To him. their verdure from the fields ; 
And take the radianez' from the clouds 
In -which the sfln his setting shrouds. 

VII 
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Jv. 

i e«' 


vm 

Alas ! that such perverted zeal 
Should spread on Britain’s favoi'red • 
ground! 

That public order, private vrealJf 
Should e’er have fielt or feared |i wouii ‘1 
From ■'champions of the despprrte lavvi 
Which from their own biind hc.'ffts tlirv 
draw; 

Who tempt their reason to dcu\ 

God, whom their passirnis d.ire Ci 
And boast that they alone art 
Who reach this dire extremitv ' 

i\ 

But turn wo from these “ bold bad ’’ jiieii. 
The wav, mild Ladv ! that hath led 
Down to their " dark opprobrious den,” 
Is all too rough for Thee to tread. 

Softly as tiiorning vapours glide 
Down Rvdal-cove from I'atrfi«*ld's sMe, 
Should move the tenor of hi.\ song 
Who means tti chanty no wrong : 

Whose oflering gladly would accord 
With this day’s work, m thought and 
word. ■ 

X 

Heaven prosper it' may peace, and love, 
And hope, and consolation, fall. 
Through its meek influence, from above, 
And penetrate the hearts of all ; 

All who, around the hallowed Fane, 
Shall Sojourn in this f.ur domain ; 
Grateful to Thee, while service pure. 
And ancient ordinance, shall endure, 

For oppoftunilv bestowed 

To kneel together, and adore their (iod ! 

1S23. 

X 

ON lUE SAME OCCASION 

Oh I gather whelicesoe’er Jre safely may 
The help Which slaclceniiig Piety requires ; 
Nor deem that he tHirforce must go astray 
Who trMds upon the fnotmarKs of his sires. 

Our churches, invariably perhaps, stand east 
and west, but why is by few persons exactly 
known; nor, that tiie degri^ of deviation fnirn 
dut east often noticeable m the ancient ones 
was determined, in each particular case, by 
the point ill the horizon, at which the sun rose 
upon the day of the saint to whom the church 


Then, to her Patron Saint a previous rite 
Restjimded with deep swell and solemn 
close. 

I Through unremitting vigils of the night, 

< Till fniin his couch the 'fishcd.for Sun 
uprose. ' 

He rose, aiiu straight---a5 by divine cora- 
] in and, 

I They, whci'Iiad wAUe,d for that sign to 
! trace 

; Thfir work’s ifoimdatioii, gaveVith care- 
1 fill hand 

' To the high altar its detecmincil place ; 

. Miiulliil i>f ?.'im wJio in the Orieni b< ni 
Thyre lutup and <iii the cross his life 
I resigned. 

Ami wlio, from out tue regions t.f the 
' morn, 

Issiiiog in pomp, shall come to judge maa- 
' kind. 

j .So taught their creed ;—nor fa.'led .’.w 
I eastern skv, 

I ’M.d these more awful feelings, to infuse 
The sweet ai.d natural hopes that shall 
not die, . 

Long ns the sun his gladsome ct arse 
renews. » 

For us hath such prelusive vigil ceased ; 
Yet still we plant, like men of cider days 
Our Christian altar faithful to the east, v. 
Whence the tall window drinks the morn¬ 
ing rays ; 

That obvious emblem giving to the eye 
Of meek devotion, wJiich erewhile it gave. 
'J’hat sviribol of the day-spring from on 
high. 

Triumphant o'er the darkness of the 
grave. 

1823. 

#ii 

XI 

tup; horn of egRemont castlE- 

Eke the Brothers through the gateway 
Issued forth with old and young. 

To the Horn Sir Eustace point^ 

Which for ages there had hung^ 

Horn it was which none could soutid. 

No one upon living ground. 

Save Hewwhu came as rightful Heir 
' fo Egremont’s Domains and Castle fair. 


was dedicated. These observances of ourc rieirs. from times of earliest JriBbHrd 
^stoR. and the causes of them, are the sub- Had the HouSe of Luclc bitftL 


ject of the following stanzas 

When in the antique age of bow and 
Speal- 

And feudal rapine clothed with iron mail.! 
Came ministers of peace, intent to rear 
The Mother Church in yon sequestered 
■ vale i 


born. 

Who of ixght had held the Lordsh^ 
Claimed by proof upon the Horn : 
Each at the appointed hour 
Tried the Horn,—it owrned his power ; 
He was acknowledged : ami the,blasts 
Which good Sir Eustace sounded, was 
the last. 
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With his laiici' Sir livistace pointed. 

And to lly^iert thus said he, 

*■ “ What I speak this Horn shall witness 
For thy bettci^nemory. 

Hear, then, ancH^eglect me not! 

A* this time, antSmi tliis spot, 

Tlie words are utte^d from my heart. 
As iny last earnest piVver cre#we depart 

Oi^good service we are going 

Life to ’’isk by sea and lanU, '• 

Tn which eoiirse if ('hri-sl oar Savnmr 
*•>0 jrv sinful soul deinaud, 

Hitbfl^ come Ihou b.u* strr:,ghtwaY. 
Hiibvrt, if alive thalvd.iv , 

Relurri. and sound tlie lInrnMli.il we * 
Ma'\^tu.ve a living Mouse still lef* in thee ! 

*■' “ Ft^ir not.”*quicklv answeredfHiibeif#; 

“ As I .iiti lliy Father’s son. • 

• Wli.it thou askest, noble Brother, 

*,h (hull's favour shall be done.” 

So -yen- Ijotli right well content ’ 

' Forth thev froinPthe Castle went, f 
And at the iTead^if their Aji^iv 
To Pales* ifte flic fyrothe.rs L^. ik their way. 

Side*IV side they iougiil (the Lucies 
vVere a l^iie foi v,»iour tained^ 

And whereh'r their slrokes .iLighted, 
'J'here the Sar.icctis were taiiu d. 

J^'henre, tlie-ii, could 11 emne — the 
thought -- 

By what evil spirit brought ? 

Oh ! can a brave Man wish to t.ike 
His Brother’s life, for Lands’ and Castle’s 
sake 

“ Sir !” tJie ft.utlians said to Hubert, 

* l)«?p he lii'.s ill loi’flan flood.” 

Stricken by this ill as&iu'arice. 

Pale and trembling Hubert stood. 
^“Take ycair earuing>>”—Oh ’ tliat I 
Could Imvo M-v/fc my Brother die ! 

^■It was a pang that vexed him then ; 
And oft returned, again, and yet again. 


Likewise he had sons and daughters • 
Aj/d, as good men do, he sate 
I aJc his ^oard by these surrouudodt 
j Flounsliug in fair estate, 
j And wime thus in open day 
1 Once hcisaie, as old ^onks say, 

I 4 blast ,li.'as uttered from the Horn, 
Where I*- the Castle-gate it hung forlorn. 

' 'Tis thdbriMth of good Sir Eustace ! 
fie is (Jinc to claim his right : 

.AncietiK castle, woods, and mountains 
He.ir the challenge with delight, 
j Hubert ! thougli the blast be blown 
j He IS helpless and alone : 
i Thou hast a dungLH.>ii. speak the word ! 
; .And there he may lie lodged, and thou be 
j Lord. 

! Speak !—astounded Hubert cannot; 
And, if power to speak he had. 

All <ire daunted, all the household 
I Smitten to the heart, and sad. 
i ’Tis .Sir liiistace : if it he 
{ Li\ mg man, it must be he ! 

{ Thus Hubert thought in his dismay, 
j .And by <1 postern-gato he slunk away. 

I Long, anil long was he unheard of: 

1 To his Brother then he c.nuc. 

Made confession. asked forgiveness, 

' Asked it bv a br.ither’s name. 

And bv .ill th(‘ saints in heaven; 

And of Knslace w.is forgiven : 

Then m n. convent went to hide 
I ills iiieiariciioly head, and there he died. 

But Sir Eust.acc, whom good angels 
H.id jircserved from murderers’ hands. 
And from J^agaii cliains had rescued. 
Lived with honour on his lands. 

Sons he h.id, saw sons of theirs ; 

And tiiroLigh .iges, heirs of heirs, 

A long posterity renowned. 

Sounded the Horn which they alone could 
• sound. 

1806. 


Months passed on. and 110 Sir Fust.ice ! 
Nor of him were tidings heard. 
Wherefore, bold as day, the Murderer 
Back again to England steered. 

To his Castle Hubert sped; 

Nothing has he now to dread. 

But silent and by stealth he came, j 
And at an hour which nobodv could nun«!.i 
• • * 

None coulfl tell it were night-time. 
Night or day, at even or morsi; 

No one’s eye had seen him enter. 

No ode’s ear had heard the Horn. 

But bold Hubert lives in glee : 

Months and years went smilingly : 

With plenty was his table spread ; 

And bright the Lady is who shares bib¬ 
bed. 


XII 

C.OODY BLAKE AND HARRY GILL 

A IKCI. S10M\ 

Oh ! what’s the iiiaUer ? what’s the 
rn.ittcr ? 

What is’t that ails young Harry Gill ? 
That evermore his t(;cth they chatter, 
’chatter, chatter, chatter still I 
Of waistcoats Harry has no lack, 

Good duffle grey, and flannel fine; 

Ho has a Iilanket on his back. 

And coats enough to smother nin& 

In March, December, and in July, 

’Tis all the same with Harry Gill; 

The ne.gh hours tell, and tell you truly. 
His teeth they chatter, chatter still. 
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night, at morning, and at noon, , 

*Tis all the same with Harry Gill; 
Beneath the sun, beneath the rtsnou, ! 
His teeth they chatter, chatter s ill! 

Young Harry was a lusty drovt^r. 

And who so stout'^of limb as hr ? 

His checks were red as ruddx^ clover ; 
His voice was like the x'oice of ^iree. 

Old Goody Blake was old and i >or ; 

Ill fed she was. and thinly clad; 

And any man who passed her d'/ir 
Might see how poor a hut she had. 

All day she spun in her })oor dwrlling : 
And then her three hour-^’ work at night, 
Alas ! ’twas hardlv worth tlie telln^'. 

It would not pay for candle-light. 
Remote from sheltered village-grei'u. 

On a hill's northern side, she dwelt. 
Where fromsca-bla'.tslhe hawthorns lean, 
And hoary dews are slow to melt. 

By the same lire to boil their pottage. 
Two poor old Dames, as 1 have known. 
Will often live in fme small cottage ; 
But she, poor Woman ! iioused alone. 
’Twas well enough when summer caiiie. 
The long, warm, lightsome .siiminer-day. 
Then at her door the cantv Danic 
Would sit, as any linnet, gay. 

But when the iee our stnsims did fetter. 
Oh then how her old bones would shake ' 
You would have said, if vou had met her, 
’Twas a hard time for Goody Blake. 
Her evenings then were dull and dead 


And once, behind a rick of barley, 

Thus looking out did Harry stand : 

'The morm was full and sbin.ag cleai'ly. 
And crisp w'ith frost the stubble land. 

—He hears a noise—he'*' all awake— 
Again ?—on tip-tuu do m the hill 
He softly creeps—’t^ Goody Blake ; 
She’s at the hedge of Harry Gill! 

Right glad was he when he Ixihcld her: 
Sl-ck aftiT Slick did Goody p'llJl: 

Me stood belimd a bush of elder. 

Till slie had filled her aprpn full. 

When with 'icr Ic ad she turned a>'.-ul. 
The bv-w’aV back again to take ; 

1 H" started -forward, with a shout. 

And s])rang upon poor Goody Blake. 

■*’* 11 

/,.id fieru'ly by the arm he took her, 
.-Viiti by till! arm he held her fast, 

And fiercely by the arm he shook her, 
•And cried. “ I’ve caught you then 
last ! ” 

Then Goody, who had -nothing said, 

Her bundle from her lap lei fail ; 

And, kiieefiii-t on the S‘ick'„ she prayed 
; To God that is the judge of all. ^ 

i 

I She pravef^, her witheie.d hand iijirearing, 

! While Harry held her by the arm— 

; “ (avd I who art never out of hearing, 

' O may he. never more be wrarin ! ” 

' Th'- Cold, cold moon above her head, 
Tlius on her knee-i did Goody pray ; 

! Young flarrv heard what she had said : 


Sad case it w'as, as you inav thrik. 
For verv cold to g > to bed; 

And then for cold not slccj) a wink. 

O joy for her ! whene’er in winter 
Tlic winds at night h id made u rout , 
And scattered many a lusty splinter 
And many a rotten bough ab-ait. 

Yet never had sin-, well or sick. 

As every man who knew her sa''s, , 
A pile beforehand, turf or stick. 

Enough to warm her for three days» 

Now, when the frost xvas past enduring, 
And made her poor old bones to ache. 
Could anything be more alluring 
Than an old hedge to Cwody Blake ? 
And, now' and thdn. it must be said. 


I .And icy cold he turned away. 

1 

He went complaining all the morrow 
That he was cold and very chill: 

His face was gloom, his heart w'as sorrow, 
Alas : that day for Harry Gill ! 

That day he w'ore a riding coat. 

But not. a whit the wanner he : 

Another xvas on l’‘hursd y brought, . ^ 
And ere the Sabbath he had three. ^ 

’Twas all in vain, a useless matter, 

And blankets were about him pinned ; 
Vet still his jaws and teeth they clatter. 
Like a loose casement in the wind. 

And Harry’s fle-sli it fell away; 

And all wh > see him say, ’tis plain, 


When her old bone.s were cold and chill, r/i ^"*^6 as live he may, 

She left her fire, or left her bed, warm agam. 


To seek the hedge of Harry Gill. t 

Now Harry he had long suspected 
This trespass of old Goody Blake ; 

And vowed that she should be detected— 
Thai he oil her would vengeance take. 
And off from his warm fire he’d go. 

And to the fields his road would take ; 
And thcffe, .at night, in frost and snow, 
He watched to seize old Goody Blake. 


No \frord to any miilt Ije utters, 

.A-hed or up, to young or old-; 

But ever'*to himself he mutters, 

“ f-’oor Harry Gill is very' cold.” 

A-bed or up, by night,or day ; 

His teeth they chatter, chatter stiH. 
Now think, yc farmers all, I pray, " 
Of Goody Blake and Harry Gill.' 

1798. 
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xni 

^ PRELUDE 

PREFIXED TO THL VOLUME ENTITLED 

CHtEFLV OF I^RLV AND LATE YEARS” 

In desuUory \alk through orchard 
grounds, 

Or some deep chesti^t grove, oft have I 
paused \ • 

while a Thrush, urged rather than 
restrained • 

By gusts of venial storm, attuned nis 
song 

“'o'^tas own genial ii^stinc^s ; and was 
heard 

(Though not without some plc^ntiv e torses 
between) ^ 

ToUfTor, abo\e showers of blossom swept 

' From tossing boughs, the profliise of-**i 
xalm, • 


Has virtue in it, why should hope to ^ 
Recanting that sometimes, where fan- 
/ cied ills / 

POEMS 1 Hm-asg Sje mind and strip from the 
bowWrs 

Of privajl.' life their natural pleasantness, 
Voietjj—devoted tif the love whose 
seccl 

Are sovm in every human breast, to 
be:*tv 

Ixidged^uthin compass of the humblest 

To cheerful intercourse with w'ood and 
field, 

And sympathy with man's substantial 
griefs — 

Will not be heard in vain ? And in those 
davs 

I When urilorescen distress spreads far and 
! Wide 


Which ihe unsheltered traveller might! Among a People niouriifiiHv cast down, 
Vi?- . I Or into auger roused bv venal w’ords 

With thunkiiil spirit. The descant, and | Jn reckle.,sness dung out to overturn 
the wind • I I The judgment, and divert the general 

That seeinefl, to %>Liy with! heart 

sofirrlt • • A 


From mutual good—some strain of thine, 
m\ Book ! 

('aught at propitious intervals, may w'in 


Encouraged and endeareef^the strain of | 

words . • ^ I ,, aiigjii at propitious intervals, may i 

That hii^ly flowed from me^bv tits of. Listeners who not uiiwillmgly admit 
silence ; Kindlv emotion tending to console 

Impelled to livelier pace. But now. my ; And reconcile ; and both with voung and 
^ Book1 „iti 

Charged with those lays, and others of | Rxalt the sense of thoughtful gratitude 
like mood, j For benefits that still survive, bv faith 

Or loftier jiitch if higher rose the theme, j Jq progress, under laws diviuc, maia> 
Go, single—yet aspiring to be, jfiined | tamed. 

With thv Forenmners that through many j Ryoal Moun r, 


Earth 

Since the primeval doom. 9uch is the 
grace 

Which, though ainsued for, fails not to 
descend 

With heavenly inspiration ; such the aim 

That Reason dictate ; and, as even the 
wish 


a year • 

Have iaitlifully jirepared each other's 
way— 

Go forth upon a missinii best fulfilled 

When and wherever, in this changeful 
world, “ 

Power hath bteu given to please for 
higher cuds 

Than pleasure only ; gladdening to pre¬ 
pare 

For wholesome sadness, troubling to re¬ 
fine. 

Calming to ra«se ; and, by a sapient Art 

Diffused through all the mysteries of our 
Being, 

Softening the toils and pains that hav^ 
not ceased • tl 

To cast their ^fldows on our mothe^ Lon™ ale':“nov.°5.'"!?3 


March 2(», iy42. 

XIV 

TO A CHILD 

WRITTEN l.N HER ALBUM 

Small service is true service while it 
* lasts : 

Of humblest Friends, bright Creature! 
scorn not one : 

The Daisy, by the shadow that it casts. 
Protects the hng^riug dewdrop from the 
Sun. 

“• 1834. 

LINES 


Lady ! a Pen (perhaps with thy regard, 
. 4 mong ..he Favoured, favoured not the 
least) 

Left, 'mid the Records of this Book in* 
scribed, 

Delibe,^a;e traces, registers of thought 
And feelmg. suited to the place and time 
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TfiAt gave them birth ;—months passed, 
^nd still this hand, 

That had not been too timid tu irnpd.nt 
Words 'which the virtues of th^iLord in¬ 
spired, / 

Was yet not bold enough to \vril' of Thee. 
And why that scrupulous rc.sJ ve ? In 
sootli L 

The blameless cause lay in tlr- Theme 
itself. ] 

Flowers arc there many that dijight to 
strive ^ 

With the shari> wind, and seem to court 
the shower, 

Yet are by nature careless c)f the sun 
Whether he shine on lluMii oi not; and 
some. 

Where’er he moves along the imcloiidod 
sky. 

Turn a broad front full on his flattering 
beams : 

Other-* do rather from their notice shrink. 
Loving the dewy shade, —a humble li.uid. 
Modest and sweet, a progeny of earth, 
Congenial with thy mind and character. 
High-born August,i ! 

Witness Towers, and ('.roves ! 
And Thou, wild Stream, that giv'st the 
honoured name 

Of Lowther to this ancicni Line, bear 

From thy most secret haunts ; and yi* 
Parterres, 

Which She is phrased and ju'oiid to call 
her own. 

Witness how oft upon iny iiolile Friend 
3fu/f offerings, tribute from an inward 
sense 

Of admiration and respectful love. 

Have ■waited—till the affections could no 
more 

Endure that silence, and broke out in 


O’er features looked at by discerning 
eyes. 

Hides half their beauty from'tlie coinmoti 
gaze; 

And thus, even on thec''poscdandbree?:y 
hiU //■ 

Of lofty statiim, fij'^iale goodness walks. 
When side by sidt'Hvith lunar gentleness. 
As ill a cloister. ‘ Vet the grateful Poor 
(Such the iinmuuities of low ^tate, • 
I*l-im Nature’s enviable privilege. 

Her sacjod r-'compenco for many wants) 
Open their hearts befor(^Thce, ppyrinj 
out *' 

All that they thiuk'and feel, with tears of 
' 3'>v' ; ^ 

And benedictions not unheard in hc''j,^’'en : 
Aud trivjid ill the ear of friend, where.. 

’ , B])eecli is free « 

To follow truth, is eloquent as they. 

Then let the Book receive in tfiese 
]n'ompt lines q 

/V just memorial; aiid/,hiiitf eyes consent 
T*j read that,they. whaiUia' k .^liy course, 
belli lid ^ ^ 

A life declining with the golden light 
Of siimtne.r, in lh<‘ season of sere leaves j 
See cheerUiluess undamped b^i stealing 
Time : 

See studied kindness flow with ca^v 
stream. 

Illustrated with inborn courtesy; 

And an h.diitiial disregard of self 
BuJauced bj- vigilance for others’ weal. 

And shall the Verse not tell of lighter 
gifts 

With these ennobling attributes con¬ 
joined 

.\nd blended, m peculiar harmony, 

Bv Youth’s surviving spirit ? What 


song, 

Snatches of music taken up and drojit, 
Like those sclf-solacing, those under 
notes 

Trilled by the redbreast, when autiimnul 
leaves 

Are thin upon the bnugh. Mine, only 
mine, ,,. 

The pleasure wa~,. and no one heard the 
praise, I 

Checked, in the raoincnt of its issue, J 
checked J 

And feprehended, bv a fancied blush 
Erom the pure qualities that called it 
forth. 

Tims Virtue lives debarred from Vir¬ 
tue's meed ; 

Thus, Lady, is rctiredness a veil 
That, while it only spreads a softening 
charm 


I agile grace ! < 

I A nymph-like liberty, in nymph-likCiy 
I form. 

Beheld -w'ith wonder ; whether floor or 
• path 

Thou tread ; or sweep—borne on the, 
managed steed— 

I‘'leet as the shadows, over down or field, 

Driven by strong winds at play among 
the clouds. 

> 

* Yet one word more—one farewcU word 
—a wish ^ ^ 

Which cqme, but it has passed into a 
prayer— 

That, as thy sun in brightness Is declin¬ 
ing, 

So—at an hour yet distant for th'if' 
sakes 

Whose tender love^Jiere faltering on the 
I way 
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Kiujiimr unto fc*w 1 )ut prized as far as i He r < ariipst tone, arid Imik beaming with 
1 known, • « •; faith. 

A sii^Ie Act endears to high and loi» Dispel tlie Father's d<Mibts • nor do thev 
Through the whole land--to Maiihond, , lack 

, mov«d in spite ! The iiohle-minded Mother's helping hand 

Of the world's freezing cares—to gener- . 7'o launch the L)oat . and with her bless- 
ons Youth—-» I ; iug cheered. 

To Infancy, •that* lisps her praise -to And inwardly sustained by silent prayer, 
• Age « • • * ■ Together Ihev put forth. Father and 

Whos^ eve reflects it, glistming through Cliild ! 

a tear Fach grasps an o-ar, and struggling on 

Of trennilons adniiration. S'iich true ihov go— 

fame* Rivals in effort : and, alike intent 

Awaits her hut, verily, good deeds Here to elude and there surmount, they 

r^‘ no imperishable record find watch 

Sjavc in the rolls of heaven, where hers The billows lengthening, mutuallv 
may live crossed 

A theme lor .angels, when they celebrate And shattered, and re-gatliering their 
The high-soiiled virtues which forgetful | might; 

earth 1 As if the tumult, bv the Almighty’s will. 

Has witness’iT Oh ! that winds and i Were, in the conscious sea, roused and 
waves could speak prolonged 

Of things which their united power called That woman's fortitude—so tried, so 
forth I proved— 

From the piu-p depths of her humanitv ! 1 May brighten more, and more 1 
A Maiden gentle, yet,«t dutv’s call, 

__J ___At_¥ _ 


Firm and uiiflinohing, as the Lighthouse 
,• reared 

On the Island-rock, her lonely dwelling- 
place ; 

, Or like the invincible Rock itself that 
braves, 

Age after age. the hostile elements. 

As when it guarded holy Cuthbert’s cell. 

All night the storm had raged, nor 
ceased, nor paused, J 

When, as d^ broke»*the Maid, through 
misty gir, * 

Espies far off a Wreck, amid tl>e surf, 
Beating on one of those disastrous isles— 
Half 01 a Vessel, Imlf—^no more ; the rest 
Had vaitished, swallowed up witli all 
# that there 

Had for the oolnmon safety striven in 
vain. 


True to the mark. 
They stem the current of that perilous 
gorge. 

Their arms still strengthening with the 
strengthening heart. 

Though danger, as the Wreck is near’d, 
bernmes 

More imminent^ .Not unseen do they 
approach ; 

And rapture, with varieties of fear 
isilnccssantlv conflicting, thrills the frames 
Of those who, in that dauntless energy. 
Foretaste deliverance ; but the least per 
turbed 

Can scarcely trust his eyes, when he per 
ceives 

That of the, pair*—tossed on the waves to 
bring 

Hope to the hopeless, to the dying, life—^ 
One is a Woman, a poor earthly sister. 
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Oi be the Visitant other than she seems, 

A guardian Spirit sent from pitying 
Heaven, 

In wothan's ^ape. But why prolong the 
tale, 1 

Casting weak words amid al host of 
thoughts c. 

Armed to repel them ? Eveif'v hazard 
faced I 

And difficulty mastered, with ';esoI\’e 

That no one breathing should i ' left to 
perish, 

This last remainder of the crew are all 

Placed in the little boat, then o'er the 
deep 

Are safely borne, landed upon the; beach. 

And, in fulfilment of (lod's mercy, lodged 

Within the, sheltering I.ighthouse.— 
Shout, ye waves ! 

Send forth a song of triumph. Waves 
and Winds, 

Kxult in this deliverance wrought 
through faith 

In Him whose Providence your rage hath 
served ! 

Ye screaming Sea-mews, iii the tonce'i 
join ! 

And would that some, immortal Voice— 
a Voice 


Fitly attuned to all that gratitude 
Breathes out from floor or couch, through 
pallid lips 

Of the survivors—to the clouds might 
bear— 

Blended with praise of that parental love. 
Beneath whose watchful eye the Maiden 
grew 

Pious and pure, modest and yet so brave, 
Though young so wise, though meek so 
rcsohite— 

Might carry to thf clouds and to the stars. 
Yes, to celestial Choirs, Gracf Darling’s 
name 1 
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XVII 

THE RUSSIAN FUGITIVE 


By stealth she passed, and fled as fast 
As doth the hunted fawn. 

Nor stopped, till in the dagpling east 
Appeared unwelcome dawn. 

Seven days she lurked il brake and field. 
Seven, nights her co^irse renewed. 
Sustained by what ]^r scrip might yield. 
Or berrifs of tfe* wood ; 

At length', in da'^ness travelling on, 
When lowly doors were shpt, ^ 

T?,'e haven of her hope she w^. 

Her Foster mother’s hut. 

“ To put your love to dangerous • 

I come,’’ said slie, “ from far ; 

For I have„lcft my Father's roof. 

In terror of the Czar.” 

No answer did the Miltroii give, w - 
*;'No sosond look she cast, » 

Bu'" hung upon the Fugitive. • 
Embracing and embraced. 

•She led the Lady to a seat ' 

Beside the glimmering fire. 

Lathed duteously her' wayworn feet, 
Prevcnt2c’< cadi desVre 
The cricket chiri>ed'I the*'house-dog 
dozed. 

And on that s.'mpL* bed. 

Where sHc in childhood had reposed, 
Now rests her weary head. 

When she, whose couch had been the sq^ 
Whfise curtain, pine or thorn. 

Had breathed a sigh of thanks to God, 
Who comforts tlie forlorn ; 

While over her the Matron bent 
Slocj) sealed her eyes, and stole 
Feeling from limbs with gravel spent, 
And trouble from the soul. 

Refreshed, the Wanderer rose at morn. 
And soon again was dight 
In those unworthy vestments worn 
Through long arid p^*rilous flight; 

And “ O beloved Nurse," she said, ^ 
“My thanks with silent tears ' 

Have unto Heaven and Yon been paid: 
Now listen to my fears ! 


PART 1 

EnoxjCtH of rose-bud lips, and eyes 
Like harebeljis battusu in dew. 

Of cheek that with carnation vies. 

And veins of violet hue : t 

Earth wants not beauty that may scon'' 
A likening to frail flowers ; * 

Yea, to the stars, if they were born 
For seasons and for hours. 

Through Moscow’s gates, w'ith gold uur 
barred. 

Stepped One at dead of night. 

Whom such high beauty could not guard 
From meditated blight; 


“ Have you forgot —and here she 
smiled— 

“ The babbling flatteries 
You lavished on me when a child 
Disporting round your knees ? 

I was your lambkin, and your bird. 

Your star, your* gem, yoitr flower : 
Light words, that il^ere more lightly 
heard 

In many a cloudless hour I 

“The blossom you so fondly praised 
Is come to bitter fruit; ^ . 

A mighty One upon me gazed; 

I spurned his lawless suit, 
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And must be hidden from his wrath : 

You, Foster-father dear, 

Will guide rqg in iny forward path ; 

I may not tarry here ! 

“ I cannot bringNo utter woe 
Your proved fidSNUty.”— 

“ Dear Child, sweet ^S^stress, say not so ! 

For you we both wtvld die.” 

“ Nay, nay, I come V’ith s%;mblancc 
feigned 

And cheek embrowned by '^rt; • 

Yet, being inwardly unstamed, 
coinage*will depart.” 

“ But whither would you* could you, flee ? 

A prxir Man’s counsel lake 
The Holy Virgin gives to me • 

A 4 liSAught for ytllir dear sake : 
l^est, shielded 1)v our Ladv’s gr.':«e. 

An A s(X)ii sliall vou be led 
Forth to a safe abiding-place, 
>yh€Te<icv’er foot doth tread.” 

F^fRT II I 

Tve dwelling yf tlfls faithfuUj'giir 
In a straijSiglmg Village sti^d. 

For Ctie who breathed unqui«‘t a.r 
A dangerous neighbourhood ; 

But wide *ri)iind lay forest groHiid 
With thickets rough and blind : 

And pine trec.s made a heavy sh.ide 
impervious to “the wind. 

And there, sequestered from the sight. 
Was spread a treacherous swamp. 

Oil which the noonday sun shed light 
As from a lonely lamp ; 

And midway ip the unsafe morass, 

A single Islimd rose 

Of firm dry ground, vrith healthful grass 
Adorned, and shady boughs. 

The Woodman knew, (pr such the craft 
This Russian vassal plied, 

That never fowler’s gua, nor shaft 
* Of archer, there was tried ; 

A sanctuary :,eemed the spot 
, From all intrusion free ; 

And there he planned an artful Cot 
For perfect secrecy. 


Few words they speak, nor dare, to slack?*^, 
Th^ir pace from mile to mile, 

Til fchev have crossed the quaking ma^h. 


Atid rftpched the lonely Isle. 


✓ 


4 


The sun a^^ove the pine-trees showed 
A brigm and cheerful face ; 

Arii 4 Ina Igoked f( r her’'abode, 

The promised hi'lnig-place ; 

She sough Jm vain, the Woodman smile.d; 
• No tiiri’Khold could bo seen. 

Nor nK)f «iur window :—.all seemed wild 
As It I'lad ever been. 

,\(lv.incing. you might guess an hour. 
The front with such nice care 
Is masked. ” if house it be or bower,” 
But in they entered are ; 

.\s sh.iggv as were wall and roof 
With branches intertwined. 

So smooth was all within. air-prrK>f. 
.And delicatclv lined : 

And hearth wa’. there, and maple dish, 
And cups in seeriilv rows. 

.■Viid conch—all rcadv Itt .1 wish 
For nurture or repose ; 

And Heaven doth ti> lier virtue grant 
That li^n; she may abide* 

In solitude, with e\erv want 
Bv cautious love .supplied. 

No queen, before a shouting crowd, 

Led on in bridal state. 

E’er struggled with a heart so proud. 
Faltering her palace gate ; 

Rejoiced to bid the world farewell. 

No saintly anchoress 
E’er took possession of her cell 
With deejier th.uikfulness. 

" Father of all, upon thy care 
And mercy am I thrown ; 

Be thou my safeguard! ”—such her 
prayer 

When she w'as left alone. 

Kneeling amid the wildcr.iess 
When joy had passed awav. 

And smiles, fond efforts of distress 
To hide what they betray I 


The prayer is heard, the Saints have seen, 
Diffused through form and face. 

With earnest pains unchecked bv dread 1 Resolves devoted^’<ierf 


Of Power’s far •stretching hand. 

The bold good Man his labour sped 
At nature’s pure command ; 1 

Heart soothed, and* Busy as a wren. 
While, ie a hollow nook. 

She moulds her sight^cluding dtn 
Above a murmurjyag brook. 

His task accomplished to his mind, 

JThe twain ere break of day 
Creep forth, and through the forest wind 
Their solitary way; 


senjjj^; 

That monumentaTgl-ace 
fOf Faith, which doth all passions tame 
• That Reason should control; 

And shows in the untrembling frame 
A statue of the soul. 

FART 111 

’Tis sung in ancient minstrelsy 
That Phoebus wont to wear 
The leaves of anv pleasant tree 
Around his golden hair ; 
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t 3 aphtle, dosperate with pursuit 
' Of his impetious love, \ 

Atthec own prayer transformed,Vook 
\-oot. I ' 

A laurel in the grove. I 

Then did the Penitent adorn I • 

His brow with laurel greenl; f 

And 'mid his liright locks ne\-lr shorn 
No meaner leaf was seen : I 
And poets sage, thriiugh ev'clv age, • 
About their temiiles wound 1 
' The bay; and conquerors liumked tin' 
Gods, 


With laurel chaplets crownc'd. 

Into the mists of fabling Tune 
So far runs back tiu; praise • 

Of Beautv, that di-.d:iins t«» climb 
Along forbidden w.ivs ; 

That scorns temptation ; power delies 
Where mutual lo\‘(‘ is not ; 

.\nd to the tomb foi rescue Hies 
When life would bo a blot. 


To this fair Votaress, a fate 
More, mild doth Iloaveii ordain 
rpoii her Island desoLate ; 

And words, not breathed in vain, 
Might tell what intercourse she found. 
Her silence to endear ; 

W'hat birds she tamed, what flowers the 
ground 

Sent forth her peaee to cheer. 

To one mute Presence, above all, 

Her soothed affections clung, 

A picture on the cabin wall 
By Russian usage liiiiig — 

The Mother-maid, w'hose countenance 
bright 

. With love abridged the day ; 

And, communed with by taper light. 
Chased spectral fears awa\'. 

And oft, as cither Guardian came. 

The joy in that retreat 
Might any common friendship shai ic, 
So high their hearts would be.it; 
And to the lone Recluse, whate’er 
'Fhev brought, each visiting 
Was like the crowding of the year 
With a new biu'st of spring. 


Or gentle Nature close her eyes, 

And set her Spirit free 
P'rom the altar of this saeslfice, . 

Ill vestal purity. 

Yet, when above the f^est-glooitos 
The white swansjpwithward passed. 
High AS Ihe piteh.f)f ilieir swift plumes 
ili’r fq^icv rotU^the blast; 

Ami bor(> lier toward tJie fields of Prance 
Hei P’atJjcr’s native land 
i Fo mingle ill the rustic dance, 

Till* h.qipicst of the band ! 

Of tlio..e belcive^ fields^he oft • 

Had lie.ird her P'ather tell 
i ill plir.is(vthat imw \ iih echoes soft 
I * Haunted Jut loneU' cell ; 

, .She saw th<‘ luTccht.irv bowers, 

1b. She fteard the ancestral stream ; * 

The Krouiliu and its haughty tovJfrs 
P'orgotleii like a dream ! 

I*\UT IV 

ITfik ever-changing Mfton had traced 
Twelve* Wines her ftion^ilv round,. 
When throVih the uiffrc'quented W'aste 
W'as heard a stailliiig sound : • 

A shout thrice Stmt irom one who chased 
At s]ii*f'd a wounded deer. • 

Bounding through branches interlaced. 
And where the ivood was cle.ir. 

Th'.’ fainting rreature took the m.ir^]. 
And toward the Lslaiid fled, 

1 Wliik: plovers screamed wuth tumult 
harsh 

,A.bove his antlered head ; 

This, lua saw; and, palj with fear, 
•Shrunk to her citadel ; 

The desjicrate deer rushed on, and near 
The tangled covert fell. 

.A.crfiS'^ the marsh, the game in view, 

The Hunter fmloweci fast, 

Nor paused, till o’er the stag he blew , 
A death-proclauning blast; ' 

Then, resting on her upright mind, 

Came forth the Maid—“In me 
Behold,” she said, “ a stricken Hind 
Pursued by destiny ! 


But, when she of her,r-^arei]ts thought. 
The pang wd-vV" a to bear 
And. if with all things not eiiwrought,( 
That trouble still is near. f' 

Before her flight she had not dared • 
Their constancy to prove. 

Too much the heroic Daughter feared 
The weakness of their love. 

Dark is the past to them, and dark 
Tlie future still must be. 

Till pitying Saints conduct her bark 
Into d safer sea— 


“ From your deportment, Sir I I dtieta 
That 3'ou have wotn a sword. 

And will not hold in light esteem 
I A sufleriijg woman’s word; 

There is my covetf, jhere*perchano 6 
£ might have lain concealed. 

My fortunes hid, my countenance 
Not even to you revealed. 

“ Tears might be shedr and I might pray* 
Crouching and terrified, 

That what has been unveiled to lay, 
You would in mystery hide; 
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But I will not (lefilo with dust 
Thu knee that bunds to adore 
'Flic God m.kcavcu ;—attend, be just; 
This ask 1 , and no more ! 

“ 1 speak not of winter's ccjld. 

For summer's exchauj'ed. 

While 1 have lodged^ this rouj'h hold. 
From social life estrO^iged ; ^ 

Nor yet of trouble and af.irins : 

K-4(h Heaven is my dcfoiin^;; 

And every season has soft arms ‘ 

For injured Innocence. 

Moscow to the Wildthiicss 
It was iny choice to coinr*. 

Lest virtiK- s' .mid be harboiirlr^ss, , 
And hoiiimr wan^ a h(<ino ; 

And'Hflfjipv wore I, if tlic Czar , 

Kclfiin his lawless will. ' ^ 

To einl life here like this poor deer, ‘ 
Or a iamb on a green hill.'’ 

ij 

“ Ar^' you the Maid,” the Slrangtr cried, 
“ From (ialhc j-areiits sprung. 5 

Whose vanish'ng iv,is rumoured wide, 
i6ad thenxi Ujr CHcrv tongu^; * 

Whit fouled an llmpcror's ea{fvr ipiest ? 

■^'oii, J.adv, forced lo year 
Those rude habihmiAits, and rvAl 
Vour lie'Ild in this dark laiv ! 

But wonder, pity, soon were quelled , 
.ifVnd ill her face and mie.n 
The soul’s pim! brightness he beheld 
Without a veil between : 

He loved, he hoped,—a lioly (lamu 
Kindled ’mid r.ipturoiis tears , 

Thu p.issiori of a inoment came 
As on the wltigs of years. 

“ Such buuniy is no gift of chance.” 

Bxclaimed he; “ righteous Heaven, 
Preparing yom* deliver .nice. 

To me the charge hatti given. 

The Czar full oft fti words and deeds 
■ -• Is stormy and self-willed; 

But, when the Lady Catlioriuc pleads, 

A His violence is stilled. 




Ace, 


“ Lc^vc open to my wish the course, j 
A ad I to her will go ; 

Froni that humane and heavenly S(,i 
G'K)d. Mily good, can flow.” 

Faint saiiYion given, the Cavalier 
Was eaw;r lo d« part,^ 

Th^>ugh qi^stion followed question, dcav 
To the daidcu's filial heart. 

i ■; 

I Light wiev/iisstej), --his hopes, more light, 
i Kejif j^/ce witii his desires; 

: And thefifth morning gave him sight 
■ Of Moscow's glittering spires, 
i He- sui'd :---heart-smitten In- the wrong, 

I T/i the lorn Fumrn'e 
I The laiij'eror sent a pledge as strong 
{ .As sovereign power could give. 

I 

^O more than mighty clniiigc' ! If e’er 
.Ainazeiuent rose to pain. 

.\n(l joy's excess produced a fear 
Of something void and vain ; 

’TwlIs when the Parents, who had 
mourned 

h') long the lost as dead, 

Ik lu Jd (InM!' onlv Child returned. 

The h' •u-.i hold floor to tread. 


Soon grantude gave way to lov'C 
Within the Maiden's breast : 

Delivered and 1 ielncrer movt; 

In bridal garments drest; 

Meek Catherine had her own reward ; 

Tile Cz.ir bestowed a di>wer ; 

And universiil Moscow shared 
Th(' triumph of that hour. 

Flower-- strewed the ground ; the nuptial 
feast 

^^■as held with costlv state; 

And there, 'rnid many a noble guest. 
The h'oster parents sate ; 
iCncouraged by the imperial eye,. 

They shrank nut into shade ; 

Gr^at 'was their bliss, the honour high 
To tlicin and nature paid ! 

1830. 
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I I planted by Beaumont’s and by Words- 

THE GROUNDS OF COLEORTON, THE # J. WO^th *; hands. ■♦V. 4 !■ 

SEAT OI. siR,rfk*OROE BEAUMo.VT, 0 *ie wwcd the Silent .Art With studious 

BART., LEICESTERSHIRE ^ ^ Thes^gn-ves have heard the Other’s 

*808 j pensive strains : 

The embowering rose; the acacia, and the : Devoted tmis, their spirits did unite 
pine, * ! By iiilcrrh uige of knowledge and delight. 

Wil^not unwillingly their place resign; May Natiiie's kindliest powers sustain 
If but the Cedar thrive that near them i the Tree, 

stands* I And Love protect it from all injury t 


i 
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Mien its potent branches, wide out- 
\ tt^own, * 

DaV 5 feu-<]ie brow of this memorial S^one, 
riferemay stHnu Painter sit in future days, 
Some future Poet inedilate Irs lays ; 

Not mindless of that distait ago re- 
nowued ‘ I; 

When Inspiration hoveredr o’er this I 
ground, 1 

The haunt of him who sangWniw sperr 
iiiul shield i 

In civil conflict met rm RoswXrtli-field ; 
And of that famous Youth, full soon re¬ 
moved 

From earth, perhaps by Shakspcare’sself 
approved, 

Fletcher’s Assticiate, Jonson’s Friend 
beloved. 

IT - 

IN A C.AHlir.N OF Tin. .SA.MK 

Oft is the medal f.iithfnl to ii-, trust 
When temples, columns, towe.rs, are laid 
in dust ; 

And ’lis a common ordinance of fat«* 

That things obscure and small outlive th(‘ 
great : 

Hence, when von mansion and the 
flowery trim 

Of this fair garden, and its all<*vs dim. 
And all its stately trees, aie passed away, 
This little Niche, unconscious ot decav, 
Perch.'iiice may still survive. And be il 
known 

That it was scooped witliin the living 
stone,— 

Not by the sluggish and ungrateful pains 
Of labourer plodding for hi-, daily gams. 
Bill by an industry that wrought in lov'e ; 
With help from female hands, that 
proudly strove 

To aid the work, what time tliCse walks 
and bowers 


Were* shaped to 
lonelv hours. 


cheer dark winter’s 


III 


WRITrivN AT TIIK KKyol-.ST 01> SIR OEOROi: 


In thc 4 ast sanctity of fame is laid. 

—^Therc, though by right the excelling 
Painter sleep 

Where Death and Glory a joint sabbath 
keep. 

Yet not the les.s his So’fit would hold dear 
Self-hidden praisj^ and^ Friendship’s 
private tear/^ 

■ Hence. O'! my patrimonial grounds, have I 
' Raised this frait tribute to his memory ; 

From ytnith a zealous follp-ver O^tki Art 
Phat he professed ; attached to him in 
heart ; 

Adiiiiring, Joving, and With grie.f oi'de 
Feeling what England lost when iRc’ - 
nokU die.d. 

IV 

FOR a'sFAT in the OROVKS OF COLEORTCfN 

V* 

Bi veatii yon eastern ridge, the craggy 
bound, 

Ruggeil and high, of Charnwood’s-forest 
ground 

f Stand yet. but. Stranger! hidden from 
[ thy 'View, 

■ The ivied Ip’uins of forlorn (Jracf Dieu ; 
r.rst a religious House, which day and 

I night *' 

j Witli hymns resounded, and the chanted 
I rite : 

I And when those rites had ceased, the 
' Spot gave birth ' 

I To honourable Men of various worth : 

' There, on the margin of a streamlet wild, 

I Did Francis Beaumont sport, an eager 

I child ; 

I There, iindor shadow of the neighbouring 
I rocks, • 

j Sang youthful tales of shepherds 00^*^ 
I their flocks; * 

I'ncoiiscious jirelude to heroic themes, 

; Heart-breaking tears, and melancholy 
dreams 

Of slighted love, and scorn, and jealgus 
rage. ^ 

With which his gcuiiis shook the buskined 
stage 


BEAUMONT, BART., AND IN iiis NAME, i Communities are lost, and Empires die. 


Ye 


FOR AN URN, I'LACED BY HIM AT THE 
TERMINATION 0>f 
AVENUEr ^ .''‘.fe SAME OROUNDS 

Lime-trees, ranged before this hol¬ 
lowed Urn, ffi 

Shoot forth with lively power at Spring's 
return ; 

And be not slow a stately growth to rear 
Of pillars, branching off from year to year. 
Till they have learned to frame a dark¬ 
some aisle;— 

That may recal to mind that awful Pile 
Where Eeyuolds, ’mid our country’s 
noblest dead. 


And things of holy use unhallowed lie; 
A NF-WLY-PLANTED | Theypcrislibut the Intellect can raise. 

From airy words alone, a Pile that ne’er 
decays. 

• ' 180S. 


WRITTEN W'lTH A PENCIL UPON A SThNS 
IN THE WALL OF THE HOUSE (AN OUT¬ 
HOUSE), ON THE ISLAND AT CKAB* 
MERE • • 

Rude is this Edifice, and Thou ha''t seeo 
Buildings, albeit rude, that have maia- 
tained 



INSCRIPTIONS 


Proportions more harmonious, and ap- 
proach»'d 

To closer fellowship with ideal grace. 
But take it in gi.'od part:—alas ! the poor 
Vitruvius of our yill^ge had no help 
From the gfeat Cii>o never, upon leaves 
Of red Morocco folioSaw' displayed, 

In long succession, pr^existirlg ghosts 
Of Beauties yet unborn—the rustic L'xlgc 
An’flqiie, affrl Cottage with verandah 
praced. 

Nor lucking. fq;r fit companv, alrove, 
t^rtMi^honse, shell-gro^ anil moss-lined 
hermitage. 

Thou see'St a hoinely Pile, yet to tliese 
walls 

Thc«i#(!?ifer comes ift the snow-storm, and 
here '• • 

The dew-dropped Iamb finds shelter f.*om 
the wind. 

AnrJ liitlftT d‘K*s one Poet sometimes row 
His pinnace, a small vagrant barge, up- 
piled • I 

With ])lentibus * store of^ heath and 
” withe«’d'fern, ^ ' 

(A l-ifling which h.- with IfTs s-ckle cuts. 
Among )he mountains) niid beneath this 
roof ^ a 

He makes his summer Ci.>uch, and here at 
noon 

Inroads out his limbs, while, yet unshorn, 
* „ the Sheep, 

Panting beneath the burthen of their 
wool. 

Lie round him, even as if they were a part 
Of his own Household : nor. while Irtan 
his bed 0 

He looks, through the open door-place, 
toward the lake 

And to the stirring breezes, does he want 
Creations lovely as the work of sleep— 
Fair sights, and visions of romantic joy ! 


Know, if thou grudge not to prolon 
rest. y 

7‘hut on the summit whither tliOtf9)srt 
bound. 

A geograjhic Labourer pitched his tent, 
\Vith boJAcs siipplied amd instruments of 
art, • 

To meas'^re height and distance T lonely 
' t asl-\ 

Week a /or week pursued !—^To him was 
gi\ en 

I'lill mam- a glimpse (but sparingly be¬ 
stowed 

On liiiiid man) of Nature's processes 
Hpoii the exalteil lulls. He made report 
That onee, whili- tliere he jjlied his studi¬ 
ous work 

Within that canvas Dwelling, colours, 
hues. 

And the whole surface of the out-spread 
map. 

lieeame iiivisiMe : for all around 
Had darkness falJen — urilJireatened, un- 
prnelaimed— 

As if tht- golden dav itself had been 
K.xtiiigui^Iicd in a moment : total gloom. 
Ill which he sale alone, with unclosed 
e\'es. 

Upon the blinded mountain’s silent top : 

r8i3. 


VII 

w'RiTTrv wiiii A SLAn; pi xriL upon a 

STONF, THL LAROISl OK A 1IKAP 
LYIVO NK.VK .\ ni-SKRTIID QUARRY, 
UPON ONE OF 171 F, ISLANDS AT KYDAL 

Stranger ! this hillock of mis-shapcn 
stones 

Is not a Ruin sjiared or made by time. 
Nor, as perchance thou rashly deem’st. 
the Cairn 

Of some old British Chief: 'tis nothing 


, VI * 

Then the rude embryo of a little Dome 

WRITTEN WITH A SL.ATE PENCIL ON A Qj- Pleasure-lioiise, once destined ta be 
stone,,ON THE SIDE OF THE MOUN- hllilt 

TAIN OF BLACK COMB Among tlic bilxli-trees of this rocky isle. 

Stay, bold Adventurer; rest awhile thy But, as it chanced. Sir William having 
limbs learned ^ 

On this conimodious Seat I for much re- That from the sfKTfj^tt^uIl-grown man 
mains , might wade, 

' Of hard ascent before thou reach the toT.*gAnd make himself a freeman of this spot 
Of this hugg Eminence,—from blackncs% |«eVt any hour he chose, the prudent Knight 
name^, '• ■ Desisted, and the quarrv and the mound 

And, to far-travelled storms (if sea and ! Are monuments of his unfinished task, 
land, ; The block on which these lines are 

.• A favourite spot of tournament and war ! , traced, perhaps, 

,' But thee may no ^uch boisterous visitants Was onee selected as the Corner-stone 
^l^lest; may gentle breezes fan thy brow; Of that intended Pile, which would have 
. And neither doud conceal, nor misty air bee>i 
Bedim* the grand terraqueous spectacle,. Some quaint odd plaything of elaborate 
, centre to circumference, unveiled ! I . .skill. 




F,F * 
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So f^t, I guess, the linnet and the thrush, 
Ai^^^her little builders who dwell here, 
Hn.^ndcred at the work. But blame 
him not. 

For old Sir William was a gcntr* Knight, 
Bred in this vale, to which he an jerta.'aed 
With ^1 his ancestry. Then ; peace to 
him. . 

And for the outrage w'hich lie ha\' devised'j 
Entire forgiveness !—But if thtjyart one 
On fire with thy impatience to bec<.niie 
An inmate of these mountains,—if, dis¬ 
turbed 

B 3 ’ beautiful conceptions, thou hast 
hewn 

Out of the quiet rock the elements 
Of thy trim Mansion destined scxni to 
blaze 

In snow-white splendour,—think again ; 
and, taught 

By old Sir William and his quarry, leave 
Thy fragments to the bramble and the 
rose-; 

There let the vernal slow-worm sun him¬ 
self, 

And let the redbreast hop from stone to 
stone. 
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Shall he frequent these precincts ; locked 
no more 

In earnest converse with beloved Ftiends. 

Here will he gather stores of ready bliss. 

As from the beds and b ‘orders of a garden 

Choice flowers are -'gathered 1 But, if 
Power may spring 

Out of a' farew* il yearning—favoured 
more ^ 

Than kindred wishes mated *suil^ly' 

With vain regrets—the Exile would con¬ 
sign 

This Walk, his laved possession, 4:. 
care 

Of those pure Minds that reverence the 
Muse. , iHzfi. 

x" 
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INSCRIPTIONS STJPPOStD TO TJK Fc UND 
IN AND NEAR A HERMIt’s CELL 

1818 

1 

1 

Hopn-s wliat are they ?■—Beads of murn- 

Strung on sle^idcr blades o. g—iss ; 

Or a spider’s web adorning 

In a strait and treacherous pass. 


1800. 

vni 

In these fair vales hath many a Tree 
At Wordsworth’s suit been spared ; 
And from the builder’s hand this Stone, 
For some rude beauty of its own. 

Was rescued by the Bard : 

So let it rest : and time will come 
When here the tender-hearted 
May heave a gentle sigh fur liim. 

As one of the departed. 

1830. 


What are'fears but voices airy? 
Whisjienng harm where harm is not : 
And deluding the ijhwary 
Till the fatal bolt is shot ! ‘' 

What is glory ?—^in the socket 
.See hf>w dying tapers fare ! 

What is pride ?—a whizzing rocket 
TJiat would emulate a star. 

What is friendship ?—do not trust her. 
Nor the vows which she has made ; 
Diamonds dart their brightest lustre 
From a palsy-shaken head. 


IX 

The massy Ways, carried across these 
heights 

By Koman perseverance, arc destroyed. 

Or hidden under ground, like sleeping 
worms. 

How venture then to hope that Time will 
spare 

This humble ^ i et on the moun¬ 

tain’s side '' 

A Poet’s hand first shaped it; and the 
steps J 

Of that same Bard—repeated to and fro 

At morn, at noon, and under mooulighl 
skies 

Through the vicissitudes of many a 
year— 

. Forbade the weeds to creep o’er its grey 
line. 

' No longer, scattering to the hc<*d|ess 

;, winds 

' ;’The vo^al raptures of fresh poesy, / ,, 


What is truth ?—a staff rejected ; 
Duty ?—an unwelcome clog ; 

J oy ?—a moon by fits reflected 
In a swamp or watery bog ; 

Bright, as if through other steering. 
To the Traveller’s eye It shone : 

He hath hailed it re-appeariug— 

And as quickly it is gone ; 

Such is Joy—as quickly hidden. 

Or mis-shapen to the sight, 

/nd by sullen weeds forhidden 
To resume its nati'\fe'l|^ht. ^ 

What is youth ?—a dancing billow, 
(Winds behind, and rocks before i) 
Age ?—a drooping, tottering willow 
On a flat and lazy shore. 

What is peace ?—when pain is over, ’ 
And love ceases to rebel, 

I..el the last faint sigh discover 
That precedes the passing-knell I 
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XI 

]KS('R*BKn UI>ON A ROCK 

II • 

Pause, Travellei ' whosoe’er thou be 
Whom chance maV’Oeaci to this retreat. 
Whore silence yiel^ .reluct aiijiy 
Even to the fleecy straggler's bleat; 

t voice ITj what niy ban€ shall trace. 
And fear not le.st an idle sound * 
Of wc«rdH unsu^ted to the ))lace 
'?)iWi)rb its solitiido pi^ifound. 

1 saw this Hock, while vernal air 
Hlew softly o’er the russet htath, • 
rjohoiil a Moimintnt as fmr 
As church or^abbey furnitheth.^ ^ 

Uns8llied did it meet the dav, • 
Like inarl>le, white, like ether, pure ; 
As^f, hAieath, some hero lav. 

Honoured with costliest st*]niltiirc. 

My fancy kiudleS as I gazed ; • 

And, ever as^hejlmi shouccfwth. 

The flattered strucluro glis^,;ned, blazed, 
And9ceinod the proudest thing on earth. 

But frost had reared the gorge^ius Pile 
IJnsoundHs those which Fortune builds— 
To undermine vrith secret guile, 
lapped by the very beam that gilds. 

And, wiiile I gazed, with sudden shock 
Fell the whole P'abric to the gi'ound ; 
And naked left this dripping Kock, 

With sliaiielcss ruin S[>read around 1 


iirraiiifr 

ormit; 


Panelling Summer hath no warrai: 

To consume this crystal Well 
Kains, that make each rill a tor: 

Neither sully it nor swell. 

! tAus. d|^,honouring nqt her station, 

; Would rr^iy Life present to Thee, 

‘ Gracious^. God, the pure oblation 
^Of diviij..! tranquillity I 

XIV 

V 

Not seldom, clad hi radiant vest. 
Deceitfully goes forth the Morn; 

Not seldom Kvening in the west 
Sinks* smilingly forsworn. 

The smoothest seas will sometimes jirove. 
To the contiding Bark, untrue ; 

Ami, if she trust the stars above. 

The}' ran he trearheroiis Phi. 

The uiiihr.igeousOak, in pomp outspread. 
Full oft, will'll storms the welkin rend. 
Draws lightning down upon the head 
It jii'oniised to defend. 

Blit Tliou art true, incarnate Lord, 

Who didst voiichs.'ifp for man to die ; 
Thy smile, is sure, Thv plighted word 
Nf» change can falsiiy ! 

I bent before Thv gracious throne. 

And asked fur pe:ice on suppliant knee; 
And peace w.is given,—nor peace alone. 
Blit faith sublimed to ecstasy ! 

.XV 


XII 

III 

Hast thou seen, with flash incessant, 
Bulibles gliding underjee. 

Bodied forth aitjjl evanescent, 

No one knows by what device ? 

Such are thoughts I—A wind-swept 
meadow 

Mimicking a troubled sea. 

Such is life : and death a shadow 
From the rock eternity ! 

XIII 

KSAR THS SPRING OF THE HERMITAGE ^ 

, .w ■ 

TROVBLEDi'lojig With Warring notions 
Long impatient of Thy rod, 

I resira my soul's emotions 
Unto Thee, mysterious God ! 

VUiat avails the kindly shelter 
Yielded by this craggy rent. 

If tny spirit toss and welter 
On W waves of discontent ? 


FOR THE SPOT WIIEKK THE HERMITAGE, 
STOOD O.V ST. MEKBEKT's ISLAND, 
DERWENT-WATER 

If thou in the dear love of some one 
Friend 

Hast been so happy that-thou know'st 
what thoughts 

Will sometimes iii the h^piiiess of love 
Make the heart sink, then wilt thou 
reverence 

This quiet spot ; and, Stranger ! not un- 
intivcd 

Wilt thou behold this shapeless heap of 
stones, 

The desolate ruinsJ^ei'iiyfTHerbcrt’s Cell. 
Here stood his threshold; here was spread 
I the roof 

Q'hat sheltered him, a self-secluded Man, 
After long exercise in social cares 
And ofliccs humane, intent to adore 
The Deity, with uiidistracted mind, 

And meditate on everlasting things. 

In utter solitude.—But he had left 
A Fellow-labourer, whom the good Man 
loved 

As^is rwn soul. And, when vvith eya 
upraised , - 
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ToAeaveii he knelt l)ofore the crucifix, j Those holy Men both died in the same 
•WhiH hpVr the lake the cataract of Lodore! hour. " 1800. . 

, Pealed to his onsons, anil when he paced ^ XVI ' 

Along the beach of this small isle and 1 ^ 

thought , f *" ! ***^ BANKS OP A..i40CKY STREAM ' 

Of his Coinpaiiioi'i, he would p'ray that ' Behomi an einbleni of our human mind 
both \ Crowded ^with ^sjughts tliat need a 

(Now that thi’ir earthly dutiesWere ful- settled home; 

filled) \ Yet. hke tp^eddving balls 5J.{ fogut tr 

i Might die in the same moiiicnt.\ Nor in Within this'whirlpool, thiJy cara other 
vain 1 chase 

So pr.avcd he :—as oiir chronicles report,! Round and round, and neither find^ ^ 
Thorn'll here the Hermit iniinliered his .An outlet nor a R'stiiig-])lace ! 

last day Stranger, if such disquietude be tliiiic. 

Far from St. Cuthliert his beloved I'ricnd, ' K'lll on thyknccs anu sue for help divine. 

- -- -- e ^ 

SELECTIONS FROM" CHAUCfiR ' ' 


MODI-RNJSK]> 

I 

THE PRIORESS' 'KALE 

“ C.ill up him who Udr half told 
The stury of Caiiibii'^LMri huld." 

In the followiiii:; Poem no fivtlirr deviation 
from the ori un.il h.i*. livoii m ide than w.is uccv..- 
sary fin* ttii* lliicnt rcaclmy; .icid nistaiil iiiuler- 


For she Ji(;r.self is honour, and^tbe root 
Of goud'ie-is, next her Son, our soul's best 

HI, ' 

O Mother^ "^aid ! O Maiu awd Mother 
free ! 4, 

O bush unburnt ! Inirning in Moses’ 

Sight*-! 


standing of the Author.* sii much, hom-wi, 11 j That d..wii didst ravish from flie Deity, 
the |.inguag(> altered since Cliaucori. Through humbleness, the spirit that did 


especially in pronunciation, that niiuli was to 
be rem'ived, nrid its place supplied with as little 
inCongiuity as possible. Tlie micuMit accent 
has been letaineil in a few eonjuiictioiis, ."is ahii 
and a'wdy, from a conviction that such spriiik- 
liri^s of antiquity would be admitted, by persons 
of taste, to have a graceful accordaiire with the 
subject. Tlie fierce bigotry of the Prioress 
forms a fine back-groiind for her tonder-hp.irted 
.sympathies with the Mother and Child ; and the 
mode in which the story is told amply atones 
foe the extravagance of the miracle. 


O Lord our Lord ! how wondrously,” 
(qnolh she) 


nlight cr, 

Upon thv heart, whence, through that 
glory’s might. 

Conceived was the Father’s sapience. 
Help me to tell it in thy reverence ! 

IV 

Lady ! thy goodness, thy magnificence, 
Thy virtue, and thy great humility. 
Surpass all science and all utterance; 
For sometimes. Lady ! ere men pray to 
thee 

Thou gocst before in thy benignity, 

The light to us vouchsafing of thy prayer,-. 


Thv name in this large world is spread 1 To be our guide unto thv Son so dear, 
abroad ! 


weak, O blissful 


For not alone by men of dignity v 

Thy worship is performed and precious My knowledge is so 
laud ; Queen I 

But by the mouths of children, gracious To tell abroad thy mighty worthiness, ■, 
God » I--, . I That I the weight of it magjlB&t sustain 

Thy goodness is set forth; they when'But as a child of twelve mon^» old or less, 
they lie /• That Jabouretb his language to express. 


Upon the breast thy name do glorify* ,1 
H I 

Wherefore in praise, the worthiest that 1 j 
may, j 

Jesu ' of thee, and the white Lilv-flower I 
Which did thee bear, and is a Maid for' 
aye, 

mro tell a story I will use my pov^;! 
Not tliat I may increase her honom'’s' 


Lven so fare 
pray. 




dovyer. 


-S ,i * 


an/l there|ore. 1 thee*. 

Guide thqu ray song which I ot thee shall^, 
say. 

VI 

There was in Asia, ink-a mighty town, 
’Moiig Christian folk, a street vvh^re' 
Jews might be. 

Assigned to them and given them for 
their own 


■> , 


THE PRIORESS’ TALE 
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By a great Lord, fgr gain and usury. 
Hateful to Christ and to his company : 
And through this street who list might 
ride and wend ; • 

Free was it, and unbeurred at either end. 




»were jta • 

A nest of ^iklrcn come of Christihn 
blood. 

T^l^lj^earned iif that sgliooUfrom year to 

Such sort of doctrine as men usM there. 
That is to say. to sing ancf read al'fo, 
As^tlc children 4 ii their, childliood do. 


Thi*s oftentirr-e*, that he might be at^se. 
This child did him beseech on hty bare 
knees. ^ 

, XII 

His Schaolfeilow, who*elder was than he. 
Answered him thus :— ' This song, 1 
A little school of Chr'stian people stood | hav»* heard Sav, 

Down at the farther ehd, in which there 1 Was fashioned for f)ur blissful Lady free ; 


was a Widow’s 


• VIll 

‘ Among these ^ildrcn 
son* 

A nttle scholar, scarcelv seven venrs old. 
Who day by day unto this schdbl ha4h . 
'-i gone, • * ; 

/And eke, yli^n he the iniajfeMid behold, 
Of Jesii's Mother, as he Irad been told,' 
ThisXThikl W'as wont to kneel adown and ' 
say * * , j 

Ave Mam, as he goeth by the. way. 


Her to ' alutc, and also her to pray 
To be c ur help upon our dving day : 

If there is more in this, 1 know it not; 
Song do I learn,—small grammar I have 
got.’ 

* xiir 

‘ And is this song fashioned in reverent*. 
Of Jesii's Mother ! ’ said this Innocent; 

‘ Now, rertes, I will use my diligence 
con it all ere Christmas-tide be spent; 
Although I for inv Primer shall be shent. 
And shall be beaten three times in an hour. 
Our Lady I will praLe with all my 
power.’ 


His 


XIV 

whom 


he had so be* 


As 


•fhis 


Widow 
:ht 


IX 

thus her 


little Son hath 


t|^I 

Our bn^iiil Lady, Jesu’s Mother dear, 
To worship aye, and he forgat it noU; 
Fdt simpde infant hath a ready ear. 
Sweet is<he hniineRsof youth :'aiid hence. 
Calling to mind this matter when I may. 
Saint Nicholas in my presence standeth 
aye. 

For he so young to Christ did reverence. 


Schoolfellow, 
sought, 

they went homeward taught him 
pnvily. 

And then he sang it well and fearlessly. 

From word to word according to the 
note. : 

Twice ill a day it passed through his 
throat ; 

Homeward and schoolward whensoe’er 
he went. 

On jesu's .Mother fi.xcd was his intent. 


X 

while 


in the school he 


This little Child, 
sate 

,His Primer conning with an earnest cheer, 

The whilst the rest their antbeiu-book 
repeat 

The Alma tiedempioris did he hear ; 

And as he duxst he 
near. - 

And hearkened to the words and to the 


XV ^ 

Through all the Jewry (this before said I) 
This little Child, as he came to and fro. 
Full merrilv then w'onld he sing and cry, 
Alma Redemptoris ! high and low : 

The sweetness of Christ’s Mother pierced 
so 

His heart, that her to praise, to her to 
i pray, 

drew him near and i stop.Ms singing by the way. 

xvr 

Satan, our first foe, that 


iuThe Serpent, 
* ”• hath 


note. 

Till the firs^verseba learned it all by rote 

• I His wasp's nest in Jew's heart, up 

^ I swelled—‘ O woe, 

.This Latin knew he nothing what it said, | O Hebrew people ’ said he in his wrath. 


For he too tender was of age to know 
But t& his coi^ade he repaired, and 
^ prayed * 

TBat he the meaning of this song would 
show. 

And Unto him declare why men sing so; 


‘Is it an honest thing ? Shall this be so? 
That such a Boy where’er he lists shall go. 
In your despite, and sing his hymns and 
saw's. - 

Which IS against the reverence of our ' 
laws 1 ’ . 
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xvn ♦ 1 ‘ xxn 

Fiun^hat day forward have the Jews' She asketh, and she piteous!^' doth pray 
^ispired i To every Jew’ that dwelleth in that place 

Out of the world this Innocent to chase ; To thll her if her child Imd passed that 
And to this end a Homicide they hired, • > way; 

That in an alley hud a privy pl«:e, | They all said—Nay ; Vut Jesuof his grace 
And, as the Child ’gan to the school to (lave to her thonghtVthat irt a little space 
pace. ' ! She for het«ison ill/hat same spot did cry 

' This cruel Jew him seized, and held liini I Where lie was ca^ into a pit hard by. 

fast I j • jT* 

^ And cut his throat, and in a pit hrm cast, j ' xxni 

I O thou great God that dti^t perform thy 

1 say that him into a pit they tlire.w, ; gy mouths of Innocents, lo ! her^ thy 
A loathsome pil, W’henre nuisonie scents ^ might ■ 

exhale; „ , , ' TRis gem nl chastity, this emerald, 

, .And eke of luartyrdpiit this ruby 'lit, 
What may your ill inteiitioiis vou •'^viiil . i wfierc wnth mangled'throat he lay • 

Murder will out ; certes it will not f.iiJ ; •upright -S' • 

Know, the hoxionr <>f high tnul may i ^he Alttia Redemptoris 'gaii to sing 

, , , ! So loud, that w’ith liis voice the place did 

The blood cries out tin your (W:ciirsed ' u 

deed. 


XTX 


XXIV. - 

§ * 

O Martyr ’stablished in virginity ! ' TlieChristifm^olk that tkrorgtkJthc jewry^ 

Now may’st thou siiig for ai’c before the , went ^ 

throne, ' ^ sp’ot in wonder at the thing ; 

Following tile Lamb eelesti.il,” tj noth she. ' And hastily they for'ihe Provost sent; 

“ Of which the great l-Lvaugehst, Saint Immediately he came, not lurtriiig, 

John, ' And praiseth Christ that is our heavenly 

In Patinos wrote, who saith of them that , , King, ^ 

' And eke his Mother, honour of Mankind ^ 
Which done, he bade that they t^ J ews 


should bind. 


go 

Before the Lamb singing continually, 

That never fleshly woman they did know. 

XX ! * XXV 

Now this poor widow w’aitcth all that ' Thi.s Child with piteous lamentation then 

_ _ * m*y a...1 — i_;_* 


night 

After her little Child, and he came not ; 

P'qp which, by earliest glimpse of inoriiing 
light. 

With face all jiale with dread and busy 
thought. 

She. at the School and elsewhere him hath 
sought, 

Until thus far she learned, that he had 
been 

In the J ews’ street, and there he last was 
seen. 


Was taken up, singing his song alwiiy ; 
And with procession great and pomp of 
men 

To the next Abbey him they bare away ; 
His Mother swooipng by the body lay; 
And scarcely could the people that were 
near 

Remove this second Rachel from the bier. 

XXVI 

Torment and shameful death to every 
one 

This Provost doth for those bad Jews 
]>rcpare 

With Mother’s pity in her breast enclosed | That of this murder wist, and that anon; 
She goeth, as she were half out of her Ltuch wickedness his judgments cannot 
mind, *r spare; * . 

To every place wherein she hath sup-; Who will do evil, evil shall be. bear; 
posed 

By likelihood her little Son to And ; 

And ever on Christ’s Mother meek and 
kind 

'' She cried, till to the J ewry she was | 
brought. 

End him among the accursed Jews she 
sought. 




rxi 


Them the^fore with wild horses did he 
draw'. 

And after that he hung them by t^ law. 

xxvi4|k 

Upon his bier this Innocent doth lie 
Before the altar while the Mass doth last: 
The Abbot with his convent’s company 


L 




THE CUCKOO AND THE NIGHTINGALE 




Then sped themselves to bury him full 
fast ; * 

And, wheii they holy water on him cast. 
Yet spake this Child when sprinkled was 
the water. 

And sang, O Alma-Redemptoris Mater/ 


XX XIII ^ 

Eke the whole Convent on the pa'ement 
la>-. ^ . 

Weeping auid praising Jesu’s Mother 
■ dear i 

And aftir that they rOse, and took their 
, way, 

XXV141 ' And lifted up this Martyr from the bier. 

This i^kbbq if^or he was a ht\Iy man. ‘And in a tomb nf preciims marble clear 
As air Monks are, or surely ought to ke, ■ EnclostJ Ins uucorrupted body sweet.— 
In supplication to the Child began ■ W'herc’er he be, tiocl grant us him to 
^tjans saying, ‘O dear Cliii^ ! I summon { 

^thec • ' 

In virtue of the hr>ly Trinity ] 

Tell me the cause why thou dtost sing this 1 

c-,, X,* . * .X , X. ' Bv cursed Jews 

Since that thy throat is cut, a§ it do^i ■ 

sseem.* ^ , 


meet I 

.XXXIV 

Young Hew of lancoln ! in like sort laid 


^ XXIX 

‘ Mv throat is cut uiilo the bone, I trow,’ ■ 
Said this young^Child, ‘ and by^the l.|w 
of kind* « 

* S should l-^va diga, yea maf!y*hours ago ; ’ 
But Jesus Chri.st, a": in tht-Aionks ye find. I 
Wilrthat his glory last, and be in iiiind ;' 
And, for the w'or^ip of his Mother dear. 1 
Yet may*I sing, (> Alma ! loua and cle.ar. 1 


■thing well and widely 

known, 

Kor it was done a little while .ago— 
I’rav also thou for us. while here we tarry 
Weak sinful folk, that Cod, with jutyiiig 
eve. 

In inercj- would his iitercv multiplv 
Oil us, for reverence of his Moth#' 
Marv ! ” 


J1 


r. 


XXX 


THE CUCKOO AND THE 
C.ALE 

I 

The Cod of Love.— ah, benedicHe f 


NIGHTIN- 


This well of mercy, Jesu’s Mother sweet. 

After my knowledge 1 have loved alw mightv and how great a Lord is he I 

And in tiic hour when I my deathdid mee.i 1 *^' km' hearts can make high, of 


To me she came, and thus to me diiL^ay, 

“ Thou in thy dying sing this holy layi" 

As ye have h^rd : and soon as I hud sung ; , 

Metiiuught she laid a grain upon my ... 

tongue. 


high 

He can make low, and unto death bring 


XXXI 

sing 


n«r can trom 


song 


‘ Wherefore I 
' refrain. 

In honour of that blissful Maiden free, 
Till from iny tongue off-taken is the grain; 
And after that thuf said she unto me ;! 


And hard hearts he can make them kind 
and free. 

KH 

Within a little lime, as hath been found. 
He can make sirk folk whole and fresh 
and sound : 

■f hem who arc whole in body and in mind. 
He c.m make sick,—bind can he and 
unbind 


that he »iU have bound, or have 


Soon as the grain from off thy tongue 
they take: 

Be not dismayed, Iwill not thee forsake I" ’ 


XXXII 


unbound. 


To 


tell his 
suffice 


V H* 


might' Hny wit may not 


This holy Monk, this Abbot—him mean I'oolish men he can make them out of 

Touched tbeii his toftgue, and took away j* wise ;— 

the grain ; " | por he may do all that he will devise ; 

An^e gave up the ghost full |Kiaccfully ;' Loose livers he can make abate their vice, 

AnoT when the Abbot had this wonder 
seen, „ 

His salt tears trickled down like showers 
# of rain ; 

And on his face he dropped upon the 
ground, 

AtuS still he lay as if he had been bound. 


And proud hearts can make tremble in a 
trice. , 

IV 

In brief, the whole of what he will, h« 
may : 

Against him dare not any wight say nay ; 





T^Aumble or afflict whome’er he Will, If I perchance a Nightingale might hear. 
To linden or to grieve, he hath like For yet had I heard none, of«all that year, 
sSiill : And it was then the third night of the- 

But'lnost his might he sheds on the eve , '-May. 


of May. 


For every true heart, gentle heart and 
free, » 

That With him is, or thiiiketh co to he,' 
Now against May shall have somf stirring 
—whether 

To joy, or be it to some mourning : never 
At other lime, methiiiks, iii like degree. ! 


And soon as 1 a glunpse of day espied. 
No longcr'Vould^ in my bed abide, 

But straightway to a wood that was hard 
, by, ' ^ 

Forth did I go, alone and fearlessly. 
And held the pathway down by a brook- 
side ; ' ( ^ 


VI 

For now when they may hear the small 
birds’ song. 

And sec the budding leaves the branches 
throng. 

This unto their rcnieinbrance doth l>ring 

All kinds of pleasure mix’d with sorrow- 
itiff : 

And longing of sweet thoughts that ever 

* long. 

VII 

And of that longing heaviness doth come. 

Whence oft great siekiiess gr«,)ws of heart 
and home ; 

Sick are they all for lack of their desire ; 

And thus-in May their hearts are set on 
fire. 

So that they burn forth in great martyr¬ 
dom. 

VIII 


^ .Mil 

Till to a lawn I came all white and CTeen, 

I in so fair a one harf never been. ‘ 

"Kie grotlud was green, wjth daisy ^now- 
' derc;d over ; 

Tall were the flowers, the grove a lofty 
cover, *' « 

All green and white ; and nothing else 
1 was seen. * 

I < 

§ tf m 

' • ^ XIV t IV * ' 

There sate T down among the fairtfresh 
flowers, r • 

And saw ?he birds come tripling from. 
their bowers. 

Where they had rested them all night; 
and they, 

Who were so joyful at the light of day. 

Began to honour May with all their 
powers. 


In sooth, I speak from feeling, what 
though now 

Old am 1 , and to genial pleasure slow ; 
Yet have I felt of sickness through the 
- May, 

Both hot and C':ld, and heart-aches every 
day,— 

How hard, alas! to bear, I only kiiow. 


Such shaking doth the fever in me keep 
.Througff all this May that 1 have little 
ii|^ sleep: 

njyj^d also ’tis not likely unto me, 
r^hat any livingj[ie.9rt siKjuld sleepy be 
In which Love’s daa.. ics fiery point doth 
steep. 

' X 

But tossing lately on a sleepless bed, 

I of a token thought which Lovers heed : 
How among them it was a common tale. 
That itwas good to hear the Nightingale, 
',Ert: the vile Cttckoo's note be utterdd. 


And then 1 thought anon as it was day, 
I gladly would go ^somewhere to essay 


, Well did they know that service all by 
rote, 

And there was many and many a lovely 
note, 

, Some, singing loud, as if they had com- 
1 plained; * ' ^ * 

\ Some with their notes another manner 
! feigned; 

! And some did sing all out with the full 
throat. • 


: They pruned themselves, and made them* 

! selves right gay, • 

; Dancing and leapinglighit.iipdh thespray f 
! 4vnd over two and two together were, 
I'M'Iie same as they had chosen for the year. 
Upon Saint Valentine's returdlng day. 

XVII 

Meanwhile the stream, whose bank I sate 
upon. 

Was making such a noise as it ran on C ; 
‘ Accordant to the sweet Birds' harmony"; 
Methought that it was the best melody ’ 
Which ever to man's ear a passage won.' 




THE CUCKOO AND THE NIGHTINGALE 

jisi 


44 Je/ 


xvni 

And for delif^ht, but how I never wot. 

I in a slumber and a swoon was cauL'ht, 
Not all asleep and yet not waking wlftllv; 
And as I lay, the Cuckoo, bird unholy, 
Broke silence, or -T heard him in my 
thought. ^ 

xrx* 

An® right upon a*tree fast by. 

And who was then ill satisfied but i ? 
Now, tiod, qin^th 1 , that died upon tiic 
^ '^•ixSPod, * % 

From thee and thy base throat, keep all 
that’s good. 

Full little joy havei I now of fhy cry- * 

mr’ • 

. XX * » 

And5 as I withlhe Cuckoo thus ’gan cMde. 
In the next bush that was rnc fast beside. 
I heard Ihe lusty Nightingale so sing. 


Alt!iough I cannot quaver so in v;Aa 

As thou dost in thy throat, I w‘A not 
how. 

XXV 

All men^rnay understq^idiiig have of me. 

But, Nightingale, so may' they not of 
thee ; 

For thou hast many a foolish and quaint 
cry :— 

Thou say'st Osti:, Osfe, then how may I 

Have knowledge. I thee pray, what this 
may be ? 

XXVI 

Ah, fool ! quoth she, wist thou not what 
it is ? 

Oft as I say Osf.e, Osee, I wis, 

Then mean I, that I should be wondrous 
fain 

That shamefully they one and all were 
slam. 


TlAt her clear voice made a loud rioting. 1 t 

Kchoing thorough all the green 

' . • 


Echoing thorough 
wide. • 

• ^ 


i|>d 


XXI ^ 

Ah !* good sweet Nightingale ! tor -my 
heart’s cheer? * 

He.nce hast thou stay’d a little while too 
long ; 

For we haw had the sorry Cuckoo here, 

^nd she hath been before thee with her 
song : 

Evil light on her ! she hath done* me 
wrong. 

.XXTI 


XXVII 

And also would 1 that thev all were dead, 

Wh o do not think m love their life to 
load : 

Fn)!- wild IS loth the God of I.ove to obey. 

Is oiilv fit to die. I dare well say. 

And for that cause Osee 1 cry ; take 
heed ! 

XXVIII 

Ay, qiiolli the Cnrkno, that is a quaint 
l.iw. 

That all must love or die; but I with- 
dr.ivv, 

.And take tnv leave of all such company. 


But hear yaa now a wondrous thing, I 

prav; , i-. T 1 , For mine intent it neither is to die. 

As long as in that swooning-fit I lav, ever while I live Love s yoke to draw. 

Metlioughl I wist right well what these 


birds meant. 

And had good^ knowing botn of their 
intent, 

• And of their speech, and all that they 
would say. 

XXIll 

The Nightingale thus in my hearing 
spj||Ee j—■ 

Good C^edtoo, seek some other bush or 
'brake, ' 

' And, prithee, let us that can sing dwe]| 
here ; 


XXIX 

For lovers of sill folk that be alive. 

The most disquiet have and least do 
thrive : 

Most feeling have of sorrow, woe and care. 

And the least welfare cometh ^ their 
share ; 

What need is there against the truth to 
strive ? 

• ir 

What ! quoth she, thou art all out of thy 
mind. 




For every wight ^(fhbwsthv song to hear, fThst in thv churlishness a cause cans’t 

Suidi unceuth singing verily dost thou _ , , „ . - . 

p, alci». • To speak of Love s true Servants in this 

mood; 

^ XXIV pyj, ^vorld no service is so good 

What! quoth she then, what is’t that ails To everv wight that gentle ii of kind. ■ 


, W -.A^ee now ? 

It Mcms to me I sing as well as thou 




XXXI 


For mine's a song that is both true and i For thereof comes all goodnesb and all 

‘” I -.xa. _ 

plain,— 


Si'* 7 * 


worth; 

■,f „ V,- _ ‘ ,1tf“ 



^ELECTIONS FROM CHAUCER 


E^ntiless and honour thence come 
^^th ; 

Thence^'worship comes, content and true 
heart's pleasure. 

And full-assured trust, joy witlidut 
measure, ' ^ 

And jollity, fresh cheerfulness, and 
mirth ; 

i 

XXXIl 

And bounty, lowliness, and courtesy. 
And seemliness, and faithful company. 
And dread of shame that will not do 
amiss; 

For he that faithfully I.ove‘s servant is, 
Kather than be disgraced, would chii»c 
to die. 

XXXIII 

And that the very truth it is which I 
Now say—in such belief I’ll Jive and die ; 
And Cuckoo, do thou so, by niv advice. 
Then, quoth she, let me never hope for 
bliss, 

If with that counsel 1 do e’er comply. 

XXXIV 

Good Nightingale ! thou speakest won¬ 
drous fair. 

Yet for all that, the truth is found else¬ 
where ; 

For Love in young folk is but rage, I wis ; 
And Love in old folk a great dotage is ; 
Who most it usetli, him ’twill most im¬ 
pair. 

XXXV 

For thereof come all coiitrurics to glad¬ 
ness ; 

Thence sickness conies, and overwhelm¬ 
ing sadness. 

Mistrust and jealousy, despite, uebatc. 
Dishonour, shame, envy importunate. 
Pride, anger, mischief, povert”, and 
madness. 

^ xxxvi 

LovingTs aye an office of despair. 

And one thing is therein which is not 
fair; , 

For whoso getii^jAlo^’^.-a little bliss. 
Unless it alway s^^iv with him. I wis 

__ X..II ....... 


hair. 

XXXVll 

And, therefore. Nightingale! do thou 
keep nigh. 

For tcust me well, in spite of thy quaint 
cry. 

If long time from thy mate thou be, or 
far, 

.Thou'It be as others that forsaken are t 

Then sbalt thou Mise a olamour as do I. 


XXXVlII 

Fie, quoth she, on thy name. Bird ill 
.besecn ! 

The God of Love affiict thee with aU teen. 
For thou art worse than mad a thousand 
fold ; /■ 

For maiiy,,a one hath virtues manifold. 
Who had been notlght, if Love had never 
been. , ^ # 

‘ ■‘4 

XX.XIX 

For cvcrnioi;'' his servanl.s Love aincr'id; 

eth, ‘ • 

.And he from every blemish them dc- 
>- fendcl'.i ; 

And maketh them to«burn, as ius^,hre, 
loyalty, and worshipful-dcsire. 

And. wiim it likes him, joy enough them 
sendeth. 

• 

XI, ' 

T,'ion Nightingale ! tho< Cuckoo said, be 
still, f • 

For Love 'n6 reason hnth^.but his own 
will ;— 

For to th’ untrue he oft gives ease and 
joj ! ,1 

True lovers doth so bitterly annoy. 

He lets them perish through that griev¬ 
ous ill. ^ 

ti 

XJA 

With such a master would I never be ^ ;* 
Fur he, m sooth, is blind, and may not see', 
And knows nut when he hurts and when 
he heals ; « 

Within this court full seldom Truth avails. 
So diverse in his wilfulncss is he. 

XLTI 

Then of the Nighlingalq did I take note. 
How from her iumost heart a sigh she 
brought, * 

And said, Alas ! that ever I was bom. 
Not one word have 1 now, I am so for¬ 
lorn,— 

And with that word, she into tears burst 
out. « 

XLIII 


He may full soon go with an old man’s VAIas, alas ! my very heart will break. 

^ &uoth she, to hear th,i8 churlish bird thus 

_I- “ 


speak 

Of Love, and of bis holy services ; 

Now, God of Love 1 thou help me in sonm' 
wise, 

That vengeance on this Cuckoo t may 
wreak. . y, 

From a manuscript in the Bodleian, as are 
also stanzas 44 and 45, which are necesMiy to 
complete the sense. 
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And so iiietht>ught I started ii]) anon. 
And to the brook 1 ran and got a stone, 
Which at the Cuckoo hardilv I cas^. 
And he for dread did fly away full fast ; 
And glad, in sooth, was T when he was 
gone. 


And soon as she had sung it to tha end, 
Now farewell, quoth she, for I heiwfe must 
wend ; 

And, Clod of Love, that can right well and 

Ilia/, •* 

Send unto thee as mickle joy this day. 
As ever he to Lover vet did’ send. 


Andf'cri-rfl?:*?, the Cuckoo, ever and ave, 

Kept crying, “Farow'ell!—farewell. Thus takes the Nightingale her leave of 

iiijay ! ” ' me ; 

scurnful inocly,rv ^ me ; ' I pray to Cod with her always to be. 

And on 1 hunted him from tree to tree, j .^iid jov of love to send her evermore ; 

Till he was far, all out of sight, awuv. ! .\nd jphiidd us from the Cuckoo and her 

• * I lore, 

mp' rfCLVi 1 is nut so false a bird as she. 

Then straightway came tlie Nightiiig^ : 

<c* me, I j 

And said, Forsooth, inv friend, do I thank Forth then she flew, the gentle Nightin- 
the*, i . gale. 

TJifit thou wert near to rescue me ; and To all the Birds tliat lodged within that 
now, m * I ' dale. 

Unto the (hid of J.ovc I make a vow, j .And gathered each and all into one place : 
'Shat all tlys^a\id will thy ?oAgstres.s be. | .And them be.sought to hear her doleful 

^ j ease. 

* xLvii A\k 1 thus it was that she began her tale. 

Well salistied, I thaiikecfher, and she said, I liv 

Hv this tfnshap no longer be dismaved, ' , ... , n ..v i t u u 

'Though thou the Cuckoo heard, ere thou ^ should 

.• • hoard'st me; j■”, * . , i u-, 

■/et If I l.^■e it shall amended be. 1 S''”'I ‘‘ach the other chide. 

When next .M.1V comes, if 1 am not afraid. And without ceasing, suico it was day¬ 
light ; 

XLviii And now I ]>rav you all to do me right 

And one thing will I counsel thee als6 ; 

The Cuckoo tsust not thou, tior his Love's ' 

saw ; Lv 

All that she said is an outrageous lie. Then spake one Bird, and full assent all 
Nay, nothing shall me bring thereto, ' gave : 

quoth 1 . { This matter asketh counsel good as grave. 

For Love, and it hatlrdone me mighty 1 For birds we are—all here together 
.woe. • brought ; 

, * vn ' .^id. m good sooth, the Cuckoo here is 

. . , . not ; 

Vea, hath it ? use, quoth she, this inedi- And therefore w'e a Parliament wfll have. 

cine J ^ 

This May-time, every ^ay before thou 

dine, And thereat shall the Eagle be our Lord, 

Go look"on the fresh daisy ; then say I, And other Pceif .vjwhose_names are on 
Although for oain thou inav'st he like to ‘ record : " - » ** 


Although for pain thou may'st be like to 


record ; ' -' 

A sumiiioiis to the Cuckoo shall be sent. 


aie, A sumiiioiis to tne cuckoo snail oe sent. 

Thou wilt be eased, and less wilt drooijTiAnd judgment there be given; or that 
and pUje. • • * • intent 

* Failing, we finally shall make accord. 


And mind always that thou be good and 
true. 


And all this shall be done, without a nay. 


And 1 will sing one song, of many new. The morrow after Saint Valentine’s day, 
love of thee, as loud as I may cry ; Under a maple that is well besecn, 

And then did she begin this song full high, Before the chamber-window of the Queen, 
*' Beshrew all them that are in love un- At Woodstock, on the meadow green and 
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She thkiil 

—t- 


» LVIIl 

jiikM them ; and then her leave 
she 'took. 

And flew into a hawthorn by that brook ; 
And there she sate and sung—uuon thit 
tree— ' 

“ For term of life Love shall have hold of 
me ”— 

So loudly, that I with that song awoke. 


‘Unlearned Hook and rude, as well I knf)w. 
For beauty thou hast none, nor eloquence, 
Who did on thee the hardiness bestow 
To appear before my L idv ? but a sense 
Thou surely hast of her benevolence. 
Whereof her hourly bearing proof "doth 
give ; 

For of all good she is the best alive. 

Alas, poor Hook ! for thy unworthiness, ' 
To show to her some pleasant meanings ' 
writ 1 

In winning words, since through her ' 
gentiless, 

Tliee she accepts as for her service fit ! i 
Oh ! it repents me I have neither wit j 
Nor leisure unto thee more worth to give r 
'For of all good she is the liest alive. 

Beseech her meekly with all lowliness. 
Though 1 be far from her I reverenci*. 

To think upon mv truth and stedfastness. 
And to abridge my sorrow’s v'lulence. 
Caused bv the wish, as knows your 
sapience. 

She of her liking proof to me would give ; 
For of all good she is the best alive. 


But, Lord, this simple Troilus was woe. 
Him thought his sorrowful heart would 
break in two j 

For ifhcn he saw her doors fast bolted all. 
Well nigh for sorrow down he ’gan to fall. 

Therewith when this true Lover 'gan 
i behold* 

j, How shut was eveafy window of the place, 

I Like frost h^ thought his wavey 

' • cold ; ^ -4 

For which, with changed, pale, and 
deadly fgee, •' ^ 

Without word uttfered, forth he ’gaiF*lo 
pace ; 

And on his i<iurposc bent so fast to ride. 
That no wight his coniiinug^nce esp^^,. 

Tlien said'he thus,—O Palaic desolate ! 

O house of houses, ona* so richly dit'ht ! 
O Palace emjitv and disconsolate ! 

Thou lamp of which c.xtinguishAl is the 
ligljt : 

OM'alace ivhilom dav thct now art night, 
Tiioii oiigh('s/ to fall and I to die ; since 


t ENVOY 

Ple.asure's Aurora. Day of gladsomencss ! 
Luna by night, with hi-.avenly influence 
Illumined ! root of beauty and gmjdnesse. 
Write, and allay, by your beneficence. 


slie 

Is gone who held us both in sovereignty. 

O, of all houses ofice the crowned boast ! 
l*alnce. illumined with the sun «f bliss ; 
O ring of which the ruby now is lost, 

O cause of woe, that cause has been ^ 
bliss: \ 

Yet, since I may no better, would I kiss 
Thy cold doors ; but I dare not for this 
rout ; 

Farewell, thou shrine of which the Saint 
is out ! 


■ Therewith he cast on Pandarus an eye, 

: With changed face, and piteous to behold; 
I And when he might his time aright espy, 
Aye as he rode, to Pandarus he told 


My sighs breathed forth in silence—com- ; Both his new sorrow an^ his joys of old, 

' So piteously, and with so dead a hu& 
That every wight might on his sorrowtfie. 


fort give ! 

Since of all good, you are the best alive. 

EXPLICIT 


TROILUS 


III 

AND 


CRESIDA 


Next rnoming^S^lii-'f oegan to clear 

_J_a 1... .a. 


Forth from the spot he rideth up and 
down. 

And everything 4 o his remember^nce 
Came as he rude by places of the toMm 
Where he had felt such perfect pleasure 
His eves from slet'p, at the first break of 1 once 

day, yonder saw I mine own. Lady dance. 

And unto Pandarus, his own Brothei^; And in that Temple she with her bright 


dear. 

For love of God, full piteously did say. 

Wo must the Palace see of Cresida ; 

For since we yet may have no other feast. 
Let us behold her Palace at the least ! 

And therewithal to cover his intent 
A cause he found into the Town to go. 
And they right forth to Cresid's Palace 

W^t J 

‘ S . ‘ V * ; J ' 


eyes, ' , 

My Lady dear, first bouni 
wise. ‘ 


e captive- 


And yonder with joy-spiitten heart have.,^ 

Heard iny own Cresid’s laugh j and ogee'; 

at play ‘ : 

I yonder saw her eke full blissfully ; 

And yonder once she unto me 'gan say-r*,-,' 





TROILUS AND CRESIDA 


445/ 


Now, iriy sweet Troilus, love me well, I 
pray ! , 

And there so graciously did me behold, 

. That hers unto the death my heart I Ltold. 

And at the corner of that self-same house 
Heard I my most beloved Ladv dear, 
So womanly, with voice iiu'lo(jlions 
Singing so well, so goodiy, and so clear, 
Thpjt iojxt^^ul mothiiiks 1 \fet do hear 
The DIjssTuI %ouiid ; and in that vefy 
tilace 

Mj^Lady first rae took‘mil<;^hcr grace. 

C) blissful God of Love ! then thus he 
cried, I 

When I the process have in njeniorv. * 
HofF^diou ha^wearied me on c\ i-i y side. 
Men thence 
What need 


a liook might make, a*liislon* 
to seek .a conquest over me* 


AntJ of himself did he imagine oft, ■ 

That he was blighted, pale, and v' 4 xen 
less >■ 

Than he was wont; and that in whispers 
* soft 

Men sai<^, what may it be, can no one 
guess 

Why Troilus hath all this heaviness ? 

,AI 1 which he; of himself conceited wholly 

Out Ilf Ills weakness and his melancholy. 

Aiiiitlier tune he took into his head. 

That every wiglU, who in the way passed 
bv. 

Hud of him ruth, and fancied that they 
said. 

I am right sorry Troilus will die : 

And tlius a day or two drove wearily ; 

As ye have heard ; such life ’gan he to 
le.'id 


! As one that slandetli betwixt hope and 
Har,t tlffiu thy own licgc subjects to ., * 


destrov ? 


Dread Lord f so fearful wl^,*n jirovnked, 
• thine 4 rc> • . ' * 

Weliyiast thou wreaked on me bv pain 
and grief; ^ ^ 

Now mer|-y, Lord ! thou knirv’st well 1 
desire 

Thy grace above all pleasures first and 
9 chief; 

And live and die I will in thy belief ; 
For which I ask for guerdon hut one boon, 
. ’I^at Cresida again thou send me soon. 

Constrain her heart as quicklv to return, 
As thou dost mine with longing lier to see. 
Then know f well that she would not 
sojourn. 

Now, blissful Lord, so cruel do not be 
Unto the blood of Troy, I pray of thcc, 
As Juno was unto the^Theban blood. 
From whence t^ Thebes came- griefs iii 
multitude. 

• ’‘• 

And after this he to the gate did go 
Whence Cresid rode, as if in haste she 
was; 

And up and down there went, and to and 
fro. 

And to himself full oft he said, alas ' 
From hence my hope, and solace forth 


dread. 

I'or wliieli it pleased liini in his songs to 
show 

'J he oceasion ot his woe, as best he might; 

And m.ide a fitting song, of words but 
few. 

Somewhat his woeful heart to make more 
light : 

And when he was removed from all men’s 
sight. 

With ii soft night voice, he of his Lady 
dear, 

That absent was, ’ga“ sing as ye may hear. 

O star, of which T lost have all the light, 

With a sore lieart w«'ll ought I to bewail, 

Tliat ever dark in torment, night by 
night. 

Toward ray death with wind I steer and 
sail ; 

For which upon the tenth night if thou 
fail 

With thy bright beams to guide me but 
one hour. 

My ship and me Charybdis will devour. 


As soon as he this song had thus sung 
through. 

He fell again inif Jhis fipyows old; 

And every night, a 4 was rus wont to do, 

did pass. ifl Troilus stood the bright moon to behold ; 

O would the blissful God pow for his jo^A '*And all his trouble to the moon he told, 

I might her see coming to Troy ! %nd said ; I wis, when thou art horn’d ' 

up to yonder hill was I ^Je^ guide ; j fig glad if all the world be true. 
Alas, and there I took of her my leave ; “ 

Yonder I saw her to her Father ride. Thy horns wxre old as now upon that 
For very grief of which my heart shall ino:row, 

0 cleave;— i When hence did journey my bright Lady 

And hither home I came when it was eve;' dear. 

And here I dwell an outcast from all joy. That cause is of my torment and my 
And shall, unless 1 see her soon in Troy. i sorrow; 

- , * 
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^ Fo^yhich, oh, gentle Luna, bright and Or yonder is it that the tents must be; 

And thc'iice does come this a^r which is so 


For M.;e of God, run fast above thy 
sphere ; 

Fot when thy horns begin once inore-^to 
spring, . { 

Then shall she come, that with her hliss 
may bring. 

The day is imire, and longer every night 

Than they were wont to be—tor he 
thought so ; 

And that the sun did lake his coiir.se not 
right, 

By longer way than he was wont to ;;o ; 

And said, I uiii in constant dread I trow. 

That Phaeton his son is yed alive, 

His too fond father’s car amiss to drive. 

Upon the walls fast .aLso would he walk. 

To the end that he the (jreciaii host might 
, sec ; 

And ever thus he to hiinsclf would talk 

Lo ! yonder is my own bright Lady free ; 


sweet, 

Tha'f in my soul I feel the Joy of it. 

And certainly this wind, that more and 
more 

By nioincnts thus incrcaseth in my face. 

Is of my Lady’s s^hs heavy and sore ; 

I prove it ttus ; for in no .mane 

OiT all this town, save only ni thfjit place, 

Feel 1 a wind, that soundeth so like pain ; 

It suilh, Alus^w'h^ severed are we tw^'Afa^ 

A weary w'hile in pain he tossett thus, 

Tjll fully i;^ast and gone was the iiinlh 
night ; „ 

Ami ever at his side stooff PiiiulanT',. 

fl'ho bubily made use of all his mi^ht 

To comfort him, and make his heart more 
light : 

(living him always hoj>e, that**slie 4hc 
morrow 

<Jf the tenth day will d.^uie, and end his 
sorrovy. . ^ 


POEMS REFERRING 

OLD 
I i 

THE OLD CUMBERLANJ 5 BEGGAR j 

liie class of Beggars, to >»hich the Old Man here i 
described betons"!, probably soon he ex- ' 
tiiict. It consisted of jjoor, and, mostly, old 
and infirm persons] who confined themselves 
to a stated round in their neiglibourhood, and 
had certain fixed days, on wliirli, at different 
houses, they regularly rec.e.ivpd alms, some¬ 
times in monev, but mostly in provisions. 

I SAW an aged Beggar in my walk ; . 

And he was .seated, by the highway side. 
On a low structure of rude masonry 
Built at the foot of a huge Itill, that they 
Who lead their horses down the steep 
rough road 

May thence remount at ease. The aged 
Man 

Had placed hi<|y^|^ 'bcross the broad 
smooth stone 

That overlays the pile ; and, from a bag 
All white with flour, the dole of village,,' 
dames. 

He drew his scraps and fragments, one by 
one; 

And scanned them with a fixed and 
serious look 

Of idle computation. In the sun. 

Upon the second step of that small pile. 
Surrounded by those wild unpeopled hills. 
He sat, and ate his food in solitude : 
'And evqr.scattered from his paUied band. 


TO THE HPERIOD OF 
AGE 

That, still attempting to prevent tht' 
waste. 

Was batlled still, the crumbs in little 
showers 

Fell on the ground ; and the small moun¬ 
tain birds, 

Not venturing yet to peeJe their destined 
meal. 

Approached within the length of half his 
staff. 

Him from my childhobd have I known; 
and then 

He was so old, he seems not older now} 
He travels on, a solitary Man, 

.So helpless in appearance, that for him 
The -sauntering Horseman throws not 
with a slack 

And careless hand his alms upon the 
ground. 

U$ut stops—that he may safely lodge the 
■n coin 

Within the old Man's hat; nor quits him 
so, • 

But still, >/hen he has given his horse the 
rein, 

Watches the aged Beggar with a look 
Sidelong, and half-reverted. She who 
tends 

The toll-gate, when in summer at her door 
She turns her wheel, if on the road she sees 
The aged beggar coming, quits hep wbrk, 
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And lifts the latch for him that he may 
pass. 

The post*boy, when his rattling wheels 
o’er take * 

The aged Beggar in the woody lane. 
Shouts to him Irom beiiind ; and, if thus 
warned 

The old man does imt changi-*his course, 
the bov * 

Tuiii^TrT.'r»*;*ss noisy wheels to the road¬ 
side. 

And passes gei^tly by, without a curse 
his lips, t»r anges at "his heart. 

He travels on, a sobtjiry Man ; 

His age has no r.oinpun]ofc. On the 
^/K'ound . j 

His eyes are •turned, and, as ho inov^ 
■aU>ng, I 

They move along the ground ; and, ever- 
mon'. 

Instead of commoti and habitual sight 
Of fields with rur.ji1 works, of hill and daT< 
And the hIiiL«skv,,one little span of earth 
Ib all his p’jos^cti Thus, frdhntiay to day. 
Bow-bent, his eyes for ever "fill i the ground, 
He plies his weary journey ; seeing still. 
And seldom kriowtiig that lie gees, .scjinc 
stra>%. 

Some, seallcrcd leaf, or marks which, in 
_ one track, 

The nails of cart or chariot-wheel have left 
Impressed on the white road—in the same 
line. 

At distance still the .‘■aiue. Poor Travel¬ 
ler ! 

Hi> staff trails with him ; scarcely do his 
feet * 

Disturb the summer dust; he is so still 
In look and motion, that the cottage curs, 
Kre he has passed the door, will turn 

» * ^ 

Weary of barking at him. Buys and girls. 
The vacant and the busy, maids and 
youths. 

And urchins newly breeched—all pass 
him by : 

Him even the slow-paced waggon leaves 
behind. * 

But deem not this Man useless.— 
Statesmen! ye 

Who are so restless in your^wisdom, ye^ 
Who have a broom_^still.ready in your' 
hands• * * ‘ 

To rid the "world of nuisances : ye proud. 
Heart-swoln, while in your pride ye con¬ 
template 

Your talents, power, or wisdom, deem 
him not 

A^burthen of the earth ! ’Tis Nature's 
law 

That none, the meanest of created things. 
Of Wms created the most vile and brute. 
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The dullest or most noxious, should,exist 
Divorced from good—a spirit and pulse 
of good, 

A life and soul, to every' mode of being 
Irfsepar.ibiy linked. Then b ■■ assured 
That le'Jst of all can'ought—that ever 
owned 

The lu-aven-regarding eye and front 
sublime 

Which man is born to- sink, howe'er 
flepressed, 

Sii low ,is to be scorned without a «in ; 
Without offence to God cast out of view ; 
Like the dry remnant of a garden-flower 
W’luKH* seeds are sln*d, or as an impleineiit 
Worn out and worthless. While from 
door to door. 

This old Man creeps, the t'lllagers in him 
Bi'hold a record which together binds 
i\ist deeds and ofl'ices of charity, 
lilso uiirenic'iubered, and so keeps alive 
The kindly ii»)od in liearts which lapse of 
ye.irs, 

And that half-wisdom half-experience 
gives, 

Make slow to fe'el, and by sure steps resign 
To seltislniess and cold oblivious cares. 
.Among till* farms and solitary huts, 
Hamlets and tliinly-scatUved villages. 
Where’er the aged Beggar takes his 
rounds. 

The mild necessity of use compels 
To acts ot love : and haliit does the work 
Of reason ; vet prepares that after-joy 
W'hich rc.ison cherishes. And thus the 
soul. 

By that sweet taste«if pleasure uupursuecl. 
Doth tmd lierscli insensibly disposed 
To virtue and true goodness. 

Some there are. 

By their good works exalted, Icrfty minds 
And meditative, .mtliors of delight 
And happiness, which to the end of time 
Will live, and sjiread. and kindle : even 
such iiiiitds 

In childhood, from this solitary Being, 
Or from like wanderer, haply have 
received 

(A thing more jireciuus far than all that 
Books ■ 

Or the solicitudes of love can do !) 

That first mild touch of sympathy and 
• thought, 

In which they found their kindred with a 
world 

Where want and sorrow were. The easy 
man 

Who sit a at his own door—and, like the 
pe 1- 

That overhangs his head from the green 
wall. 

Feeds in the sunshine: the robust and 
. >-oung. , 
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Th6». yiTOSpcrous and unthinking, they 
'who live. 

SheltAisd, and flourish in a little grove 
Of their own kindred ;—all behold in him 
A silent monitor, which on their minds 
Must needs nnprocs a transitur'‘ thought 
Of self-coiigratulation, to the heart 
Of each recalling his peculiar boons. 

His charters and eseiuptions ; and, per¬ 
chance. 

Though he to no one givp the forliliide 
And circumspection uecdfid to jm-scrve 
His present blessings, anil to hiisbaiul up 
The respite <)f the season, he, at least, 
And ’tis no vulgar servxce, makes, thetn 
felt. 

Yet further.-Manv, I believe, there 

are 

Who live a life of virtuous decenrv. 

Men who can hear the iJeealogiie and feel 
No self-reproach ; who of the moral law 
Established in the laud where they abide 
Are strict observers ; and not negligent 
III acts of love to those with whom they 
dwell. 

Their kindred, and the rhildrcn of their 
blood. 

Praise be to such, and to Ihe.ir slumbers 
peace ! 

—But of the poor man ask, the abject 
]>oor ; 

Go, and demand of him, if there be here 
In this cold abstinence from evil deeds, 
.A.nd these inevitable chanties. 
Wherewith to satisfy the hnman soul ? 
No—man is dear to m.ari; the poorest 
poor 

Long for some moments in a weary life 
When they can know and feel that they 
have been, 

Themselves, the fathers and tne de.alers- 
out 

Of some small blessings ; have been kind 
to such 

As needed kindness, for this single cause. 
That we have all of us one human heart. 
—Such pleasure is to one kind Being 
known. 

My neighbour, w'hcn with punctual care, 
each wbekHvr; . 

Duly as Friday comes, though pressed 
herself ,* 

By her own wants, she from her store q** 
meal 

Takes one unsparing handful for the scrip 
Of this old Mendicant, and, from her door 
Returning with cxhihirated hcarj:. 

Sits by her fire, and builds her hope in 
heaven. 

Then let him pass, a blessing on his 
head 1 

And while in that vast solitude to which 


The tide of things has borne him, he 
appears 

To breathe and live but for himself alone, 
L'nblained, uninjured, let him bear about 
The good which the benignant law of 
Heaven 

1 Has hung around him : and, while life is 
j his, " 

I Still let him I'/roinpl the unlettered 
I vill.igeri .-‘"■".J** 

I Ti) tcmli'r offices and pensive tlmuffbts. 

’ —Then let him p.ass, a blessing on his 
liead ! ’ ' 

I And, long as he can wander, let him 
brentt^e 

Tne lrc>ln.(->s of the valleys; let his 
blood 

Utriigglc.'with frosty air and winter snows; 
And lid the chartered wind that sweeps 
the heath 

Beal his grey locks against his-withered 
l.iee. 

reverence the hope wh-ise vital anxious¬ 
ness 

Givi’-. the nist human inlcn: «t 1 1 his heai t. 
Mav never fiocsE, misnamed of Tndi’S- 

IKV. 

Make liiiv a capdivo r—for that pent-up 
dm. 

Tho.se life-consuming sounds that clog 
the air, , 

Be his tlie natural silence of old age ! ' 
Let limi be free of inountaiii solitudes ; 
And have around him, whether heard or 
not. 

The pleasant melody of woodlaud birds. 
Few an; his pleasures : if his eyes have 
now 

Been doomed so long to settle upon earth 
That not without some effort they behold 
The countenance of the horizontal sun, 
Rising or setting, let the light at least 
Find a free entrance to their languid orbs. 
And let him, wAere and wAe» he will, sit 
down 

Beneath the trees, or on a grassy bank 
Of highway side, and with the little birds 
Share his chance-gathered meal; and, 
finally, * 

As ill the eye of Nature he has lived. 

So in the eve of Nature let him die- 

1798. 

II 

THE FARMER OFTILSBURY VALE < 
'Tis not fpr the unfeeling, the falsely re-. 
fined. 

The squeamish in tas^, and the narrow 
of mind. 

And the small critic wielding his deiiq^ate 
pen, 

That I sing of old Adam, the pride of old 
men. 
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He dwells in the centre ot London’s wide , Ti^at they dreamt not of dearth He 
Town; ( continued his rounds, 

His staff is a sceptre—^ms grey hairs a' Knocked here—and knocked therci 
crown; pounds still adding to pouffds. 

And his bright eyes look brighter. Set off i ,, ., . , , :ii 

by the streak ' could with his ill-gotten 

Of the unfaded rose that still blooms on ji.- 

his check. I something, it might be, reserved for 

• ! himself : 

'Mid the dews, in the ‘.aiiiishine of morn,— Then (what is too true.) without hinting 
-j .'midjoy • 1 a word, 

OrTne~fiellHs. he collected that bKxiin, ' Turned his bark on the country—and 
when a boy ; j off like a bird. 

__Th atcountenjiicethere fashioned, which. ■' , , , 

spite of a stain • ■ You lift up your eyes !—but I guess that 

That his life hath received, to the last vou frame 

wi\l ^ • I A. too Vi3.rs\i oi iVit %\\\ tu6 

AJ'uriuer he wa#: and his house f.ir and ' j„ scarcely a business of art, 

... * , , * . * ! For this he did all in tiiera^r of his heart. 

Wiba the boast of the country lor excellent ! 

cheer : ' 'To London—a sad emigration I ween—' 

H^tw olt have 1 l«‘ard in sweet Tilaburv , With his grey hairs he went from the 
Vale bifiok and the green ; 

Of the silver-lammed horn wn'*nce*he , And there, with small wealth but his legs 
dealt Ms iiMild ale ! « | and his hands, 

V- * A I • ^ •* .. ,1.- f wo . I As lonelv he stood as a crow on the sands. 

let Adam was far as th# farthest from 1 

... "V'^'VV .^1 . *1 I. trades, as need was, did old Adam 

His held*. secniOT to*kaow^whai llieir , assume_ 

Ma»ler was doing ; ^Served as stablc-b »v, errand-boy, porter. 

And turnips, and corn-land, and meadow. and groom . 

• r 4- , i But nature i.s gracious, necessity kind, 

e^All cauglit the infection—as griu-nuis as, th,U may lurk 

I in Ins iniiul. 

Yet .Adam iirizod little the feast and the , .1 i or-,..,., 

bowl - - I seems ten birthdays younger, is green 

The fields better suited the ease of bis stout, , , . 

j Twice .IS f.ast as before does his blood run 

He str.'ived through the fields like an in- j about ; 

“ J You would say that each hairof hisbearJ 

w.is alive. 

And his fingers are busy as bees in a hive. 

For Adam was simple in thought ; and; . 

the poor, . ! For he snot like an Old Man that leisurely 

Familiar with him, made an inn of his; • goes . , 

door; : About work that he knows, in a track 

He gave tliem the best that he had ; or, j that he knows; „ , , 

I to say i If ut often his mind is compelled to demur. 

What less may mislead you, thev took And you guess that the more then his 

it away*. I body must stir. 

In the throng 01-the t^spi fik«? a stranger 
is he. 

Like one whose own country’s far over 
harm: , •'J the sea; 

At lengthf what, fo'most is a season of 1 And Nature, while through the great city 

he hies, 

Full ten times a day takes his heart by 
surprise. 


doleiiT w'ight. 

The quiet of nature was Adam's delight. : 


Thus thirty smooth years did he thrive on 
his f^in: 

The Genius of plenty preserved him fruij^ 
harm: 


sorrt!W, 

His means are run out,—he-iftust beg, or 
must borrow. 

To the neighbours he went,—all were free 
_ with their money ; 

For his hive had so long been replenished 
with honey, 

W.P. 


This gives him the fancy of one that is 
yc ung. 

More of soul in his face than of words on 
his tongue; 

G G. 


I 
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Like a maiden of twenty he trembles ai}d ! And, the first moment that the sun may 
sighs, i shine, t 

And t&irs of fifteen will come into his ; Bright as the sun himself, ‘tis.out again! 

e3’esf- » : When liailstones have been falling, swarm 

What’sa tciuiiest tohiin,oT thedry parch^ ' oh swarm, 
inir heats ? ‘ Or blasts 


ing heats . ^ , 

Yet he w'atches the uouds that pa: s o^’or . 


the green field and the trees 
distrest, 

the streets ; t)ft have I s^cn it nniltled up from harm. 

With a look of such earnestness ofti'ti will In close self-shelter* like a Thing at rest. 

YouSht tluiik ho'd Iwh-.. rcuprrs ..1 : > 

work in the Straucl. , And rfcc«nii.d it. Ihough no uHerod 

■ Where proud Covent-garden, in desolate: form, * . 

hours I Now' standing forth an oflering to the 

Of snow and Iniar-frost. spn-ad-. her fr,nits , blak-t, ^ 

and her flowers, I And bufi'eteu at will by rain and storm. 

Old Adam will smile at the pains that • , ., ; , , _ 

have made i ^ lfJ'*l’l«‘d." and said w'lth inly-mnttered 

Poor winter look fine in such strange'■ . *i i , r!u,i. 

masqner.ide. j fhe'Vokl : [ ^ 

’Mid coaches and ehanofs, a waggon of Vriii^ iieitlier is its courage nor its choice, 
straw'. j Bn,* its iN-eessity in being old. 

Like a magnet, the heart of old Adam can _. .i 

draw- ' sunshine lay not theei^it, nor the^ 

With a thousand soft pictures his ineiJiorv ! dew; - 

...ni ; ft cannot help itself in its decay ; 

«ill |Li ru, ia ._ -.1_ 


And his hearing is touched with the souiid- 
uf a dream. 

I'p the H.aj'iuarket hill he oft whistles his 


Stiff in its memberj, withered, changed of 
liiie." * 

And, ill my spleen, 1 smiled that it was 
grev. 


Thrust7his hands in a waggon, and smells. To be a Prodigal’s l'avouTite-then,% 

worse truth. 


He thinks^ ofThe fields he so often hath Miser’s Pensioner-belie.Id our lot! 

O M<aii, that from thy fair and shining 
Youth 


mown. 

And is happ_v as if tJie nrh fn-iglit were 
his own. 

But chiefly to Smithlield he loves to re¬ 
pair,— 

tf you pass by at morniug, yop’ll meet 
with him there. 

The breath r.f the eow’s you may see him 
inhale. 

And his heart all the w'hile is in Tilsbury 
Vale. 

Now farewell, old Adam ! when low' thou 
art laid, I 

May one blade of grass spring up over thy i 
head 


Age might but take the t|)ings Youth 
needed not ! 

1804. 

IV 

THE TWO'THIEVES; 

OK, 

Till-: LAST STAOE 07 AVARICE 
O NOW' that the genius of Beivick ivere, 
mine, 

And the skill which he learned on the 
banks of the Tyne, 

: Then the Muses might deal with me just 


And I hope that thy grave, wheresoever ! as they chose, 

it be, i I'or I'd take my last leave both of verse 

Will hear the wind sigh through the leaves 1 ' * -'Mid nf nmsn. 


of a tree. 


1803. 


Ill 


THE SMALL CELANDINE 
There is a I'Tower, the lesser Celandine, 


and of prose. 

What feats wouldjl worM'with my magical 
hand!, 

Book-learning and books should be 
banished the land 

And, for hunger and thirst and such 
troublesome calls, 


That shrinks, like many more, from cold I Every ale-house should then have a feast 
and r.iin; i on its walls. 
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The traveller would hang his wet clothes 
on a chair; I 

Let them smoke, let thim burn, not a 
straw would he care ! 

For the Prodigal Son, Joseph's pream 
and his sheaves, 

Oh, what would they be to my tale f>f tw' > 
Thieves ? 

The One, yet unbreeched, Is not three 
birthdays old, * • 

Hjs-'JI. u fSziirc that age nn?re than tlyrty 
times told: 

Th'"" are nini;ty good seasons of fair .ind 
weather ■ ^ 

Hetwef'ii them, and both go a-iiilfering 
together. I ^ 

\^th chip: is th* carpenter strewing his 
floor ? < • • ^ 

Is cart-load of turf at an old woia-ui’s 
door ? 

Old Ds^iel his hand Id the treasure will 
'* slide : 

And his Orandgon's as busy ,ieui>rk*b>- 
his side. 9 ^ 

V)1<1 l),\nR-l fiegms; he stoips short— and 
•Ins eye. 

Through the lost lnok trf dotage, is cuiin mg 
aii(k sly : 

'Tis a look which at this time is Inirdly 
his OVMl, 

^liit tells a plain tale of the d.'iys that are 
flown. 

Ho once had a heart which was moved by 
the wires 

Of manifold pleasures and man v desires : 

And what 1/ he cherished Ins purse ? 
’Twas no more 

Than treading a path trod bv thmisands 
before. 

’Twas a j'ath trod b^' thousands ; but 
Daniel is gne 

Who went something farther than others 
• have gone, [fares ; 

And now with old Daniel you see how' it 

You see lo what end he has brought his 
grey hairs. 

The pair sally forth hand in hand-, ere the 
sun 

Has peered o’er the beeches, their work 
is begun ; 


And yet, into whatever sin they may fall. 
This child but half knows it, and that not 
at all. ■ 

They hunt through the streets^with de¬ 
liberate tread. 

And each, in his turn, becomes leader or 

.-Vnd. wherever they carry their plots and 
their wiles. 

F.very face in the village is dimpled with 
smiles. 

Neither checked b\ iJicricli nor the needy 
ihev roam ; 

For tlie grey-headed Sire has a daughter 
; >it home, 

I Whfi will gladly n pair all the damage 
; th.at's done ; 

i And three, -rtcre it asked, would be ren¬ 
dered for one. 

Old Man : whom so oft I with pity have 
»ved, 

1 love thee, and lo^■e the sweet Boy at 
thy side. 

I-oiig vet niav’st thou liw for a teacher 
we see 

That lifts up the veil <if our nature in 
tle'e. 

l.Soo. 

\’ 

ANI.MAL TU.XXQriLLITV AND 
DKCAV 

Tiir little hedgerow birds, 
Th.it peck along the road. reg.ird him not. 
He travels on. aid m his face, his step, 
Hi.s gait. IS one e.xpressiori ; every limb. 
Ills look and bending figure, all bespeak 
A iniin who does not move with pain, but 
moves 

With thought.—Hr is insensibly subdued 
To si'ttled (iiiiot : he is tine by whom 
.All effort seems forgtitlen ; one to whom 
^^ong patience hath such mild composure 
given. 

That patience now doth seem a thing of 
which 

He hath no need. He is by nature led 
To peace so pei feet t hat the young behold^ 
With envy, wh.it tlie^^*-Man hafcCTy 
feels. 

1798. 
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EPITAPHS AND PXEGIAp PIECES 


\ EPITAPHS 

TRANSLATED FROM CHIABRERA 
1 

Weep not, beloved Wieiids ! nor irf the 
air 

For me with sighs be troubled. Not from 
life 

Have I been taken ; thi% is genuine life 
And this alone—the life which now I liv.- 
In peace eternal; where desire and jov i 
Together move in fellowship without 
end.— 

Francesco Ceni willed that, after do^ith. 
His tombstone thus should speak for him. 
And surely 

Small cause there is fur that fond wish 
of ours 

Long to continue in this world ; a world 
That keeps not faith, *or yet can point a 
hope 

To good, whereof itself is destitute. 

II 

Perhaps some needful service of the 
State 

Drew Titus from the depth of studious 
bowers. 

And doomed him to contend in faithless 
courts. 

Where gold determines between riglit and 
wrong. 

Yet did at length his loyalty of heart. 
And his pure native genius, lead him back 
To wait upon the bright and gracious 
Muses, 

Whom he had early loved. And not in 

Such course he held ! BolognaV learned 
schools 

Were gladdened by the Sage's voice, and 
hung 

With fondness on those sweet Ncstorian 
strains. 

There pleasure crowned his days; and 
all his thoughts 

A roseate fragrance breathed.'—O human 
life. , ^ 

ThRt never ai'^^ecure from dolorous 
^ change ! 

^^hold a high injunction suddenly 
'^“Arno’s side hath brought him, and he 
charmed 

uscan audience : but full soon was 
called 

'flJvivea Riocondo e i suoi pensieri 
_ , kno tutti rose. 

There. ranslator had not skill to conie nearer 
That Original, 


To the perpetual silence of the grave. 
Mnunp Italy, the loss of him who stood 
A Champion stedfast and invincible, 

To quell the rage of literary War ! 

Ill 

O Thou who inovesjl onward with a mind 
j upon tjiy way, pausc^Jhoug^in 

’Twill be no fruitless moment. ^ was 
born , 

Within Savona s wdHs, of gentle blood.’^^ 
. On Tiber's hanks my youth was dedicate 
To, sacred studies and the Roman 
Shephora ^ 

. Gave to inv charge Urbino's iiumeAfas 
! * :^ock. 

, Well did 1 watch, much laboured, nor had 
' power 

To escape from many and stralige in- 
dignities : 

Was smitten by the grf*at ones of the 
world, 

But did not fa^l ; for Vi'rtul, braves all’ 

1 .shocks, 

I I'pon herself restiF-g immoveablv. 

Me did a kijidlicr fortune then invite 
To serve the glorious Henry, King of 
France, 

And in his. hands I saw a high reward •• 
Stretched out for iny acceptance, --but' 
Death came. 

Now. Reader, learn from this my fate, 
how false, 

How treacherous to her promise, is the 
world; 

And trust in God—to whose eternal doom 
Must bend the sceptred Potentates of 
earth. 

There never breathed a man who, when 
his life 

Was closing, might not of that life relate 
Toils long and hard.—The warrior will 
report 

Of wounds, and bright swords flashing in 
the field. 

And blast of trumpets. He who hath 
been doomed 

bow his forehead in the courts of king.s, 
T:^£i'11 tell of fraud and never-ceasing hate, 
Envy and heart-'inqUietpde, derived 
From intricate cabals ’ of treacherous 
friends 

I, who on shipboard lived from earliest 
youth. 

Could represent the countenance horrible 
Of the vexed waters, and the indignan.;- 
rage 
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Of Auster and Bodtes. fifty years 
Over the well-steere,d gallev did 1 rule:— 
From huge Pelorus to’’the. Atlantic 
pillars. 

Rises no mountain to mine eyes unknawn ; 
And the broad gulfs 1 Iravcrsed oft and ; 
olt 

Of every cloud which in the heavens 
might stir • 

I knew the force : and hence the rough • 
,aide • 

Availed not to my Vessel’s overthnfiv. : 
What noble i^omp and frequent have not ' 
I , s 

On regal decks beheld yet in the end , 
I kiurned that one poor moment can ; 

snifice i • I 

Tn*''']ualisc the Icffty and the low. | 

We sail tho sea of life—a Calm (ine finely. ' 
And One a 7 'empest —and, the vo.fage 
o’er. 

Death i.f the quiet haven of us all. 

If more of iiiy condition ye wcmld know, 
Savona was my birth-place, and T sprang 
Of noble pftreuta : seventy vears and 
• three* • • ’ • 

Liv'e^ I—then yielded to fl .slow disease- j 


Tki'e is it that Ambrosio Salinero I 

With .an imtow.ird fate was long involved 1 
fn fidioiis litigation ; and full long, I 

Fate harder still ! had he to endure 
assaults 

Of racking malady. And true it is 
That not the le.s.s a frank courageous 
hearl 

And lmoyanf*spirit triumphed over pain ; 
And he was strong to follow in the steps 
Of the fair Muses. Not a covert path 
Leads to the dear Parnassian forest's 
shade. 

That might frqjpa him oe hidden ; not a 
track j 

Mounts to pellucid Hippocrcnc, but he ! 
Had traced its windings.—This Savona | 
knows. 

Yet no sepulchral honours to her Son 
She paid, for in our age the heart is ruled 
Only by gold. And now a simple stone 
Inscribed with this memorial here is 
raised 

By his bereft, hic lonely, Chiabrera. ^ 
Think no^ O P^psenger ! who read’Sr 
the lines • 

That an exceeding love hath dazzled me ; 
No—he was One whose memdty ought to 
spread 

Where’er PermeSsus bears an honoured 
^ name, 

And live as long as its pure stream shaSl 

flow, i 


Destined to war from very infancy 
Was I, Roberto Dati, and I took * 

III Malta the white symbol of thwCross : 
Nor in life's vigorous season did I shun 
Hnzard or toil ; among the sands was 
see^ • 

Of Libva : anti not seldom, on the banks 
Of wide Hungarian Danube, ’twas my lot 
To hear the sanguinary trumpet sounded. 
So lived 1. and repined not at such fate : 
Tliis oiih :,rie\'es me. for it seems a wTong, 
That stnppfd of .arms I to my end am 
brouglit 

On the soft tkiwii of my paternal home, 
'i'et ba]) 1 y Arno shall be spared all cause 
To blush fur me. Thou, loiter not nor 
hall 

In thv appointed w'av, and boar in mind 
H ow fleeting and how frail is human life ! 

VII 

O Fi-owj’K <if all ttiat springs from gentle 
blood. 

And all that generous nurture breeds to 
make 

Vouth uiniable ; O friend so true of soul 
To fair .\glaia ; by what envy moved, 
Lcliiis ! has death cut short thy brilliant 
day [hap 

In its sweet opening ? and what dire mis- 
Ha<i from Savoii.i torn her best delight ? 
For thee she mourns, nor e'er will cease 
to mourn ; 

And, shrjuld the out-pourings of her eyes 
suffice not 

For her heart's grief, she will entreat 
Sebeto 

Not to withhold his bounteous aid, 
S-beto 

W’hu savy thee, on his margin, yield to 
death, 

In the chaste arms of thy beloved Love ! 
What profit riches ? what does youth 
• avail ? 

Dust are our hopes; —I, weeping bitterly. 
Penned these sad lines, nor can forbear 
to ]>ray 

That every gentle Spirit hither led 
May read them not without some bitter 
tears. 

Vllf^ 

Nor without heavy grief of heart did He 
lOn whom the duty fell (for at that time 
The father sojourned in a distant land) 
Deposit in the hollow of this tomb 
A brother’s Child, most tenderly beloved! 
pRANCitsco was the name the Youth had 
borne, 

PozzoBONNELLi his iUustrious house ; 
And, when beneath this stone the Corse 
was laid, 
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The eyes of all Savona streamed with 
tears. * 

Alas Sthe twcntietli April of his life 
Had scj^cely flowered : and at this early 
time. 

By genuine virtue he inspired a hope ^ 
That greatly cheered his country : to his 
kin A 

11c promised comfort , and tlie flattering 
thoughts ftained. ’ 

His friends had in their londncss I'litcr- 
He suffered not to laiigiiisli or d( c.n . 
Now IS there not gooil reasciii to hn-jik 
forth 

Into a passionate lament ?—1) Soul ' 
Short while a T’ilgriin in onr nether world, 
Jin thou enjoy tin* ralm empyreal*air ; 
Aiidround this earthly toinh 1<’I i ■ i-ies rise. 
All everlasting spring ' in ineiuorv 
t)t that tlelightfnl fragraiici- uhicli was 
once 

From th^ mild manners i[niellv exh.ilerl. 

IX 

PaI'SE, courteous Spirit !—Balhi siijiidi- 
cates 

Tliai Thou, with no reluctant \ nice, fur 
him Ijwi'fer 

He.re laid in mortal darkness, woiildst 
A prayer to the Uedeemer ol tin- world 
This to tlie de.iil l>y sacred right helongs : 
All 1‘lse IS nothing.— -Did oecasion suit 
To tell his worth, the marble of tins toinh 
Would ill suffice ; for Plato’s lore siihliuie, 
And all the wisdom of the Slagvrite, 
Enriched and heaiitiiied Ins studious 
mind: 

With Archimedes also he conversi'd 
As with a chosen friend : nor did he leave 
Those laiireat wreaths ungatherecl which 
the Nymphs 

Twine near their loved I’crrnessiis.-- 
Finally, [liftiTig, 

Himself .above each lower thought uj'- 
His eai‘s he closed to listen to the songs , 
Which Sion's Kings did consecrate of old : 
And his I’ermessiis found on Lehanc ii. 
A blessed Man ! who of prolractefl days 
Made not, as thousands do, a vulgar 
sleep ; 

,JBnt Jruly djd Hr livi- his life. I'rbiiio, 
Take pride‘A’him !—O’rabsenger. fare¬ 
well ! 


She came, though meek of soul; in seemly 
pride. I 

Of happiness aid hope, a youthful Bride. 

O dread reverse ! if aught be so, which 
proves 

That tiod will chasten whom he dearly 
loves. 

Faith bore Jicr up through pains in mercy 
given, • 

And troubles that were each a .step to 
J* Heaven i 

; 'I’l^o Babes were laid in carTOlielore s^ 

i died . 

! A third now slumbers at the Mother’ssichy, 
1 Its Sister-twiii survives, whose sin’les 
[ afford 

j A, tremblirig solace to her widowed 
! J,ord. . 


By a blest Husband guided, Mary came 
FVom nearest kindred, Vernon her new 
name ; 

1 In justice lu the Author, 1 subjoin tlie 
original:— 

-e degli amici 

Non Iftsciava langnirc i bci peosicri. 


• •I'^eadef ! if to thy bosom cling the^iain 
{ Of rerent sorrow combated in vain : 

I Or if thv rluTi'-hed grief have failed to 
i fhw.irt * • 

1 Tune sljll intent on his insidious part, 

; Lnlling the mourner’s l>At good thoughts 

j .'isJeej),. • • 

' I’lltering 1 egri^s we wonld.^bift eannof. 

i IvOeo ; • 

' Bear with Hiin-ijudg# Him geiitlv who 
I make# known • 

! Ills bitter loss by this memori.iT Stone : 

I And j»ray that in his faithful breast the 
grace ^ 

Of re.signation find a hallowed place. 

II 

.Si V months to six years added he remained 
fipon this sinful earth, bv sin unstained : 
t) blessed Lord ! whose nArcy then re¬ 
moved 

I A Child whom every eye that looked on 
I loved; 

i Support us, teac}] us calmly to resign 
; What we possessed, ani now is wholly 
i thine ! 

HI 

CENOTAPH ’ 

III affectionate remembrance of Frances F«r- 
mor, whose remains .ire deposited in the churi^ 
ot Cl.iinCi., near Woreester, this stone is erected 
bv her sister. Dame Margaret, wife of Sir George 
{f eaiimont, Tl.irt., who, feeling not less than the 
jjgbve of a brother for the deceased, commends 
i tnis memorial to the car« of his hjjirs and aue- 
tvssors in the possession oMhis pla^. 

Bv vain affections unenthralled. 
Though resolute when duty called 
To meet the world’sJbroad eye. 

Pure as the holiest cloistered nun 
, That ever feared the tempting sua,ti> 
Did Fermor live and die. 
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This Tablet, hallowed bn her iianit;, 
Oae heart-relieving tearfmay claim ; 
But if the pensive gloom 
Of fond regret be still thy choice. 
Exalt thy spirit, hear the voice ' 

Of Jesus from her tomb ! 

‘ I AM THE WAV, THE TRUTH, AND THE 
LIFE.” ^ 

IV ♦ 

■ * 9 - . J.-J-T, ^ epitaph ^ 

IN THE chapel-yako of langdale, wesimoiAl- 

, EANU 

By plavful smiles, (ala? ! too oft 
A sad heart's sunshine) by u soft 
And gentle nature, and a frc| • 

Ye^ipodest hand charitv. 

Through life was Ow'en Llovu <jndi‘aro^l 
To yiuiig and old : and how revered 
Had been that pious sjJirit, a tide 
Of humble mourners testified, 

Wlihn, after pains dis[)eiised to i>ro\e 
The measure oi ,God’s chastening lo'. y. ! 
Here, brought frtjn far, his corse fouml i 
• rest.-^ « a *. • i 

Fulhlment of his owti reri*.'st :— i 

Urge 3 less for.this Yew’s shade, tlioiigli lie I 
Planted w'ith sucif foiitd hope the tree ; 
Less for Sie love of stream and rock. 
Dear as they were, than that his J-'lock, 
When they no more tlieir Pastor's voice 
uould hear to guide them in their choice 
Through good and evil, help might have, 
Admnnisliod, from his silent grave, 

Of righteousness, of sins forgiven. 

For peace on earth and bliss in licaveii 

» V 

ADDRESS TO THE SCHOLARS OK 
THE VILLAGE SCHOOL OK - 

179S. i 


Now stretched beneath his grass-green 
mound 

He rests a prisoner of the ground. ' 

He loved the breathing air, 0 
He loved the sun, but if it rise 
Or»set, to him where now he lies. 

Brings iipt a momeritle care. 

Alas ! wnat idle word? ; but take 
The Dirge which for our Master's sake 
•And vours, love proni]itcd me to make. 
The rhvuies s«) homely in attire 
With learned ears mav ill agree, 

Bui chanted by 3'our Orjihan Quire 
Will make a touching melody. 

, DIUOE 

Mourn. Shejiherd, near thy old grey 
stone ; 

Thou Angler, by the silent flood ; 

And iiiom'n w'hen thou art all alone, 
Thou Woodman, in the distant wood ! 

Tliou one blind Sailor, rich in joy 
Ti'.ough blind, thy tunes in sadness hum; 
And mourn, thou poor half-witted'Boy ! 
Hi Til deaf, and living deaf and dumb. 

Thou drooping sick Man, bless the Guide 
Who checked or turned thy headstrong 
youth, 

A-i ln‘ before had sanctified 
TJiy inf alley with heaveiily truth. 

Ve Stri])lings, light of heart and gay, 
Hold settlers on some foreign shore, 

(iivc, when your thoughts are turned this 
w ay, 

A sigh to him w'liom we deplore. 

Kor us who here in funeral strain 
With i>iie accord our voices raise, 

Let Sorrow overcharged with pain 
H(' lost in thankfulness and praise. 


I COME, ye little noisy* Crew, 

Not long your pastime to p: event ; 

• I heard the blessing which to you 
Our common Friend and F'ather sent. 

X kissed his cheek before be died ; 

And when his breath was fled. 

I raised, while kneeling by his side. 

His hand:—it dropped like lead. 

Your hands, dear Little-oncs, do all 
That can be done, will never fall 
Like bis till they are dead. 

By night or day blow foyl or fair. 

Ne’er will file besj tif all your train 
Play with the locks of his white hair, 

Or stand between his knees again. 

'' Here did he si^ confined for hours ; 
But he could see the woods and plains, 
^uld hear the wind and mark the showers 
C^me streaming down the streaming 
panes. 


I And when our hearts shall feel a sting 
I Kroni ill we meet or good we nii-s, 

Afriv touches of his memory bring 
Fond healing, like a mother’s kis.s. 

11V THE SIDE OF THE ORAVE SOME YEARS 
AFTER 

Lono time his pulse hath ce^e d tobe|^^^ 
But benefits, his gift, ~ " 

Exjircssed in every eye we meet 
Round this dear Vale, his native place. 

^o stately Hall and Cottage rude 
Flowed from his life what still they bold. 
Light pleasures, every day, renewed ; 

And blessings half a century old. 

Oh true of heart, of spirit gay. 

Thy faults, where not already gone 
From nicniory, prolonged their stay 
Fur charity’s sweet sake alone. 
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Such solace find we for our loss ; , 

And what beyond this thought we crave 
Com& in the promise from the Cross, 
Shiiiinj^ upon thy happy grave.‘ 

VI 

ELEGIAC STANZAS. 

SlKUrESTED BY A eiCTI'RI' OI- VhKUI. 
CASTLE, IN A STORM, PAINTI'D BY MR 
GEORGE UEA1TMONT 

I WAS thv Jifighbcmr once, timu rugged 
Pile ! 

Four summer weeks I dwelt in sight ol 
thee : 

I saw thee every clay ; and all tin- while 
Thy Form was slcsepiiig on a ghis.*;?' sea. 

So ]nire the sky so quu't was the air ! 
So like, so very like, was day to d.iv ' 
Whene’er 1 looked, thv Image still was 
tlier ’ ; 

It trembled, but it never passed away. 

If.nv perfect w'as the calm ! it seemed no 
sleep ; 

No mood, which seaison takes away, or 
brings; 

I could have fancied that the mighty 
1 U-ep 

Was even the geiillest of all gentle 
Things. 

All ! THEN, it mine hait been the P.iiiiler's 
hand. 

■J'ocxjjress what then I saw ; and add the 
gleam. 

The* light that never wfi",. tin sea or land. 
The consecration, and the I’oefs dream ; 

I would have planted thee, thou hoary 
J*ile, 

Amid a world how different from this ! 
13 ‘side a se.i that could nut cease to 
smile : 

*^011 tranciiiil land. I'.eueath a sky of bliss. 

Thou shouldst have seemed a tre.isiire- 
huu.se divine 

Of p 'aceful years; a chronicle of hea' en; — 
Of all the siuil>'’aiii‘, tint did ever shine 
The very sweetest had to the.? been given. 

^d it been of la.sting ease, 
Elysia'u qiuerT^rtthout toil or strife ; 

No motioa but the moving tide, a breeze, 
Or merely silent Nature's breathing life. 

Such, in the fond illu-uun ot my heart,* 
Such Picture would I at that time have 
made ; 

And seen the soul of truth in every part, 
A stediast peace that might not be be* 
traj cd. 

t See upon the subject of the three foregoing 
pieces the poems on pag^ 3B6, 3S7. 


So once it wonld have been,—^’tis so no 
more ; I 

I have submitted to a new control: 

A power is gone, which nothing can re* 
<Storc : 

.\ deep distress hath humanised my Soul. 

Not for a moment could I now behold 
\ smiling ya, and he what I have been : 
'Die tccling of mji loss w'ill ne'er be old ; 
This, which f know, I speal^vilh^md 
f serene. * " 

'riicii. lieaimioiit, FriciyJ! who wo uld 
have hcrti th*: Friend, 

If he had lived, of Him wdioin I deplore, 
'I'liis work «if thine I blame not, but coin- 
* mend * 

This sea ni anger, aiid\hat dismal <riit,re. 

(T’%is a passionate Work !—yet wis* and 
well, 

Well chosen is the spirit th.at i^ here : 
That Hulk which hibours in the dcaHly 
I • SW'{*11, ^ 

I This rueful sky, this n^igcagtry of fear ! 

' Aiul this hugc^Castlc, sftiiicfin/?' here siift- 
liine. s 

1 love losee the look wiWi which it bravP>>, 
t'ased ill life unfeeling armour o^old time. 
The lightning, the tierce w'iud, and tramp¬ 
ling waves. 

Farew'ell. farewell the heart that livcf, 
■ilotie, 

. Housed m a dream, at distance from the 
Kind ! 

Such hajipmess, wherever it bo known. 
Is to be pitied ; for ’tis syroly blind. 

Blit welcome fortitude, and jiatieiit cheer. 
And freiiueiit sights of what is to be 
■ borne ! 

Such sights, or worse, as arc before me 
here,— • 

Not without hope we "suffer and we 
mouru. I 

1805. 

■ 

VH 

TO THE DAISY 

Sweet Flower ! belike one day to have 
place upon thy Poet’s grave, 
iA welcome thee once more : 

>1 But He, who vfas ouiiland, at sea, 

I My Brother, too, in iRving thse, 
i Although he loved more silently, 

; Sleeps by his native shore. 

Ah ! hopeful, hopeful ^as the day 
When to that Ship he bent his way, . 
To govern and to guide ; ' 

His wish was gained: a little time 
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Would bring him back In manhood’s 
prime J 

And free for life, these bins to climb ; 
With all his wants supplied. 

And full of hope day followed day' 
While that stout Ship at anchor lay ' 
Beside the shores of Wight; 

The May had then made all tlijngs green ; 
And, floating there, m^ pomp se eiie, 
Thai^hip was goodlv to be, seen. 

His arid his delight I ^ 

Yet then, when called ashore, he sought 
tender peace of Tjuralsthought : 

In more than lia])pv mood 
To vfjur iibodi-s, bright daisv Flowers! 
He then would steal at leisui^e hours.* 
Aoii loved you gliftcriiig in your bowers, 

A starry multitude. ■» 

^ 1 
But hark the word !—the ship is gone ;— 
Returns,from her long course :—anon 
Sets sail:—in season due. 

Once more on I'.tjglish earth they stan'J : 
But, when a, third time from the land 
They park'd.,sorrow was <?t. liaiid 
For Him and for his crevw 

9 

Ill-fated Vessel !-jghaslly shock ! 

—At length delivered irom tl c rock. 

The deep’ she hath regained ; 

And tlinmgli the stormy night they 
« steer ; 

Labouring for life, in hope and fe,ar, 

To reach a saler shore—how near. 

Yet not to be attained ! 

“ Silence ! ” the brave Commander cried ; 
To that calm word a shriek replied. 

It was the la^t death-shriek. 

—A few (iny soul oft secs th.it sight) 
Survive upon the tall mast’s iieight; 

But one dear remnant of the night— 
For Him in vain 1 seek. 

Six weeks beneath the moving sea 
« He lay in slumber cpi'etly ; 

Unforced by wind or wave 

To quit the Ship for which he died, 

fAll ciairas of duty satisfied :) 

And there they found him at her side ; 
And bore him to the grave. 

Vain service ! yet not vainly done 
For this, if other end were none. 

That He, who had been cast * 

Upon a w^ of life unmeet * 

For such a gentli/ Soul and sweet, 
Should fintl an undisturbed retreat 
Near what he loved, at last— 

That neighbourhood of grove and field 
To Him a resting-place should yield, 
A^meek man and a brave I 
The birds shall sing and ocean make 


A mournful murmur for his sake ,* 

And Thou, sweet Flower, shalt sleep and 
wake 

Upon, his senseless grave. ^ 

1805. 

• VIII 

7 ELEGIAC VERSES, 

IN MRMORV OF MY BKOTHCR, JOHN 
WORDSWORTH, 

COMMANDER OF THE E. I. COUPANV'S SHIP THE 
" EAHI. OF ABLROAVEHnY," IN WHICH HR 

perished by calamitous shipwreck, 
FLU. 6rH, 1S05 

Comp >!>cd iicjr thr Mountain track, that leads 
from tirasiiiL'cc thrmi!;h Gn-idalc Mawes, where 
It descends towards Pattr-rdaJe. 

1805 

I 

Tiiii Sheep-boy whistled loud, and lo 1 
That instant, startled by the shock, 

Tlie Buzz.ird mounted from the rock 
Deliberate and slow : 

Lf>rd of the air, he took his flight ; 

Oil' C'liild he on that woeful night 
Have lent his wing, iiiy Brother dear. 
For one poor nioinent's space to Thee, 
.\nd all who struggled with the Sea, 
When safety was so near. 


Thua in the weakness ot niy heart 
I spoke (but let that pang be still) 
Wiieri rising from the rock at will, 

I saw the Bird depart. 

And let me calmly bless the Power 
That meets me in this unknown Flower, 
Affecting type of him I mourn ! 

With calmness suffer and believe, 

And gri ‘ve, and know that I must griev'e. 
Not cheerless, though torlorn. 


Ill 

Here did wc stop ; and here looked round 
'yiiile each into himself descends. 

For that last thought ot parting Friends 
That is not to be found. 

Hidden was Grasmere Vale from sight. 
Our home, and his, his heart’s delight, , 
His quiet heart’s selected home. 

But time before him melts awav._.■ 

And he hath feeling of 4fSlay^ 

Of blessedness to come. 


^ull soon in sorrow did I weep. 

Taught that the mutual hope was dust. 
In sorrow, but for higher trust, 

H >w miserably deep ! 

All vanished in a single word, 

A breath, a sound, and scarcely heard. 
Sea—Ship—drowned—Shipwreck—so it 
came, 
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The meek, the brave, the good, was gonf j 
He who had been our living J ohn 
Was nbthing but a name. 

V 

That was indeed a jiarting ! uh, « 
Glad am 1, glad that it is past: • 

For there were some on whom itVast 
Unutterable woe. 

But they as well as I have gains - 
From many a humble source, to pains 
Like these, there comes a nulrt release 
j£ven here 1 f<*el il. even this Plant 
Is -in its beauty miuistrant 
To comfort and to peace. 

VI 

He would have loved thy modest grace. 
Meek Flower ! To Him I would have said, 
“ It grows ujjon its native bed 
Beside our Parting-place ; 

There, cleaving to the ground, it lies 
With multitmle of purple eyes. 
Spangling a cushion green like muss; 
But we will see it, jnyfiil tide ! 

Some day, to see it m its pride. 

The mountain will wc cross.” 

VII 

—Brother and friend, if verse cyi mine 
Have power to make thy virtues known. 
Here let a monumental Stone 
Stand—sacred as a Shrine ; 

And to the few who pass this way, 
Traveller or Shepherd, I'.-t it say. 

Long as these niightv rocks eiiJurc,- 
Oh do not Thou too fondly brood. 
Although deserving of all good, 

On any earthly hope, however i>ure ' ! 

IX 


Sad was I, ev4i to pain deprest. 
Importunate alid heavy load ^ I 
The Coraforteif hath found me here. 
Upon this lonely road ; 

And many thousands now are sad— 
Walt the fulfilment of their fear; 

I For he must die who is their stay, 

I Their glory^disappcar. 

•\ Pow'er is passing from the eai'th 
I To breathles^Nature’s dark,■ 
Buf when the great and good depart 
What IS it more than thif— 

iThat Man, wifo isSrom God sent 
]a)oth yet again to God return ?— 
niieh ebb aid flt>w must ever be, 

Then wherefore shoulc^we mourn ? 

* . . 

« * 

X 

INVOCATION TO THE EARTH 

• ■ l-EBUrARY, fi8l6 

• ' I * * 

“ Kkst, r»st, perturbcii EJJirth ! ' 

O rest, thou doleful Mother of Man¬ 
kind ! ” r • 

A Spirit saftg in tones more plaintive than 
the wind : 

“ From regions where no evil thing has 
birth 

I come—thy stains to wash away, 

Thv cherished fetters to unbitid. 

And open thy sad eyes upon a milder day. 
The Heavens are thronged with martyrs 
that have risen 

From out thy uoisome‘prison ; 

The penal caverns groan 
With tens of thousands rent from off the 
trt:e 


LINES 

Composed at Grasmcic, during a walk oie 
Evening, after a stormy day, the Author 
hai'ing just read in a Newspaper that tbi- 
dissolution of Mr. Fox was hourly exi'c-cfed. 

Loud is the Vale ! the Voice is up 
With which she speaks when storms are 



Of all her Voices, One ! 

Loud is the Vale ;—this inland Depth 
In peace is roaring like the Sea ; 

Yon star upon the mountain-top 
Is listening quietly. 

1 The plant alluded to Is the Moss Campion 
(Silene acrahs, i.-t Linujeus). Sec note at the 
end of the volume. 

See among the " Poems on the Naming of 
places •’ No. vi. 


Of hopeful life,—by battle’s whirlwind 
blown * 

Into the deserts of Eternity. 

Unpitied havoc ! Victims unlamented ! 

Bui not on high, where madness is re¬ 
sented. 

And m order causes some sad tears to flow, 

Though, from the widely-sweeping blow. 

The choirs of Angels spread, trium^antly 
augmented. 


“ False Parent of Mankind 1 
Obdurate, proud,‘^d blifid, 

I sprinkle thee with soft celestial dews. 
Thy lost, maternal heart to re-infuse ! 
Scattering this far-fetched moisture from 
my wings, • 

Upon the act a blessing I implore, 

2 Importuna e grave salma. ^ 

MlCHAiUi Ancem. 


fl' 
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Of which the rivers in theil' secret springs. 
Thenvcrs stainedsooft with human gore. 
Are conscious ;—may IhH like return no 
more ! 

May Discord—for a Seraph’s care , 

Shall be at tended w^ilh a bolder jjraycr— 
May she, who once disturbed the seats of 
bliss 

These mortal spheres a^jove. 

Be chained for ever ty the black abyss ! 
And thou, O rescued Earth, by iieace ana’ 

“uVr, - , 

And merciful desires, thy saiictitv 
approve ! 1’ 

-t ^ 

The Spirit cJided his mysterious rite. 
And the pure vision closed in darkr\**ss 
infinite. • 

* XI 4 

’ LINES 

WRITTEy OX A BLANK LEAK JS A COPY 
tJF THE AUTHOR’S POEM “ THE EXCUR¬ 
SION,” UPON IIEARINO OF TUt DLAJI'H 
OF THE I ATE ^TCAR OF^KENDAL 

TopublidioJice.* with rebictanco strong, 
Did;j dcliv'er this unliiiished Soot, ; 

Yet for one happy is^yc ;—and 1 look 
With sel|-congratulatioii on the Book 
Which pious, learned, Murfttt saw and 
read;— 

Upon my thoughts his saintly Spirit fed ; 
IHc conned the new-born Lay with grate¬ 
ful heart— 

Foreboding not how soon he must depart; 
Unweeting that to him the joy was given 
Which good men take with them from 
earth todieaven. 

XII 

ELEGIAC STANZAS 

(ADDRESSED TO SIR Gi* H. B. UPON THE 
DEATH OP )11S SISTER-IN-LAW) 

• 1824 

O FOR a dirge ! But why complain ? 

Ask rather a triumphal strain 
When Fermor's race is run ; 

A garland of immortal boughs 
To twine around the Christian's brows. 
Whose glorious work is done. 

We pay a high and holy debt $ ' 

No tears of passionate regret * 

Shall staih*this votive lay ; 

Ill-worthyr Beaumont! were the grief 
That flings itself on wild reliet 
When Saints have passed away. 

Sad doom, at Sorrow’s shrine to kneel, 
ever covetous to feel. 

And impotent to bear t 


Such once was hers—to think and think 
on severed love, and only sink 
From anguish to despair ! 

But nature to its inmost part ^ 

Faith had refined ; and to her heart 
A peaceful cradle given : 

Cairn as the dew-drop’s, free to rest 
Withiii a breeze-fanned rose's breast 
Till it exhales to Heaven. 

Was ever Spirit that could bend 
So graciously ?—that could descend, 
Aiiolher’s need to suit, 

So prompth' from her lofty throne ?— 

III works of love, 111 these alone. 

How restless, how minute ! 

« 

Pale was her hue ; yet mortal cheek 
Ne’er kindled with a livelier streak 
W'lien aught had suffered wrong,— 

When aught that breathes had felt a' 
wound ; 

Such look the Oppressor might cimfound. 
However proud and strong. 

But hushed be every thought that springs 
From out the bitterness of things : 

Her quiet is ".ecure ; 

No thorns e.aii pierc»‘ her tender feet. 
Whose life was, like the violet, sweet. 

As climbing jasmine, pure— 

As snowdrop on an infant’s grave. 

Or lily heaving with tlie wave 
That feeds it and defends ; 

As Vesper, ere the star hath kissed 
The mountain top, or breathed the mist 
That from the vale .isccnds. 

Thou takest not aw'ay, O Death ! 

Thou strikest—absence perishetb. 
Indifference is no more ; 

The. future brightens on our sight ; 

For on the past hath fallen a light 
That tempts us to adore. 

‘ XIII 

ELEGIAC MUSINGS 

IN THii GROUNDS OF COLEORTON HALL, 
THE SEAT OF THE LATE SIR G. H. 
BEAUMONT, BART. ^ 

In these grounds stands ^ansn’^urch 
wherein is a mural monument be.iring an 
Inscription which, in deference to the earnest 
request of the deceased, is confined to name, 

» dates, and these words" Enter not into 
judgment with thy servant, O Lord ! " 

With copious eulogy in prose or rhyme 
Graven on the tomb we struggle against 
Time, 

Alas, how fsebly ! but our feelings rise 
And still we struggle when a good man 
dies: 
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Such offering Beaumont dreaded and 
forbade, 

A spirtt meek in self-abasement clad. 

Yet AcrJtat least, though few have, num¬ 
bered days 

That shunned so modestly the light pf 
praise. ,1 . 

His graceful manners, and the tcAperate 
ray 

Of that arch fancy which would round 
him ])lay. 

Brightening a conver.se never known to 
swerve 

I»roni couitesy and dclic.ite ri'servc ; 
That sense, the bland pliilo.s(i])hv of life. 
Which checked discussion ere it warnu'd 
to strife. : 

Those ran* aeeoinplishnients, and vaneil 
powers. 

.Might have their record among syh.in 
boi.ers. 

Oh, lied fcjr ever ! ^anlshell like .1 blast 
Tli.it shook the leaves in myri.uls ,is it 
passed ;— 

Gone from this world of earth, air, sea, 
and sky, 

From all its sjurit-moving imagery. 
Intensely studied with a ]iaintc*r's eye, 

A jioet's heart ; and, for congenial view, 
Portrayed with ha}>picsi pencil, not un¬ 
true 

To coniinoii recognitions while the line 
Flowed in a course of sympathy divine ;— 
Oh ! scveied, too abruj'Lly. from delights 
That all the seasons shared with equal 
rights ;— 

Kapt in the grace fjf undismaiitled age. 
From soul-felt music, and the treasured 
page 

Lit by that evening lanii> which loved to 
shed 

Its mellow lustre round thy hono'j-ed 
head ; 

While Friends beheld thee give wnth eye, 
voice, mien, • 

More than theatric force to Shakespeare’s 
scene ;— 

If thou hast heard me—if thy Spirit know 
Aught of these bowers and wh(',nce their 
pleasures flow ; 

■itthi^gU^biUm^cmbrancc held so dear, 
And tliougnl^ and projects fondly 
cheriihed here. 

To thy c.'caltcd nature only seem 
Time's vanities, light fragments of earth'» 
dream— 

Rebuke us not !—The mandate is obeyed 
That said, “ Let praise be mute where I 
am laid ; ” 

The h ilior deprecation, given in trust 
To the cold marble, waits upon thy dust; 
Yet have we found how slowly genuine, 
grief 


From silent admiration wins relief. 

Too long abased thy Name is like a rose 
That doth ‘S'lthin itself its sweetness 
close ; ” 

A drooping daisy chai)ged into a cup 
In Tvhich her bright-eyed beauty is shut 
up. 

Within these groves, where still are flit¬ 
ting by 

.Shades of the Past, ofl noticed with a 
sigh, » _ at -SSSi^i. 

Slifill stand a votive Tablet, haply free. 
When tower.*; and temple.s fall, to speak 
of Thee P * ' 

If scnljitured emblems of our mortal doom 
Kcc.il not then* the v\ isdoiii of the Tomb, 
tir^eii ivy ^is(;n from out the cheerful 
earth. • , , 

Will friiif.i* the lettered stons.*; and herbs 
■ spring forth, » 

Whose fragrance, by soft dews and rain 
unbound, n 

Shall penetrate the heart without' a 
' wo tin d ; A 

W'hile truth agd love tlvir p'.rposcs fulfil, 
Commeinof citing genius. ti.leitt, skill, • 
Tluit coukl riffi: lie concealed where ^“irhoii 
wen known : 

Thv virtues m'lst jifdge, and He alone, 

The God upon whose mercy 'they are 
thrown. 

Nov. 1830 ., 

XIV 

WIUTTlvN AFTiai THK liEATH OF 
(TIARLR.S L.4MB 

To a good Mail of most d^ar memory 
This Stone is sacred. Here he lies apart 
From the* great city where he first drew 
breath. 

Was reared and taught ; and humbly 
earned his bread, 

To the strict labours of the merchant’s 
desk 

By duty chained. Not seldom did those' 
tasks 

Tease, and the thought of time so spent 
depress 

His spirit, but the recompense was high ; 
Firm Independence, Bounty’s rightful 
sire ; 

.Affections, warm as sunshine, free as air ; 
'And w’hen the precious hours of leisure 
*• came, ,, 

Knowledge and wisdom, gained from, 
converse sweet 

With boc^s, or while he ranged the 
crowded streets 

With a keen eye, and overflowing heart : 
So genius triumphed over seeming wro{lg, 
And poured out truth in works uy 
thoughtful love 
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it ov^ 


smiles and 
5 the light- 


inspired—works potent 
tears. 

And as roind mountain 
ning plays. 

Thus innocently sported, breaking forth 
As from a cloud of some grave sympathv. 
Humour and wild instinctive wit, and &I 1 
The vivid flashes of his spoken words. 
From the most gentle crcatur^iiursed in 
fields 

Had been derived the nam(\he bore—a 
fieiiru:,*'' I 

Wherever Christian altars have been 
raised. . ^ 

Hallowed to meekness £#id td innocence ; I 


And taking up a voice shall speak (tho' 

'Still 

Awed by the theme’s peculiar sanctity 

Which words less free presumed npt even 
to touch) 

Of that fraternal love, whose heaven-lit 
'* lamp 

From in^iicy, througlJ* manhood, to the 
last 

Of threescore years, and to thy latest 

• hour. 

Burnt on with ever-strengthening light, 
enshrined 
Within thy bosom. 

Wonderful" hath been 


And if in him meekness at times ga\’e j The love estahlishefl t)etweeii man and 


way 


iii'an. 


Provoked out of ^herself trouljles . “ Passing the love of women ;and be- 
♦serange, ^ ^ ‘ 

Maiiy.aiid strange, that hung about hi? 
life ; 

Still, at the centre of his being, lodged 
A sf*ul resignation sanctified : 

And if too often, self-reproached,»he felj 
That innoceiUjC belongs not to our kuid, 

A ^ower that i.evetjjteased to^biilf' in him, 

Charity, ’irfid the multitude of sms 
That :#ie can cover, left not his exposed 
To an unforgiving*judftment from just 
Hcavgii. * 

O. he was good, if e’er a gt)od Man lived ! 


F*'.)m a relliTling mind and sorrowing 
heart 

Those simple lines flowed with an earnest 
wish, 

Though but a doubting hcipe. that they 
might ser\'e 

Fitly to guard *the precious dlist of him 

■Whose virtues called them forth. That 
aim is missed; 

For much that truth most urgently re¬ 
quired 

Had from a faltering pc^ been asked in 
vain: * 

Vet, haply, on the printed page received. 

The imperfect record, there, may stand 
unblamed 

Ai long as verse of mine shall breathe the 
air 

Of memory, or see the light of love. 

Thou WMt a scorner of the fields, my 
Friend, 

But more in show than truth ; and from 
the fields, t* 

And from the mountains, to thy rural 
grave • 

Transported, my soothed spirit hovers 
o er ^ 

Us green untrodden turf, and blowing 
flowers; 


twei'ii 

Man and liis help-mate in fast wedlock 
Joined 

Throimh (iod, is raised a spirit and soul 
of love 

Without whose blissful influence Para¬ 
dise 

Had Iieeii no Paradise : and earth were 
iu>\v 

A waste where creatures bc.aring human 
form. 

Direst of savage beasts, w<nild roam in 
fear, 

J«>yless and comfortless. Our dav.s glide 
on ; 

And let him grieve who cannot choose 
but grieve 

That he hath been an Elm without his 
Vine, 

And Ikt bright dower of ehistering 
charities. 

That, round his trunk and branches, 
might have clung 

Enriching and adorning. Hntn thee. 

Not so enriched, not so adorned, to thee 
Was given (say rather thou of later birth 
Wert given to her) a Sister—’tis a word 
Timidly uttered, for she lives, the meek, 
The self-restraining, and the ever-kind; 
In whom thy reason and intelligent heart 
Found—for.all interests, hopes and tender 
cares. 

All softening, humanising, ..hallp wiu«.^tie 
powers, 0^ 

Whether withheld, or for her sake un- 
I •! sought— 

y^pre than sufficient recompence ' 

Her love 

(What weakness prompts the voice to tell 
it here ?) 

Was as the love of mothers; and when 
years. 

Lifting the boy to man’s estate, had 
called 
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The long-protected to assume the part 
Of a prcnector, the first filial tie * 
Wa& undissolved ; and, in or out of sight, 
Remamed imperishably interwoven 
With nfe itself. Thus, ’mid a shifting 
world. 

Did they together testify of time • 
And season’s difltcrence—a tl«]|il)lp tree 
With two collateral stems sprimg from 
one root; 

Such were Ihev—such thro' life thef 
might have been 

In union, in partition t»nly such : 
ptherwise wrought the will »if the Most 
High : 

Yet, thro’ all visitations and all trials. 
Still they were faithful: like two «.-essels 
launched 

From the same beach one nceaii to ex¬ 
plore 

With mutual help, and sailing--to their 
league 

True, as inexorable winds, or bars 
Floating or fixed of polar ir.e, allow. 

But turn wc rather, let iny spirit lurii 
With thine, O silent and invisible Friend ! 
To those dear intervals, nor rare nor brief. 
When rcMinited, and by choice withdrawn 
From miscellaneous converse, yc were 
taught 

That the remembrance of foregone dis¬ 
tress. 

And the worse fear of future ill (which oft 
Doth hang around it, as a sickly chiUl 
Upon its mother) mav he both alike 
Disarmed of power to unsettle jiresent 
good 

So prized, and things inward and outward 
held 

In such an even balance, that the heart 
Acknowledges God’s grace, his r-ercy 
feels. 

And in its depth of gratitude is still. 


J XV 

E EFFUSION UPON THE 
DEATH OF JAMES HOGG 

WifEN first, descending from the moor- 
• lauds, 

1 I saw tlie Stream of Yarrow glide 
' .-Ml mg a bare and open valley, 

The Ettrltk Shepherd was mv guide. ' 

• 

When ]a.st ulong its banks J jj^jy^red, 
'IJirough groves 'that had begun to hhed 
I Their golden leaves upon the pathways, 
j My stejis llj*' B(jrder-mfiistrcl led. 

I The might V Minstrel breathes no longer. 
Mid inoiilderiiig ruins low he lies : 
i^nd deatif iipfui the brae.s of Yarrow, 
Has chj^sed the Shepflerd-jioet's eye*; 

Nfl»r has the rolling year twice measured, 
From sign I0 sign, its stedfast course. 
Since every mortal power of Qilcridge 
Was frozen at its marvellous source'; 

the rapt One. of the Sodlj^e forehead. 
The heav^l-f ved crea^jirc ^eeps m earth : 
And Lamb, the frolic and tire* gentle, 
Has vanished from his lonclj’ health. 

Like r]r«ids tiAt rake the mountain- 
summits, * 

Or waves that own n(> curbing hand. 
How fast has brother follow'ed brotlur. 
From sunshine to the sunless laud ! * 


■\>t I. whose lids from infant slumber 
Wen* earlier raised, remain to hear 
A timid voice, that asks in whispers, 

“ Who next will drop and disappear ? ” 


Our haughty life is croivned with dark¬ 
ness. 

Like London with its own black wreath, 
Oil which with thee, O Crabbe ! forth- 
looking, » 

I gazi'd from Hampstead’s breezy heath. 


O gift divine of quiet sequestration ! ' 
The hermit, exercised in pra’s er and ! 

praise. ! 

And feeding daily on the hope of heaven, 
in his vow, and fondly cleaves 
■“7 _gleness ; but happier far 
Was to your souls, and, to the thoughts 
of others, ■ 

A thousand times more beautiful anrL 
poared. 

Your dual loneliness. The sacred tie 
Is broken ; yet why grieve ? for Time 
but holds 

His nioietv in trust, till Joy shall lead 
To the blest world where parting is un¬ 
known. 


As if but yesterday departed, •- 

Thou too art gone before ; but why. 
O’er ripe fruit, seasonably gathered,. 
Should frail survivors heave a sigh ? 

Mourn rather for that holy Spirit, 

Sweet as the spring, as ocean deep; 

For Her who, ere her summer faded. 
Has sunk into a breathless sleep. 

No more of old romantic sorrows. 

For slaughtered Youth or love-lorn 
Maid ! 

With sharper grief is Yarrow smitten. 
And Ettrick mourns with her their Poet 
dead.^ 

Nov. 183^' 


1835. 


1 See Note. 
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XVI I 

INSCRIPTIOI^ 

FOR A MO.JUMENT IN CROSTMWAITE 
CHURCH, IN THE VALE OF KESWIC]^ 

Ye vales and hills whose beauty hithor 
drew 

The podt’s steps, and lixcd him here, on 
you, • 

His eyes liave closed !• And ye. lov’d 
• Vri»..l.),i-uo more ' 

Sliall Southey feed upon your ])reciou« 
lore, 

T^^'orks that ne'er shall forf|-it their n*- 
nown. 

Adding iiniiLortal labours of liis own-- 

Whether he traced historic tigiith, with 

«eal • 


For State’s guidance, or the Church’s 
weal, 

Or P'ancy, disciplined by studious art. 

Inform’d his pen, or wisdom of thc^ieart, 

Or judgments sanctioned in the Patriot’s 
amiud (kind. 

! Bv reverence for the rjghts of all uian- 
' Wide weVe, his aims, yet in no human 
I lireast 

Could private feelings ineetfor holier rest. 

' His jo\s, his griefs, have vanished like a 
cloud 

From Skiddaw’s top ; but he to heaven 
was vowi-d 

Through his industrious life, and Chris- 
tijji faith 

Calnii-d* in his soul the fear of change and 
death. 


- odp: 

intimations of LMM01tTAK\T’S' FK’ 0 >r RFXOLLECTIONS OF 
• , FAHLV CHII.nH001) 

The ClAlcl i*. Father of the 7»Jnii ; 

An.^ I ciiiihi wish iiiv cl.ivs to lio 
Pound i-.ich tci e.icli by iuiUir.il pietv. 

• Sec page hSJ 


There was a time when meadow, grove , 
> and stream, 

TIic earth, and cverv common sight. 

To me did seem 
Apparelled in celestial light. 

The glory and the freshness of a dream. ■ 
It is not now as it hath been of vore 
Turn wlsereso’er I may. 

By night or day. 

The things which I hav'e seen I now can 
see no more. 

II » 

The Rainbow comca and goes, 

• And lovely is the Rose, 

The Moon doth with delight 
cLook round her when'the heavens arc 
bare. 

Waters on a starry night 
Are beautiful and fair ; 

The sunshine is a glorious birth ; 

But yet I know; vdi(*re’er I go. 

That there hath past away a glory from 
the earth. 

til 

Now, while the birds thus sing'a joj'ous 
song, 

' And while the Voung lambs bound 
As to the tabor’s sound. 

Tt/me alone there came a thought of 
grief: 


A tiinclv utterance gave that thought 
relief. 

And I again am stioiig : 

The cataracts blow their trumpets from 
the sleep ; 

No more stuill grief rit mine the season 
wrung ; 

1 hear the Echoes through the moun- 
lams throng. 

The Winds come to me from the fields of 
sleep. 

And all the earth is gay ; 

Land and sea 

Give themselves up to jollity, 

I And with the hearty of May 

yoth every Beast keep 2 holiday 
Thou ChUd of Jov, 

Shout round me, let me hear thy shouts, 
thou happy 

Shepherd-boy ! 

IV 

I Ye blessed Creatures, I *'«r.vr nemo the 
I call 

I "L Ye to each other make ; I Jiee 
•The heavens laugh with you in your 
jubilee; 

My heart is at your festival, 

My head hath its coronal, 

The fulness C'f your hiss, I feel—I feel it 
all. 

Oh evil day ! if I were sullen 
V.'bile Earth herself is adorning, 
i This sweet May •morning, 
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And the Children are culling^ 

On every side, 

In a thousand valleys far and wide, 
%Frcsh flowers; while the sun shines 
-warm. 

And the Babe leaps up on his Motljer's 
arm - 

I hear, I near, with jof. I hear ! 
—But there’s a Tree, of many, one, 
A single Field which I have looked upon-, 
Botli of them sj>cak of something that is 
gone : 

The Pansy at mv feet 
> Doth the same tale repeat : 

Whither is fled the visionary gleam ? 
Where is it now, the glory and the 
dream ? 


Our birth is but a sleep and a forgetting: 

The. Soul that rises with us, our life’s 
Star, 

Hath had elsewhere its setting. 
And cometh from afar : 

Not in entire forgetfulness, 

And not in utter nakedness. 

Hut trailing clouds of glory do we come 
From (lod. who is our home : 

Heaven lies about ns in our infancy ! 

Slnidcs of th'* prison-h>>use begin lr> ciose 
Upon the growing Boy, 

Hut He beholds the light, and wlience il 
flows. 

He sees it in his joy ; 

The Youili, who daily farther from the 
east , 

Must travel, still is Nature’s I’rjest, 
And bv the vision ‘^jilciidid 
Is on his way attended 

At length the Man juTceives it die away. 

And fade into the light of coiiiiiioii day. 

.'I 

Karlli fills her lap with pleasures of her 
own ; 

Yearnings she hath in her own natural 
kind, 

And, even with something of a Mother’s 
mind. 

And no unworthy aim. 

The homely Nurse doth all she can 
> Foster-child, her Inmate 

Man, 

Forget the glories he hath knowm 

And that imperial palace w'lience 
came. 

VII 

Behold the Child among bis new-born 
blisses, 

A six years’ Darling of a pigmy size ! 

See, where ’mid work of bis own hand he 
lies, 


Fretted by ^ illies of his mother's kisses. 
With light jjpon him from his father's 
I eyes! • 

I Sec, at his feet, some little plan or chart, 
Sowie fragment from his dream of human 
I . life, 

I Shaped by himself with newly-learued 
art; 

A (wedding or a festival, -a. 

A mourning or a funeral: 

And this hath iiow^Jute^art, 
< And untef this he frames his song: 

Then will he fit his tongue 
To dialoguei" of Tjusinesfi, love, or stqir j 
But it will not be long 
lire this be thrown aside. 

And with new joy and pride 
The little Actor conr, another part; 
(bulling.'rom time to time his “humorous 
■ stage’’ 

With all the Persons, down to palsied 
.Age, 

That L.ifp brings with her in her equipage; 
As if his whole vocation 
Were endless imita*ion. 

VIII 

Thon, whose exterior semblancfl: doth 
belie a 

TRv Soul's immensity 
‘ Thou best Philosopher, wlio vet dost 
keej) 

Thy heritage, thou Eye among the blifid, 
Thai, deaf and silent, read’st the eternal 
deep. 

Haunted for e\’er by llic eternal mind,— 
Mighty Prophet ! Seer blest! 

On whom those truths do rest. 
Which we are toiling allofir lives to find, 
In darkness lost, the darkness of the 
grave ; 

Thou, over whom thy Iminortulity 
Broods like the Day, a Master o’er a 
Slave, 

A Presence which is not to be put py ; 
Thou little Child, yet glorious in thj 
might 

Of heaven-born freedom on thy being's 
height, 

Why with such earnest pains dost thou 
provoke 

The years to bring the inevitable yoke. 
Thus blindly with thy blessedness at 
strife ? [freight, 

'j Full soon thy .Soul, shall have her earthly 
And custom lie upoiVthee with a weight. 
Heavy as frost, and deep almost as life ! 

IX 

O joy ! that iu our embers 
Is something that doth live. 

That nature yet remembers. 
What was so fugitive I 



INTRODUCTlCfX 


“1 - 

The thoufrht of oiir past yuars in me doth I 
breed \ | 

Perpetual benediction : not indeed ■ 
For that which is most worthy to be ! 

blest ; • ! 

Delif^ht and liberty, the simple creed 
Of Childhood, whether busy or at rest, j 
With new-fledged hope still fluttering in ' 
his breast:— * 

Not for these IVaisfj 
** The song of thanks and praise : | 

But for those obstinate (]iiestiouiAgs \ 
Of sense apd outward things. 
Fallings fnnn us^ vasisliings ; 
Blank misgivings of a Creature 
Moving about m worlds not rcali‘-ed. 
High instincts before whicWour iiicr^al 
■»* i^ature • 

Did ^remble like a guiltv Thing sflirpriseB: 
But for those first aflections, 

Those shadowy recollections. 

•a WIfleh, be thej' what they ma>-. 

Are yet the fountain light of all pur dav, ' 
Are yet a inasti^ light ot all onr seeing ;! 

I'pliold ii!?, chc%ish, and^avc jiower to 
* niak^' • ^ ' j 

Ourmoisv years seem moments in the i 
being ■ « ^ I 

Of the eternal Silence: truths that wake. _ 
Tc> ]>erish never : { 

Which lien her listlessness, nor mad on- [ 

' J deavour, 

* Nor Man lU'r Boy, ' 

Nor all that is at eiuniiy with joy, , 
Can utterly .ibolish or destroy ! 1 

Hence in a .season ot calm weather ' 
Though inland far \\e he. 

Our Souls ha'M‘ sight of that mmiorlal sea 
Which brought ns IiiHkt, 

Can in a moment travel thither, 
.\ndseethe Children sport upon the shore, 
And hear the mighty waters rolling ever¬ 
more. ,» 


Then sing, ye Birds, sing, sing a joyous 
-i song! 

And let the j'oung Lambs bound 
As to the tabor's sound ! 

We in thought wdl join your throng. 

Ye that pipe and ye that play. 
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• Ye that through your hearts to¬ 
day 

Feel the gladness of the May 1 

What though the radiance wlfich was 
once BO bright 

now for ever taken from my sight, 
Tho^h nothing chn bring back the 

Of splendour in theigrass, of glory in the 
flower : 

We will j^ieve not, rather find 

Strength in what rem.iins behind ; 

111 the primal sympathy 

Wliieh h.'iving been must ever be ; 

In the soothing thoughts that 
■ spring 

Ont of hiiinaii snlfering ; 

In the faith that looks through 
death, 

III >ears that bring the philosophic mind. 

XI 

And O. ye Fountains, Meadows, Hills, 
and Oruves, 

Tnirebode not any severing of our loves ! 

■^’et in my heart of hearts I feel your 
might ; 

1 only have relinquished one delight 

To live beneath vour more habitual swav. 

I love the Brooks which down their chan¬ 
nels fret. 

Even more than when I tripjied lightly as 
they ; 

The innocent brightness of a new-boni 
] >ay 

Is loveb’^yet ; 

The Clouds that gather round the setting 
sun 

Do take a siiber colouring from an eye 

Thai hath kept watch o’er man's mor¬ 
tality ; 

Another race hath been, and other palms 
are won. 

Thunks to the human heart by which wc 

• live. 

Thanks to its tenderness, its jo3S, and 
fears. 

To me the meanest flower that blows can 
give 

Thoughts that do often lie too deep for 
tears. . 'A-*'*' 
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'rt4E PRELUDE 


U 

thp: prelude; 

OR GROWTH OF A POET'S MIND; 

, AN Al'TOHlOl-.KAl'HICAI- POKM. 

ADvbR'I'ISEMENT* 


The following Pouiii was coiiniirnccfl in 
the beginning of the vnar 1700, and com¬ 
pleted in the svimtner of iSos- 

.The design and oce.ision of the work 
are described by the Aiitlior in his Pre¬ 
face to the KxerRsiov, (iist published 111 
1814, where he thus spe.iks ;— 

" Several years aijo, wln’ii tli»‘ Aiitlior Tctiied 
to his native mountains with the hop - of heins! 
enabled to construct a literal y woik that iiu'dit 
live, it was a reasonable thin" that he shniild 
take cl review of his own iiiind, and l■^L■lllIllle 
how far Nature and luliicatioii liad qiialilifd 
him for such an rin])lnymciit. 

*' As sutisidiary to this jirepar itioii, he under¬ 
took to record. Ill verse, tlie onqin and pio^iess 
of his own XHiweis, as far as he was acquainted 
with them. 

"That work, addressed tu de ir friend, 
most dislmfimshed toi his knowleditc and aciiiiis, 
and to wlioin the Author's intellerl is deeply 
indebted, lias been Ioiik hnished ; .iiid the result 
of the iiivestipatiou whiidi nave rise to U, w.is 
a dctemiinal ion to compose a philosophic.at 
Poem, cuiitaiiiin:; views of Man, Nature and 
Society, and to be entitled the ' Recluse ; ’ as 
having for ils principal subject t)ie seus.iLioiis 
and opinions of a poet livuu! 111 Tetircment. 

*■ The prepii’.atory pflein is bioKra]ihical, and 
conducts the history of the Author’s lumd to 
the point when he was endioldened to hope that 
Ills faculties wc e siiflicieiitly matured foi entering 
tapon the arduous laboui winch he liad proposed 
to himself; and the two works h<lve the same 
kind of relation to each olhei, if In- may so 
express himself, as llic .Anle-e.liapel has to die 
liody of .1 Uotliie eliiiii'h. CoiitmiiinK this 
ulliisioii. he mav be permitted to add, that his 
minor picecs, which have been long before ll.f 
public, when they sii.ill be jiroperly arranged, 
will lie found by the attentive readc-r to have 


BOOK 

I mjfe'i/G TTpy.—CHILDHDOD 
ANf) SCHOOL-TIMJi. 

O THERE is blessing in this gentle bree/e, 
A visitant that while it fans my cheek 
Doth seem half •conscious of the jtiy it 
brings 

From the green fields, and from yon azure 
sky. 

Whate’e" its niissinn, the soft breeze can 
come 

To none more grateful than to me: 
escaped 


I such ciiniicctioii with the mam work 
I give tlicm claiin to be likened to the little t^ls', 

I oraiorii'.s, and sepulchral recesses, ordinarily in¬ 
cluded III those edihccs." 

Such w'as tin; Author's language in life' 
year 181 j. 

ft will thence be seen, that the present 
Poem was intended to be introductory to 
tl^e Kfcj.,vsj-', and that the^ Ur.cui'ift.’, if 
' coni|ileted, would iiave consisted of 
Three I'avts. Of these, the Second Part 
: aloiK*, viz., the 1 £xci;rsion, w'as hiiislied, 

, and given to the world by the Aiitlvar. 

! The First Hook of tiie First Part of the 
Rvci.rsi- still remains *in ijnamiscript ; 
but tlie Third Part was only planned. 
The materials of which it would have 
heen formed have, however, been u cor- 
jiorated, for tlie mo't part, in the 
.Author's other Publications, written 
subsequently to the lixcoRSiox. 

The Friend, to whom the present 
i Poem is addressed, was the late SamueS^, 

' Tavi.or t'oLiiRiDi.i', who WAS resident in' 
Malta, for the restoration of his health, 
when the greater pan of it w'as composed, 
j Mr. Coleridge r«;ad a considerable por¬ 
tion of the Poem while he was abroad : 

\ and his feelings, on hearing it recited by 
the Author (after his return to his own 
coiiiitrv), arc recorded in his Verses, 
addressed to Mr. Wordsworth, which 
' will be found in the “ Sibvlhne Le.aves,” 
p. it) 7 . ed. ifii7» “ Poetical Works, by 
I S. T. Coleridge,” vol. i., p. 2 of>.—En. 
Kydau Mount, t 

ftilv 13^/7, 1850. 

FIRST 

From the vast city, where I long had 
pined 

A discontented sojourner : now free, 
il'ree as a bird to settle where I will. 
'•What dwelling Shall receive me ? in what 
vale ' * 

Shall be ray harbour ? underneath what 
grove 

Shall I take up my home ^ and what clear 
stream 

Shall with its murmur lull me into rest.,’ 
The earth is all before me. With a 
joyous, nor scared at its own liberty. 
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I look about; and shOf^ld the chosen j Tw both I listened, drawing from them 
guide I both 

Be nothmgbetterjthan a wandering cloud, I A cheerful confidence m things to come. 
1 cannot miss my way. I breathe again ! # 

Trances of thought and inouiitings^f the Content and not unwilling now to give 
mind * A respite to this passion, I paced on 

Come fast upon me : it is shaken oil, Witli brisk and eageiwsteps ; and came, at 
That burthen of iiiy own uij^natur.d self. U 4 igth. 

The heavy weight of many a weary dav To a green shady pjacc. whore down 1 sale 
Ni^t mine, and such aS wer^* not made fur Heueath a tree, sbiekeiiing niy thoughts 
■ ‘^ine. by plu)ice. 

Long months of peace (if such bold \'^ord And settling into gentler happiness. 

accord • ^ 'Twai, autuinii, and a clear and placid 

"vv’ith any promises cii human life.) ilay. 

Long months of vase and iinclisturbeil With warmth, as much as needed, from 
delight I .a sun 

Are injiic m ]>rfispeet : wlftther sli.fll I ! Twii hours declined towards the west ; a 
■♦••turn, * I dav 

By j'oad or'pathw.iy, nr thr<mgh tr;frk- 1 Witli silver clouds, and sunshine on the 
less field, | grass. 

Up hill or down, nr shall snnie 11 >i,iting' And in the sheltered .and the sheltering 
1 thflig ! grow 

Upon th(' river point me <iut mj’ eonrsc ? A perferl stillness. Mauv were the 
* thduglits 

J lear Lifiert^*! V<’t •^'hgt would it I.raouraged and rlisiiiissed, till choice 
avaif • , • Was m-ide 

Bubwfor a gift that c<»nserratcs the joy ? Of a known \ ale, Avhither luv feet should 
For I, methniigli^, wh^e the sweet breath ! turn, 

of l^naveii * 1 Nor rest till they had reached the very 

Was blowing on my body, felt within ; door 

A correspondent bree/e, that gently ' Of the one cottage uhich methought I 
•I iiiiived j saw. 

’with quickening virtue, but is now be- j Xo picture of mere iiiem<irv ever looked 
come j So fair ; and while upon the laneied scene 

A tempest, a redundant energy. | I g.izedwitli growing Jove, a higher power 

Vexing its own cre.'ition. Thanks to Than Faiicv gave assurance of some worg 
both. Of glorv there forthwith to be begun. 

And their esngenial powers, that, Avhile Perhaps too theie jierformed. Thus 
they join long 1 mused. 

In breaking up a long-continued frost. Nor e'er-lost sight of what T mused upon. 
Bring with them vernal promises. tli<* Save when, amid the stately grove of 
hope oaks. [cup 

Of active days urged on by flying hours— Now here, now there, an acorn, from its 
Days of sweet Ifeisure, taxcd.with patient , Dislodged, through sere leaves rustled, or 
I thought '• at once 

Abstruse, noi wanting punctual service . To the bare earth dropped with a start- 
high, _ j ling semud. 

Matins and'vespers of harmonious verse! j From that soft couch I rose not, till the 
. sun 

Thus far, O Friend ! did I, not used to Had almost touched the horizon ;~casting 
make then _ .r -f'- mu- -•' 

A present joy the matter of a song, A backward glance ifiioii the curling 
Pour forth that day my soul in mca.siir(:^ ckuid 

strains Of city smoke, by distance ruralised : 

That wouid'not b^fPrgoften, and are here' Keen as a Truant or a Fugitive, 
Kecordeck: to the open fields 1 told But as a I*ilgrini resolute, I took, 

A prophecy ; poetic numbeiK came Even with the charitc equipment of that 
Spontaneous^'to clothe in priestly robe hour, 

A renovated spirit singled out. The road that pointed toward the chosen 

Such hope was mine, for holy services. Vale. 

^ly own voice cheered me, and, far more. It was a splendid evening, and my soul 
the mind's Once more made trial of her strength. 

Internal echo of the imperfeet sound ; ' nor lacked 
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.ISulian visitations ; but the harp * Wliile she as dlteous as the mother dove. 
Was soon defrauded, and the banded host Sits brooding,/nvcs not always to that 
Of harmony dispersed in straggling end, 

soumls. But lyte the innocent bird, hath goadings 

And lastlv utter silence! “ Bo it so ; on 

Why think of anything but preseift That drive b<T as in trouble through the 
good ?” groves; 

So, like a home-bound labourer 1 pursued Willi me i% now such passion, to be 
My way beneath the melkiwing sun. that blamed p 

shed N'o otherwise <hun as it lusts too In:^ 

Mild influence ; nor left in me one wish , 

Again lo bend the Sabbath of that time' When, .is becomes a man who would 
To u servile y<.)ke. What need of many j jirepare « - , 

‘ words? For such an *artlifoiis work, I through 

A pleasant loitering jt)urin’y, through j invseli 

three days • i Make rigorous iii()uisiti<m, the report 

Continued, brought me lo my hermit.'ige. Is ollen clieoring ; forneither seein 
I spare to tell of w'hat ensued, the life Tij^lack tlyit first great gift, tjie vital ^o'ul. 
In common things—the endless store of Nor gener.'il Truths, which arc themscii'ves 
things, a sort 

Bare, or at least so s«-eiiiiiig, every-dav C)t JiliTiieiits and Agents, Under-jOowers, 
Found all about mo in f>ne neighbour- Siibordin.ite helpers of the living mind : 

hood— Ncy am I ii.iketl oi e.Kleynal things. 

The self-congr.itiilation, and. from morn ] Forms, images, nor nuii^eroup other aids 
To night, unbroken cheerfulness serene. Of less regard.*ihough wpn pcrjiaps with 
But speedily an earnest longing rrise toil 

To brace invself to some determined aim. And needful tf> build up a Poet'.s piaise. 
Reading or thinking ; either to lay up Tune, plac«‘, and lyanni/s do I seek, and 
New stores, or rescue fnnn decav the old these ' 


By timely mlerfereiice : ami llierewith 
Came hopes still higher, that with out¬ 
ward life 

1 might endue simie airy phantasies 
That had been floating loose about for 
years. 

And to such beings temperately deal forth 
The many feelings that ojijiressed my 
heart. 

That hope hath been discouraged ; wel¬ 
come light 

Dawns from the east, but dawns to dis- 
appc.ir 

And mork me with a sky that ripens not 
Into a steady morning : it my mind, 
Remembering the bold jiromise of the' 
past. 

Would gladly grapple with some noble 
theme, | finds 

Vain is her wish : w’here'er she turns she 
Mits from tlay to day renewed. 

And now it would content me to yield 
up 

Those lofty hopes awhile, for prc.sent gifts 
Of humbler industry. But. oh, dear 
Friend ! 

The Poet, gentle cre’ature as he is. 

Hath, like the Lover, his unruly times ; 
His fils when he is neither sick nor well, 
Though no distress be near liini but his 
own 

Unmanageable thoughts : his mind, best 
pleased 


Are fonml in ])l(iiteons "ilore, but nowhere 
such 

.■\‘-mavbe singled out with steady chfiice?,, 
j Nr) little baud of yet remembered names 
M hoin 1, ni perfect confidence, might 
liope 

To suniinoii back from lonescinic banish¬ 
ment. 

And make them dwellers in the hearts of 
men 

Now living, or to live in future years. 
Sometimes the ambitious Powder of 
choice, mistaking 

Proud spring-tide ^wcllin^s for a regular 
sea. 

Will settle on some British theme, some ‘■ 
old 

Romantic tale by Milton left unsung ; . 
More often turning lo some gentle place 
Within the groves of Chivalry, I pipe 
To shepherd swains, or seated harp in 
hand. 

Amid reposing knights by a river side 
ttr fountain, listen to the grave reports 
j 06 dire enchantments faced and over¬ 
come ** ‘ 

By the strong mind, and talcs bf warlike 
feats, • 

Where spear encountered spear, and 
sw'ord with sword * 

Fought, as if conscious of the blazonry 
That the shield bore, so glorious'was tot 
strife : 

Whence inspiration for a song that winds 
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TlirouRli ever changing iccncs of votive 
quest • 

Wrongs to redress, harmonious tribute 
paid • 

To patient courage and unblemished 
truth, 

To firm devotion, zeal unquenchable. 
And Cliristian meekness liatlowiiig faith¬ 
ful loves. • • 

.S<ta 1C times, more sternly moved, I would 
relate • 

How vanquished Mithridates northward 
ji-assed, • , % 

And, hidden in the cloud of year^, became 
Oiliii, the Fallier of a race by vn lioin 
IVri-^lied the Kouian bani^re . It tI k 
friends • 

And followors of Sertorins, nift ol Sj«mi 
F huig, found shelter in the Fortunate 
Isles, 

And le 4 t t heir usages, their arts and laws, 
'Jh disappe.ir bv a slow gradual de.ith. 

'I'o dwindle and to perislj one Vy om^. 
Starved 111 ♦hus%narrow (pounds : but not 

• the«.4Jitl • '• 

Of Liberty, which n,*'le(;lT hiiriflr-d years 
Siirviv»*d. and, when the luirope.au came 
With skill and fowe# that might not be 

\\ itflstood, 

Pid, like a pestilence, maintain its hold 
And wasted down by glorious death that 

Of natural liiToea : or I would record 
How, In tyrannic times, some high- 
soiilod iJian. 

Unnamed among the ehrouicles of kings. 
StiHere l in silence fur Trutli's sake: or 
tell. 

How that one Frenchman,* through con¬ 
tinued force 

Of meflitati(in on the inhuman dectls 
Of those who eoiiquer^-d first the Indian 
Isles, a 

Went single in his ministry across 
The Ocean ; not to comfort tiie ojjjiressed. 
But, like a thirsty wind, to roam about 
Withering the Oppressor ; how Clustavus 
sought 

Help at his need in Dalccarlia’s mines : 
How Wallace fought for Scotland ; left 
the name 

Of Wallace to be found, like a wild flower. 
All over his dear Country ; left the deeA 
Of Wallace, like ^ famiK* of Ghosts, * 
To peopw the Steep rocks and river 
banks. 

Her natural sanctuaries, with*a local soul 
Of 

Sometimes 


independence and stem liberty, 
netimes it suits me better to invent 


^ 1 Dominique dcGouriaies, a French gentleman 
who went in 156S to Florida to avenge the mas¬ 
sacre of the Frendi by the Spaniards there.— EJ, 


A talc from my own heart, more near 
' akin 

To my own passions and# habitual 
thoughts; 

•Some variegated story, in the main 
' Lofty, but the unsubstaulial structure 
lielts 

Hefon' the verv sun that brightens it, 
Mist into air dissolving! Then a wish, 
My last and favourite aspiration, mounts 
With yeainmg towards some philosophic 
song 

. Of Truth that chcri-Nhes our daily life ; 
With meditaliuns passionate from deep 
. Ki'cj'S'.fs ill Ilian’s lieart, miniortal verse 
'rinuightfiilh litt«‘f 1 to the Orphean lyre ; 

, lint from tins .iwfitl burl hen T full soon 
Takr refuge and beguile iinself with trust 
j That ineJIoner years will bring a riper 
I lllllld |]Klst 

And clearer insight. Thus inv days are 

I In eontradietioii : with no shill to part 
j Vague longing, haply bred by want of 
j jiower, 

j From paramount impulse not to be 
i wilhsiuod, 

' A timorous c.'i|>acitv fnim prudence. 

' From rircuiiispectioii. iiiliiiite delay. 

! Huniibiy and modest awe themselves 
, Bi'tray me, serving often for u cloak 
To a more subtle seltishiiess ; that now 
Locks every funrtioii up in blank reserve. 
Now dupes me, trusting to an anxious eye. 
That with intrusive restlessness beats off 
Simplicity and self-presented truth, 
j Ah ' lietter far than this, to stray about 
' Voliiptutnisly through fields and rural 
walks, 

And ask no record of the hours, resigned 
To vacant musing, unreproved neglect 
Of all things, and deliberate holiday. 

Far better nev’er to have heard the name 
Of zeal and just ambition, than to live 
/lutfled and plagued by a mind that every 
hour 

I Turns recreant to her task ; takes lican 
j again, 

I Then feels immediately sonic hollow 
I thought 

■ Hang like an interdict up.'v'- jpes. _ 

I This is mv lot; for ciutfer still I find 
! Some imperfection in the chosen theme, 
Or see of absolute accomplishment 
bMuch wanting, so much wanting, in my- 
, self, 

I That I recoil and droop, and seek repose 
In listlcssiiess from vain perplexity, 
j Unprofitably travelling toward the? 

grav'c., ' 

Like a false steward who hath much 
received 

And renders nothing back. 

Was It for this 
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rh.il out*, the fairest of all rivers, I'-AVfl 
Tt) hleud his inunuurs with niy nurse's 
song. 


•^>rca 


Frost, and the ^>rcatli of frosty wind, had 
snat>j5ed 

; Tlu‘ last autumnal crocus, ’twas my joy 


And, frmn his alder shades and iDcky . W’ith^store of springes o’er iny shoulder 
falls, I hung 

And irom his fords and shallows, si-nt'a ; To range the open heights, where wood- 
voice * . corlis rim 

That flowed along my rlreatn*-'. Fi)i ; Along llie sjniKith green turf. Through 
this, didst thou, t) . half the night. 

O l)(*rwcni ! winding among gr:iss\ Scudding awiiv from snare to snare, 1 
holms j plied _ 

Where 1 was looUuig on. a lialie in .inns, I'Di.it anxious visilation :—nifioii »»d 
Make ceaseless niiisic th.it Cfiin})osed niv stars < • 

thoiighls \ Were shining (I'er diy liead. 'I w.is aloiit^* 

To more than inf.uit suflness, gi\iiig me And seeini'd to he .i tnmhle to tlie p vice 
Amid the iretfiil dwellings of ni.Lirkind Tli^il dwelt ainoiig tiieni- Sometimes it 
A foretaste, a dim earnest, of the c.'ilm . hefel ' 

'I'hat Nature breathes .imong the lulls In these i^ght wanderings, that a stliCi/g 
and groves. * di-sire '' , 

When he had left the mountains and re- O'er powered m\ better reason, and the 
ccived I bird 

On his smooth bn-asi the shadow of \Vliich was the captive of .nnolh\T‘s t«*il 
those towers : Bcicanie .'iiv jirey , .ind wlieii the deed 

That vet survive, a shattered iiioiiiiment ■ was done ^ 


iti^ 


Of feudal swav, the bnglit blue river jfl heard ainpng the solitary lulls 

passed ! Low breathings coining arter^iiie. j 

Along the margin of our terrare walk : 1 sounds 
A teinpliiig iilavinale whom wi‘ de.irlv ' (jf inidistiiigiiishajjle imdion. steps 

1 Almost as'silent as the turf tlv'v trod. 


lo\ (<1. 

Oh, inaiiv a time ha\c 1 . .i fne vears’ 
child. 

In :i small mill-race sexered from his 
stream. 

.Made one long bathing of a suiunier’s 
dav ; 

Basked in the sun, and ]'lunged .'ind 
basked again 

Alternate, all a snininer's day, or .scouri'd 

The sandy fields, leaping through flowerv 
groves I lull. 

Of yellow ragwort ; or when rork aiul i 

'fhe woods, and distant SkuUlaw’s lolty' 
height. 

Were bronzed with di-epest r.idianre, 
stood al< 'lie " 


Nor less when spring had warmed the 
cultured Vale, 

Moved we as iplundcrers wliere the 
mother-bird 

IT.id ill high idaccs built her lodge ; 
Ihniigli mean 

Our obiect and inglorious, vet the cud 

Was not Ignoble. Oh ! when 1 have hung 

.Above the raven’s nest, bv knots f>f grass 

And half-inch fissures in the slippery 
rock 

But ill sustained, and almost (so it 
seemed) » 

Siisiieiided by the'blast tliat l.-lcw amain, 

SlKiiildering the naked crag, oh, at that 
time 


Beneath the skv, as if T had been born | 

On Indian plains, and from iiiv iiiotlier's ' WHiiIe <ni the perilous ridge I hung alone, 
hut i With what strange utterance did the loud 

Had run abro.ad in wantoiiness, to sport i drv wind 

A naked siivage, in the thunder shower. | Blow through my ear ! the sky seemed 

not a skv 


Fair soed-tiimniad niy soul, and I grew 1 Of eiirtli—and with what motion moved 


up 

Fostered alike by bc.’aiity and by , 

Much* favoured in my birth-place, aiur] 
no less 

III that beln.'cd Vale to which ere long 


the clouds ! 

Oust as we arc,'th(* immortal spirit 
grows , 

Like harmrny in music ; there i.s a dark 


We were transplanted—there were we let Inscrutable workmanship that reconciles 
loose I riiseordant elements, makes them cling 

For sports of wider range. Ir^re I had | together 


tol I 

Ten birth-days, when .among the moun¬ 
tain slfipes 


In one society. How strange that all 
The terrors, pains, and early miseries," 

I Regrets, vexatious, lassitudes interfused 
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Within my mind, should '-’tT have home 
a part. « 

And that a lu'fdfiil jiart, in inakiii;^ up 
The calui existence that is niiiif w^cii I 
Am worthy of myself ! Prais«* to the 
end I 

Thanks to the means which N.itiire 
deigned to employ ; • 

Whether her fearless visitiiigs. or those 
Tl\at came with soft alanist like ImrllessT 
light , 

Opening the peaceful clouds ; or she may 
^ use. • , 

severer mter\cntioiis, inmNlry 
More palpable, as best might suit her uiiii. 

One summer evening (lea by her) I 
^ Tound , 0 

A liUle boat tied to a willow tree 
Within a rockv cave, its nsii.il home. 
Straigh^ I unlo(ised her chain, ami st«“p- 
> ping in 

Pushed from th^ shore. It was«ii aet^if 
stealth , 

And Iroii^h'^ pleasure, iiRr.vlflunil the 
\'Oice m 

Of iBfumtam-echors did my ho.il move 
on : • • 

Leaviiigaliehind hei still, on eithei '-ide, 
.Small ciieles glittering idlv m thi’ moon, 
Until they melted all into one track 
.Of sparkling light. But now, like one 

who rows, 

Proud of his skill, to reucli a clmseii point 
With an unswerving line. I fi.xed my view 
Upon the summit of a craggy ridge. 

The horizon’s iitinost boundary; far 
above • 

Was nothing but the- stars and the grev 
sky. 

She was an elfin pinnace ; lustily 
I dipped my oars into the silent lake. 
And, as I rose upon ilR’ stroke, m^' boat 
Went heaving Through the water like a 
• swan ; 

When, from behind that craggy steep 
till then 

■'The. horizon’s bound, a' luige peak, black 
and huge. 

As if with voluntary power instinct 
Upreared its head 1 struck and struck 
again, 

And growing still in stature the grin^ 
shape . 

Towrered tfj> betvsSen me and the stars, 
and sitil], 

For so It seemed, with purpose of its own 
And measured motion like a living tlimg. 
Strode after me. ♦ W'ith treiubliiig oars I 
turned, 

^iid through the silent W'aler stole my 
way 

Back to the covert of the willow tree ; 
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Tlihre in her iiiooriiig-place 1 left my 
bark,- 

Aiid through the mi;adows limncward 
went, in grave ^ 

. 4 nd serious mood ; but after I had seen 
That .spectacle, for many days. myVirain 
Worked with a dim'and imdeti'rrniiied 
sense 

Of unknown model of being : o'er my 
thoughts 

There hung a darkness, call it .solitude 
Or blank desertion. No familiar shajies 
Keiiiaiiied, no pleasant images of trees. 
Of sea or skv, no colours of green fields ; 
But huge and mighty forms, that do not 
fi\'e 

Like living men, moved slowly through 
the miiid 

By dav. and were a trouble to iny 
dreams. / ’ , 

‘ Wisdom .md .Sjurit oi tlie universe ! 
Thou ScMiI that art the eternity of 
thought. 

JJ'haL gives! to foriu.s and images a breath 
■And e^’crlastuig iuoti<Mi, not iii ^ am 
By dav <ir rLii'-light thus from my first 
(.lawn 

Of childhood didst thou intertwine for 
me 

The iiassioiis that build up our human 
soul : 

Not with the mean and vulgar works of 
man. 

But with high olijects, with enduring 

things— 

With life ami natun - -purifying llius 
The elements of fei-lmg and of thought. 
And saiietifviiig, b\ such discipline. 

Both pain and fear, until we recognise 
A grandeur iii the beatings of the heart. 
Nor w.is this fellowship vouchsafed to me 
\\’ith slintetl kindness. In November 
days, 

When va|iours rolling down the valley 
made 

A lonelv scene more lonesome, among 
woods. 

At noon and ’mid the calm of summer 
nights. 

When, l>v the margin of :'iu* flV.Sibling 
lake: 

Beneath the gloomy hills homeward I 
0 w'eiit 

III solitude, such intercoui'se was mine; 
Mine was it in the fields both day and 
night. 

And by the waters, all the suihraer long. 

And in the frosty season, when the sun 
Was set, and visible for many a mile 

1 ' These lines hav« bsen printed before. Sea 
p. 72.— Ei. 
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The cottage ivindows blazed through t^ri- 
light^ gloom. 

I heeded not their summons : happy time 
It was ii^cieed for all of us—for me 
It was a time of rapture ! Clear and 
loud « 

Tlic village clock tplled six,—I wheeled 
about, t 

(^roud and exulting lUce nn untired lior^t 
That cares not for hw home. All shod 
w'ith steel, 

We hissed along the polished ice m games 


On caves and ij^ees, upon the woods and 
hills. 

Impressed upon all forms the characters 
I Of danger or desire ; and thus did make 
The sR-irface of the universal earth' 

With triumph and delight, with hope and 
fear. 

Work like a sea ? 

^ Not uselessly employed. 
Might I pursue thit theme through every 
change * 

Of t'xcrcise and play, to which the 


. «' 
in . 


than 


din 


i ^ * I 

^ Nor saw ^ band in happiness and jOy^ 

; Kicher, or w'orthier of the ground the; 


Confederate, imitative of the cl).»se j Did summon us in his delightful round. 

resound-1 

• ni^ iKirii, hpavon 

The pack loud chiming, and the h^ded | beautiful 

So through the darkness and the cold we ' 
flew. 

And not a voice was idle; with the 
Smitten, the precipices rang aloud ; 

The leafless trees and every iry crag 
Tinkled like iron ; wdiilc far distant liill.s 
Into the tnniult sent an alien sound 
Of uieLaiicholy not unnoticed, while the 
stars 

Eastward were s])arlclmg clear, and in 
the west 

The (.>raiige sky of evening died aw'av. 

Not seldom from the uproar 1 retired 
Into a silent bay, or sportively 
danced sideway, leaving the tumultuous 
throng. 

To cut across the reflex of a star 
That fled. and. flving still betore me, 
gleamed 

Upon the glassy plain ; and oftentimes. 

When we had given our bodies to the wind. 

And all the shadowy banks on cither side 
('ame sweeping through the darkness, 
spinning still 

The rapid line of motion, then at once 
Have 1 , reclining back upon my he*'.a. 

Stopped short; yet still the solitary cUtls 
Wheeled by me—even as if the earth had 
rolled 

With visible motion her diurnal round ! 

Behind me did they stretch in solemn 
train, 

Feebler and feebler, and I stood and 
Ti all wfastraTi^il as a dreamless sleep. 


they 

trod. 

I could record with no reluctan^ voice 
The woods of autumn, and their liaael 
, btnvcrs 

With milk-white clusters hupg; the rod 
and liiv, • , f « 

True symbol ofc.hope's foolishness, whose 
strong *■ 

And unreproved ostchaiUment led us on 
13 V rooks ahd pools shut out frem every 
st.ir. 

All the green summer, to forlorn cascades 
.■\nioug the windings hid of niountaiifc 
brooks. 

—Unfading recollections ! at this hour 
The heart is almost mine with which I 
felt. 

From some hill-top on sunny afternoons, 
The paiier kite high among ileecy clouds 
Pull at her rein like an impetuous courser; 
Or, from the meadows sent on gusty 
days. 

Beheld her breast the wind, then suddenly 
Dash(>d headlong.*" and rejected by the 
storm. *■ 


; Ye lowly cottages wherein we dwelt, 
A ministration of your own was yours ; 
Can 1 forget you, being as you were * 
' So beautiful among the pleasant fields 
In which ye stood ? or can I here forget 
i The plain and seemly countenance 
with which 

, Ye dealt out your plain comforts ? "Yet 
Ye Presvnees of Nature in the sky had ye 

And on the earth ! Yc Visions of thee I^clights and exultati9ns of ygur own. 

hills ! j Eager and never wear^ we pupued 

And Souls of lonely places ? can I think Oiir home amusement? by t‘he warm 
A vulgar l\ppe was yours when ye cm -1 peat-fife 

ploj ed j At evening, when with p^cil, and smooth 

Such ministry, when ye through many a j slate 

year I In square divisions parcelled out and all 

Haunting me thus among my boyish ! With crosses and with cyphers scribbled 
sports, i o’er, 
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We schemed and puzzled, head opposed 
to head 

In strife too humble to be named in verse; 
Or round the naked tabic, snow-white 
deal, • 

Cherry or maple, sate in close array,* 
And to the combat. Loo or Whist, led on 
A thick-ribbed army; not, as in the 
world, 

Nerfected and ungratefully thrown by ' 
Evefi for the very service they had 

WTOUght, * 

But hiisbaiideci through ^nany a long 
campaign. • * 

Uncouth nssemiblagp was it, w'herc no few 
Had changed their functions; sonic. 

plebeian cards • " i 

Wkioh Kate, beyoftd the promise of their ] 
birth, • • • 

Had "dignifieil, and called to represent 
The persons of dejiarted potentates. 

Ob* witlf what echoes on the board thev j 
fell ! ,1 

Ironic diamond!,—clubs, hearts, dia¬ 
monds. IpacJ^s, • 
A*'congre{flltifli) pileouslv ^kin r 
Chea# matter otfered they to bovish wit. 
Those sooty kna^s, pyjeipitated (’own 
With sco^s and taunts, like Vulcan out 
of heaven : 

Theptirainouiit ace, a moon in her eclipse, i 
Queens gleaming through lh(>ir sjilen- 
d mr’s last decay. 

And niouarehs surly at the wrongs sus¬ 
tained 

By royal visages. Meanwhile .abroad 
Incessant rain was falling, or the frost 
Raged bitterly, with keen and silent 
tooth ; 

And, interrupting oft that eager game. 
From under F.sthwaitc's splitting fields I 
of icc 

The pent-up air, striiggliug to free itself, 
(iave out to meadow grounds and hills a 
_ loud 

Protracted yelling, like the noise of 
wolves 

•llowling in troops along the Bothiiic 
Main. 

Nor, sedulous as I have been to trace 
How Nature by extrinsic passion first 
Peopled the mind with forms sublime or* 
fair, ► 

And madtt: me Tow;'theifi, may I here 
omit • 

'How other pleasures have beeikmine, and 
joys 

Of subtler origin 4 how 1 have felt. 

Not seldom even in that tempestuous 
time, 

ose hallowed and pure motions of the 

sense 



Wbich seem, in their simplicity, to own 
An intellectual charm ; that calm delight 
Which, if I err not, surely must belong 
To those first-born affinities thait ht 
Our new existence to existing things. 
And, in our dawn of being, constitute 
The bond of union between life and joy. 

Ves, I remember Avhen the changeful 
earth, ’ 

And twice fi\'e summers on my mind have 
stamped 

The faces of the moving year, even then 
I held unconscious intercourse with 
beauty 

Old I'vs crealioii, drinking in a pure 
Organic pleasure from the silver wreaths 
Of curling mist, or from the level plain 
Of Wiiters coloured by impending clouds. 

The sands of Westmoreland, the creeks 
and bays 

Of Cumbria's rocky limits, they can tell 
How, when the Sea threw oft Jus evening 
shade, 

.\iid to the sheplicrd's hut on distant hills 
Sent welcome notice of the rising moon. 
How I have stood, to fancies such as these 
A stranger, linking with the spectacle 
No consci(»iis memory of a kindred sight, 
And bringing with me no peculiar sense 
Of quietness or peace ; yet have I stood, 
Even while mine eye hath moved o’er 
many a league 

Of shining water, gathering as it seemed 
Through (‘\ery hair-breadth in that field 
of light 

New jileasure like a bee among the 
liuwers. 

Thus oft amid those fits of vulgar joy 
Which, through all seasons, on a child’s 
pur.su its 

Arc prompt attendants, Tuid that giddy 
bliss 

Which, like a tomi>est, works along the 
blood 

And is forgotten : even then 1 felt 
Gleams like the flashing of a shield :— 
the earth 

And common face of Nature spake to me 
Remcmberable things ; sor '-^’flie-S, ’tis 
true, 

Bv chance collision^and quaint accidents 
(Like those ill-sorted unions, work sup- 
• posed 

Of evil-minded fairies,) yet not vain 
Nor profitless, if haply they impressed 
Collateral objects and appearances, 
Albeit lifeless then, and doomed to sleep 
Until maturer seasons called them forth 
To impregnate and to elevate the mind. 
—And if the vulgar joy by its own weight 
Weanedjtself out of the memory. 
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*^The serenes which were a witness of tliat 

joy 

Remained in their substantial lineaments 
Depicted on the brain, and to tlie eye 
Were visible, a daily siKht; and thus 
By the impressive discipline of fear, * 
By pleasure and r<?i>eatcd happii^ss. 

So frequeuth” rej eated, and bv ffa'ce 
Of obscure fceliiij^s I^,pl■ftsentatI^'<* 

Of things forgotten, these same sceni's so 
bright. 

So beautiful, so majestic in themselves, 
Though yet tin* day was distant, did be- 
. come 

Habitually dear, and all their forms 
And changeful colours by invisible 4 inks 
Were fastened to the affections. 

I began 

My story early—^not misled, 1 trust. 

By an infirmity of love for clav.s 
Disowned by ineiiiory—ere the ijrcath of 
spring 

Planting my snowdrops among winter 

BlltiWS : 

Nor will it si'em to thee, O Friend ! so 
prmupt 

In sympathy, that 1 have lengthened out 
With fond and feeble tongue a tedious 
tale. 

Meanwhile, my Jiope has been, that I 
might fetch 

Invigorating thoughts from former years; 
Might fix the wavering balance of my 
mind. 

And haply meet reproaches loo, whose 
power 

May spur me on, in manhood now mature 


To honourable toil. Yet should these 
hopes' f 

Prove vain, uiid thus should neither I be 
(aught 

To understand myself, nor thou to know 

Wifli better knowledge how the heart was 
framed 

Of him thoy lovest; need I dread from 
thee 

•ilarsh judgmiaits,* if the song be loth to 


I. t 

Those recollected hours that havfe the 
charm , , 

Of visionary Hhin^s, those lovely fornis 
And sweet sensations that throw bade 
, our life, 

And almost'make remotest infancy 
A visible.scene, on which the sun is shiEit- 

I • • 

ing ? 


One end at least hath been attained; 
my mind * « 

H^>th bcun revived, and if this genial mood 
De.sert me not, forthwith'shajj be brought 
down ». ' \ j 

Through later j'ears the stofy Af my life. 
The road lies plain before me;—’*is a 
theme «• 

Single and- of determined bounjls ; and 
hence 

1 choose it rather at this time, than work 
Of ampler or more varied argument, 
Where 1 might be discomfited and lost : 
And certain hopes are with me, that to 
thee 

This labour will be welcome, honoured 
Friend 1 
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CONllNl'l.D t 

Thus f,u-, () Friend ! have we, though 
leaving much 

Unvisited, eiidcax’oiired to retrace 

The simple ways in which my childhood 
w alked 

Those clHPff^^i^, first led me to the love 

Of rivers, woods, and fields. The jiassiou 
yet » 

Was in its birth, sustained as might befal, 

By nourishment lliat came unsought: 
for still i 

From week to week, from month to 
month, we lived 

A round of tumult. Dulv wer'' our games | 

Prolonged in summer till the da\’-light 
failed: 

No chair remained before the doors ; the ■ 
bench 


And threshold steps were empty ; fast 
asleep * 

The labourer, and the old man who had*, 
sate 

A later lingerer ; yet the revelry 

Continued and the loud uproar : at last.' 

When all the groimd was dark, and twink* 
ling stars 

Edged the black clouds, home find to bed ' 
we went. 

Feverish with weary joints and beating 
minds. „ 

Ah ! ia there onewho'etcr has been young, 

Nor needs a warning voice to^tame the 
pride • 

Of intellect and virtue’s self-esteem ? 

One is there, though the wisest and the 
best 

Of all mankind, who covets not at tuner 

Union that cannot be ;—who would nut 
give 
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If so he might, to duty and to truth 
The eagerness of infantinf desire ? 

A tranquillising spirit presses now 
On my corporeal frame, so wide ajjpears 
The vacancy between me and those days 


Cchiquered and conqueror. Thus the 
pride of strength. 

And the vain-glory of superior skill. 

Were tempered : thus was gradually pro¬ 
duced 


Which yet have such self-presence in my ' A* quiet independence of the heart; 

mind, I . 4 nd to my Friend who knows me I may 

That, musing on them, oflEgi do I seem add, 

Two csonsciousnesses, ^onscious of myself [ Fearless of blame. f.hat hence for future 
A^ of some other Being. % A rude mas# j days 

Ofnative rock, left midway in the square : linsued a diffidence and modesty, 

Of our small market village, was the ml, And I was taught to feel, perhaps too 
^>r centre of Shese snort# ; and when. ; much, 

returned * | The* sclf-suflfjcing jiowcr of .Solitude. 

After long absence, thither I repaired. 


Gone was the old grey stone, and iiLits 
place • 


Oftr daily meals were frugal, Sabine 
fare ! 


Jr ^art A^semoly-rooin usurped the , M«'>rp than we wished wc knew the bless- 
.ground i ing then 

That had been ours. There let the fiddle ■ Of vigorous hunger—hence corporeal 
scream, | strength 

And be ye happy ! Yet, my Friends ' I | I'lisapped by delicate viands ; for, ex- 
know , ^ ; elude 

That more t^ian ^ne of you will think with A little weekly stipend, and we lived 
• me , « • * •» ; Through three divisions of thr quartered 

Of those soft starry nighi#, and that old ■ year 

^ 5 aine j In pemiilc-ss jiovcrtv. But now to school 

From whom thwslong was named, who j From the half-yearly holidays returned. 

We came with weightier purses, that 
sulheed 

To furnish treats more costly than the 
Dame 

Of the old grey .stone, from her scant 
board, supplied. 

We ran a boisterous course ; the year ] Hence rustic tlinners on the cool green 
span round ground. 

With giddy motion. But the time ap- , Or in the woods, oi bv a river side 


these had sate. 

And watched lier table with its huckster's 
wares 

.-Assiduous, through the. length of sixty 
years. 


proaeheCl 

That brought witli it a regular desire 


Or shady fount.'iins, while among the 
leaves 


For calmer pleasures, when the winning > Soft airs were stirring, and the mid-day 
forms j SUM 

Of Nature were collaterally attached 
To every scheme of holiday delight 
And every boyfth sport, less grateful else 
•And languidly pursued. 

When summer came. 

Our pastime was, on bright half-holidavs. 

To sweep along the plain of Windeiincre 
With rival oars ; and the selected bourne 
Was now an Island musical with birds 
That sang and ceased not; now a Sister 
Isle 

Beneath the oak's umbrageous covert^ 
sown • • 

With lilie? of the Valiev like a field ; 

And now S third small Island, where sur¬ 
vived • 

In solitude the ruins of a shrine 
Once to Our Ladf dedicate, and served 
Daily with chaunted rites. In such a race 
3 o ended, disappointment could be none. 

Uneasiness, or pain, or jealousy ; 

-We rested in the shade, all pleased alike, 


Tiifelt shone brightlv round ns in our joy. 

Nor is niy aim neglected if 1 tell 

pow soinetunes, in the length of those 
half-years. 

We from our funds drew largely ;—proud 
In curb. 

And eager to spur on, the galluping steed; 

And with the courteous inn-keeper, w'hose 
stud 

Supplied our want, we Jjiapi'y rfh'ght em- 
ploy 

Slv subterfuge, if the adventure's bound 

»Were distant : some famed temple where 
of yore 

The Druids worshipped, or the antique 
walls 

Of that .'arge abbey, W'here within the 
Vale 

Of Nightshade, to St. Mary's honour built. 

Stands ye-t a mouldering pile with frac¬ 
tured arch, 

Belfry, and images, and living trees; 
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A holy scene !-^Along the smooth green , Decanters, glasses, and the blood-red 
turf I wine. • 

Our homes grazed. To more than inland ! In ancient times, and ere the Hall was 
pc^c, I «bunt 

Left by the west wind sweeping overhead , On the large island, had this dwelling 
From a tumultuous ocean, trees and j been 

towers % i More worthy of a poet’s love, a hut. 

In that scqucstered|yallcy may dc seen, Proud of ittown bright fire and sycamore 
_■„ t and bolh motionless alike shad 

Such the deep shelter that is there, and But—thouglf the rhymes were goneithat 
such t once inscribed 

The safeguard for repose and quietness. The threshold, and large golden charac¬ 
ters, f‘ . ' *■ 

Our steeds remounted and the sum- Spread o’er the spangled sign-board, had 
mons given. dislodged 

With whip and sjmr we tliroiigfi the The old Li(.m and usurped his place, in 
chauiitrv Hew slight e , 

In uurouth race, and left the cro.'is-legged iVid imrjkery of the riv'tic painter’s 
kniglit, hand— ‘ 

And I'lc sto'ic-abbot, and that single wren '^’et, to this hour, the spot to me is dear 
Which one day sang so swi'rtly in the With all its foolish pomp. Th* garden 
nave i lay 

Of the old rhurch, that—tlvuigli from , l-Von a*klnpe suritiounti''d by a plain 
recent showers Of a small bpwJiiig-gr^'eii ;t beneath us 

The earth was comforlless. and, touched stood* ' • *r • 

by faint A grove, withf’glcams of water IhfjOugh 

Internal breezes, sobbings of the ])lace ■ tlic trees 

And respirations, from the rootless walls And over the tree* toj)s\ nor did we want 
The shuddering ivy drip]ied large drojis Refreshment, strawberries aiifi mellow 
—vet still i cream. 

So sweetly ’mid the gloom the iiivi<>il)le There, while through half an atternoqu 
bird i we phn^ed » 

Sang to herself, that thcTc I could have On the smooth platform, whether skill 
'made ! prevaiU-d 

My dwflli’ig-placo, and lived for ever Or haiipy blunder triumphed, bursts of 
there ! glee 

To hear such music. Through the walls Made all the mountains rmg. But, ere 
we flew I night-fall, * 

And down the vallev, and. a rirciiit made When in our lumiace we returned at 
III wantonn ‘ss c)f heart, through rough , leisure 

and smooth Over the shadowy lake, and to the beach 

We sc inipered homewards. * Oh, ve »‘'icks Of some sm.all island steered our course 
and strea'iis, with one, , 

And that still sjiiril *he(l from evening aii^! ' The Minstrel of the Troop, and left him 
Even ia tins joyous lime I someth.les . there, [flutd* 

fell ” And rowed off gently, while he blew his 

Your presence, when with slackened step Alone upon the rock—oh, then, the calm 
we breaihed And dead still water lay upon my mind 

Along the, sides of the steeji hills, or when liven with a weight of pleasure, and the 
Lighted hjyjk'ams of moonlight from the , sky, 

sea • I Never before so beautiful, sank down 

We beat with thundering hoofs the level Into my heart, and held me like a dream I 
sand. A'hus were my sympathies enlarged, and 

•I * thus * . ^ ^ 

Midway on long Winander’s eastern ; Daily the comm an ran^e of visible things 
shore, I Grew dear to me : already I be'gan 

Within the crescent of a pleasant bay. ' To love thS sun ; a boy I loved the sun, 
A tavern stood; no homelj'-fcatuired Not as I since have loved him, as a pledge 
house. And surety of our eartfily life, a light 

Primeval like its neighbouring cottages, Wh ch we behold and feel we are alive; 
But^twas a splendid place, the door beset Nor for his bounty to so many worldsA 
With chaises, grooms, and liveries, and But for this cause, that 1 had seen him 
within lay 
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His beauty on the morning hills, had seen 
The astern mountain touj^h his setting 
orb, 

In many a thoughtless hour,.when, i^om 
excess 

Of happiness, my blood appeared to flow 
For its own pleasure, and 1 breathed with 

^ joy- • 

And, from like feelings, humble though 
Jntense, % 

To patriotic and domestic love 
Analogous, the moon to me was dear :* 
j^r I could dream aw^- mfr purpose-,, 
landing to gaze upon lier while she hung 
Midway between the hills, as if she kiu-w 
N'<i other region, but belonged to Ihee,, 
Yea, appertained Iw a peculiA- right 
TW.hee and thv grev huts, thoiixme cle.nr ; 
Vale ! *■ ' • * ! 


Those incidental chai-ms which first ■' 

• attached 

My heart to rural objects, clav 4 iv dn^- 
Grew weaker, ancl I hasten on to tell 
Hgw Nature, int^venipnt*tijl,this time i 
And seconifar?, now at len/i^h was soiiglit | 
For li»r own sake. But who shall parcel ! 

out • , ! 

His intellect by geometric rules, i 

Split like a jirovince into round and ' 

* square ? j 

^ho knows the individual hour in which : 
His habits were first sown, even as a 

seed? 

Who that shall point as with a wand and 
say 

“ This portion of the river of mv mind 
Came from yrti fountain ? ” Thou, my 
Friend! art one 

More deeply read in thy own thoughts ; 
to thee 

Science appears but what In truth she is, 
Not as our glory and our absolute boast, 
But as a succcdaflcum, and a prop 
To our infirmity. No officious slave 
Art thou of that false secondary power 
By which we multiply distinctions, then j 
that our puny boundaries are | 
things 

That we perceive, and not that we have 
made. 

To thee, unblinded by these formal arts. 
The unity df all hath been revealed. 

And thou wilt doubt, witl\ me less aptlj* 
skilled* •• 

Than many are to range the faculties 
In scale and order, class the cabinet 
Of their sensations, and in voluble 
phrase • 

Run through the history and birth of 
each 

of a single independent thing. 

Hard task, vain hope, tc analyse the mind. 


If Aach most obvious and particular 
thought, 

Not in a mystical and idle sense. 

But in the words of Reason/deeply 
weighed, 

H.-fth no beginning. 

Blest the infant Babe, 
(For wrth my besi conjecture I would 
trace / 

'Our Being’s earthly progres",) blest the ' 
Babe, 

Nursed in his Mother's arms, who sinks 
t<.) sleep 

Rocked on his Mother's breast ; who 
with his soul 

Di inks in the feelings ')/ his Mother’s eye! 
For hiiii, in one dear Presence, there 
exists 

A virtue which irradiates and exalts 
Objects through widest intercourse ol 
sensi*. 

No outcast he, bewildered and depressed : 
Along his infant veins an- interfii.sed 
The gravitation and the filial bond 
Of nature that connect him with the 
Wi-rld, 

Is thi-re a Hov.-er, to which he points with 
hand 

Too wi-ak to gather it, alreadv love 
Drawn from love’-= purest earthly fount 
for him 

Hath beautified that flower; already 
shades 

Of pitv cast from inward tenderness 
Do fall around him upon aught that 
bears 

Unsightly marks of violence or harm. 
Emphatically such a Being lives. 

Frail creature as lie is, helpless as frail. 
An inmate of this active universe : 

For feeling has to him imparted power 
That through the growing faculties of 
sense 

Doth like an agent of the one great Mind 
Cfeate, creator and receiver both. 
Working but in alliance with, the works 
Which it beholds.—Such, verily, is the 
first 

Poetic spirit of our human life. 

By uniform control of after years. 

In most, abated nr suppressed'; vn some. 
Through every change of growth and of 
decay, 

’V^c-eminent till death. 

From early days. 

Beginning not long after that first time 
In which, a Babe, by intercourse of 
touch 

1 held mute dialogues with my Mother’s 
heart. 

I have endeavoured to display the mi^s 
Wherebv this infant sensibility. 

Great birthright of our being, was in mt 
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Augmented and sustained. Yetisafsath 
More ^difficult before me ; and 1 fear 
That in its broken windings we shall need 
The chiknois’ sinews, and the eagle’s wing: 
For now a trouble came into my mind 
From unknown causes. I was left ak.>nc 
Seeking the visiWe world, nor knowing ' 
why. , ^ 

The props of my afif^clions were rcincved. 
And yet the building stood, as if simtaiiu-d 
By its own spirit ! All that I beheld 
was dear, and hence to finer influxes 
The mind lay open to a more exact 
And close commimion. Many are f>iir 
joys 

In youth, but oh ! what liappiness*to live 
Wlieu every hour brings palpable .-icress 
Of knowledge, when all knowledgr is 
delight. 

And sorrow is not there ! The ‘seasons 
came. 

And every seasrin whereso«‘’er I ]iio>'ed 
Unfolded transitory qualities. 

Which, but for this most watchful j^oner 
of love. 

Had been neglected : left a register 
Of permanent relations, rise unknown. 
Hence life, and change, and bcaut\, 
solitude 

More active even than “ best society ” — 
Society made sweet as solitude 
By silent inobtrusive svnipalhies. 

And gentle agitations of tiu' niiiid 
From manifold distinctions, difference 
Perceived in things, where, to the un¬ 
watchful eye. 

No difference i's, and hence, from the 
same source, 

Sublimer joy; for I would walk alone. 
Under the quiet stars, and at that time 
Have felt whate’er there is of pow’cr iii 
sound 

To breathe an elevated mood, by form 
Orimage unprofaned : and Iwoiild stand. 
If the night blackened with a coining 
storm. 

Beneath some rock, listening to notes 
that are 

The ghostly language of the anrient earth. 
Or make their dim abode in distant winds. 
Thenc^Wm f (kink the visionary power ; 
And deem not profitless those fleeting 
moods I 

Of shadowy exultation : not for this, 
That they are kindred to our purer mind 
And intellectual life : but that the soul, 
Keincmbering how' she felt, but what she 
felt 

Reui(‘mbenng not, retains an obsciiiT 
sense 

Qf^possiblc sublimity, whereto 

With mowing faculties she cloth aspire, 

W'ith faculties still growing, feeling still 


That whatsoever point they gain, they 
yet 

Have something to pursue. 

And not alone, 

'Mid gloom and tumult, but no less ’mid 
fair 

Aiidtranqiiil spencs, that universal potver 
.And fitness in the latent qualities 
And essences of things, by which the mind 
Is moved with feelings of delight, to 
Cuiui' strengthened with a su^ra&dcd 
* soul, ^ 

A virtue not i^s own. My morning waUts 
We’re early—(it bc’fore the hours «tf 
school 

I, li a\'cl1('d round our little lake, five milc-s. 
Of pleasant wandering. Hapin* time! 

imji'c dear ' ^ 

i’'or this, that one was fiy my fide, a 
Frii’.iid,’ 

Then passionately lo\ cd ; with heart how 
full ‘ ^ . 

J, Voul(bhp jjerusf these jines ! For many 

ye.ars ^ , 

Have sinc’flowed in bUwec'i iis, and. pur 
minds 

Both silent to each other, at thi,; time 
We live as if thrise horrs had never bc’cn. 
Nor seldom did 1 lift our cottege latch 
Far earliiT, ere one smoke-w’realh hart 
risen • 

From Imiuan dw'elling, or the verr>al 
tlirush 

Was audible ; and sate among the woods 
Alone upon some jutting eminence. 

At the first gleam of dawn -light, W’heu the 
Vale. 

Yet slumbering, lay hi utter solitude. 
How shall I seek the origin ? where find 
Faith in the marvellous things which then 
I felt ? 

Oft in these moments such a holy calm 
Would overspread my soul, that bodily 
eyes 

Were utterly forgotten, and w'hat I saw 
A]'ipeared like something in myself, a 
dream. 

A prospect in the mind. 

’Twere long to tell 
What spring and autumn, what the win¬ 
ter snows. 

And what the summer shade, what day 
and night, 

EvcMiing and morning, sleep and waking, 
th ought 

From sources inexhaustible, poured forth 
To feed the spirit of religious love 
In which 1 walked with Nature. But let 
this ® 

Be not forgotten, that I still retained 
My first creative sensibility ; . 

^ The late Rev. .Tohii Fleming, of Rayriglg, 
Winderenzre.— Ed. 
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That by the regular action nf the world 
My soul was unsubdued, A plastic 
TOwer 

Abode with me ; a forming hand^ at 
times 

Rebellious, acting in, a devious mood 
.A local spirit of his own, at war 
With general tendency, but, foj the most. 
Subservient strictly to external things 
WitljLW'hich it communf'd. 'An auxili.ir 
• l?ght 

Came from my mind, which on the settnfg 

B^towed new splendour ; tffe melodious 
birds. 

The fluttering breezes, fountains that rup 
on ^ • 

MfIFmtiring so sweetly in theuiselves. 
obeyed 

A like dominion, and the midnight storm 
drew darker m the presence of my tye ; 
Hence my obeisance, my devotion hence. 
And hence my trqpsport. » t 

Vor ^lould this, perchance, 
Pa^s imreci^r'(^d. llnat I sLiIfhi’d loved 
The exercise and produce* o 4 a toil, 

Thr.ri ■Analytic industry to me 
More pleasing, and whose^haracter i deem 
Is more juvlic as resembling more 
Creative agency. The song would speak 
Of that interminable building reared 
By observation of afiinities 
In objects where no brotherhood exists 
To passive minds. My seventeenth year 
was come; 

And, whether from this habit rooted now 
So deeply hi mv mind, or from excess 
In the great stibial principle of life 
Coercing all things into sympathy. 

To imorg.'inic natures were transferred 
My own enjoyments; or the. power of 
truth 

Coming in revelation, dlQ converge 
With things that* really are ; 1 , at this 
» time. 

Saw blessings spread around me hke^ a 
f sea. 

^hus while the days flew b\', and yi'ars 
passed on, 

Fmm Nature and her Bverflowiiig soul. 
I had received so much, that all my 
thoughts 

Were steeped in feeling ; 1 was only then 
Contented, when with bliss iiieflable 
I felt the smtimenfof Being spread 
O’er all thaf moves and all that seeincth 
still; * 

O’er all that, lost beyond the reach of 
thought * 

And human knowledge, to the human eye 
prlrisible, yet liveth to the heart; 

'O'er all that leaps.and runs, and shotits 
, and sings. 


Or ticats the gladsome air ; o'er all that 
glides' 

Beneath the wave, yea, in the w'avc itself. 
And mighty depth of waters. JJi^oiidcr 
not 

If the trausiJort, great thejoylfclt. 
Communing in tin's scjrt through earth 
and/heavpii 

With every form of c*’aturo, as it looked 
•Towards iho ITncrcafed with a counten- 
aiicii 

Of adoration, with an eye of love. 

One song they sang, and it was audible, 
Most audible, then, when the fleshly' ear, 
O’ercome by humblest prelude of that 
strain. 

Forgot her funclions, and slept undis¬ 
turbed. 

If this bn emu, and another faith 
Find easier access to the pious mind. 
Yet w'ere 1 grossly' destitute of all 
Those human seiLtiineuts that make this 
earth 

So dear, if I should fail with grateful 
voice 

To speak of you, ye mountains, and yc 
lakes 

And sounding cataracts, ye mists aud 
winds 

That dweiramong the hills whore I was 
born. 

If 111 mv youth I have been pure in heart, 
If, mingling with the world, I am content 
With my own modest pleasures, and have 
lived 

With God and Nature rominuniiig, re¬ 
moved 

From little, enmities and low desires. 
The gift is yours ; if in these times of fear. 
This melancholy' waste of hopes o’er- 
thrown. 

If, ’mid indiflerciire and apathy, 

Aud wicked exultation when good men 
Oil every side fall off, we know not how. 
To selfishness, disguised in gentle names 
Of peace aud quiet and domestic love. 
Yet mingled not unwillingly with sneei's 
On visionarv minds : if, in'this time 
Of dereliction and dismay, I yet 
Despair not of our nature, but retain 
A more than Roman confldence,*’a faith 
That fails not, in all sorrow my support, 
,V'hc Messing of my life ; the gift is yours, 
* winds and sounding cataracts I ’tis 
yours. 

Ye mountains ! thine, O Nature ! Thou 
hast fed 

My lofty speculations : and in thee. 

For this uneasy heart of ours, I find 
A never-failing principle of joy 
And purest passion. > 

iThou, my Friend 1 wert reared 
' In ^the city, ’mid far other .scenes; 
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-iSo 

But we, by different roads, at length have 
gained 

The self same bourne. And for this cause 
to -'^ee 

I speak, unapprehensive of contempt, 

- The insinuated scoff of coward tongues. 

And all that silent^lunguage which so oft 

In conversation between mau a-id man 

Biots from the hui^an countenance all 
trace 

Of beauty and of love. For thou hast 
sought 

The truth in solitude, and, since the days 


BOOK 

RESIDENCE AT CAMBRIlXll-: 

It was a dreary morning when the wheels 
Rolled over a wide ]>laiii o’crhuiig with 
clouds, 

"And nothing cheered our way till first we 
saw 

The long-roofed chapel of King's College 
lift 

Turrets and pinnacles in answering files. 
Extended high above .i dusky grove. 

Advancing, we espied upon the road 
A student clothed in gown and tasselled 
cap. 

Striding along as if o’ertasked by Time, 
Or covetous of exercise and air ; 

He passed—nor was 1 master of my eyes 
Till he was left an arrow’s flight behind. 
As near and nearer to the spot we drew, 
It seemed to suck us in with an eddy’s 
force. 

Onward we drove beneath the Castle ; 
caught, 

While crossing Magdalene Bridge, a 
glimpse of Cam ; 

.A.nd at the Hesp alighted, famous Inn. 

My .spirit'was up, my thoughts wfre 
full of hope ; 

.Some friends I had, acquaintances who 
there. 

Seemed friends, poor simijle school-boys, 
now hung round 

With iMnouf and importancein a 
w'orld * 

Of welcome faces up and down I roved 
Questions, directions, warnings and* 
advice. 

Flowed in upon me, from all sides ; fresh 
day 

Of pride and pleasure ! to myself I seemed 
A man of business and expense, and went 
From shop to shop about my own affairs, 
To Tutor or to Tailor, as befel, 

.From street to street with loose and care¬ 
less mind. 


That gave thee liberty, full long desired. 
To serve in Nature’s temple, thou hast 
been 

The most assiduous of her ministers ; 

In many things my brother, chiefly here 
In this our deep dex'otiou. 

Fare thee well! 

Health anci the quiet of a healthful mind 
Attend thee ! seeking oft the haunts of 
men, t 

And yet more often living with thysef?, ‘, 
.\iid fi»r thyself, so haply shall th^days 
Be many, ati'il a blessing to mankiiid. ^ 


THIRD 

^ 1 wMs^^the Dreamer, they the Dte^i; 

I roamed r 

Delighted through the motley spcrtacle : 
Gowiis grave, or gaudy, doctors, students, 
streets, 

CVmrts. cloisters, flacks of churches, gate¬ 
ways, towers : 

Migr.ition, ■sti'ange for^x stripling of the 
hills. 

A northern villager. * 

-> As if the change 
Had waited on some Fairy’s<=.wand, at 
once 

Behold me rich in monies, and attired 
In splendid garb, with hose of silk, al'ird 
hair 

Powdered like rimy trees, when frost is 
keen. 

-Vfv lordly dressing-gown, I pass it by, 

With other signs of manhood that sup¬ 
plied '■ 

The lack of beard.—^The weeks went 
roundly on, 

With invitations, suppers, wine and 
fruit. 

Smooth housekeeping within, and alt 
without 

Liberal, and suiting gentleman’s array. 

The Evangelist St. John my patron 
was : 

Three Gothic courts his. and in the 
first » • ^ 

Was my abiding-place, a nook obscure; 
Right underneath, the College kitchens 
made 

, A humming sound, less tuneable than bees. 
But hardly less induitrious i with shrill 
notes *r 

Of sharp ^command and scolding inter- ^ 
mixed. 

Near me hung Trinity’s loquacious clock,.. 
Who never let the quarters, night or day; 
Slip by him uuproclaimed, and told 
, hours • 

Twice over with a male and female Vuice, 
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H^r pealing organ was my neighbour too ; 
And from iny iJillow, looking forth by 
light 

Of moon or favouring stars, Ij:ouId bghold 
The antcchupel where the statue stood j 
Of Newton with his prism and silent f^ce,! 
The marble index of a mind for ever 
Voyaging through strange seas of 
Thought, alone. 

■' Of College labours, of the Lecturer's 
rorim * 

All studded round, as tl]^ck as chairs 
• could stancl, • • 

With loyal students, faithful to their 
books. 

Half-and-half idlers, hardy ntciisants, * 
-honest duncA—of important days. 
Exarninations*, when the man was weighA 1 
As ill'a balance ! of excessive hojics, 
Tremblings withal . and commendable 
feai%. 

Small jealousies, and triumphs ^(ood or 
bad— • 

Let others th*ht l^ow mor9speak as thev 
* know.® • ^ 

Suc.h^'lory was but little sought by me. 
And little won.. yet Irani the tirat crude 
days^ 

Of settling time in this untried abode, 

I was disturbed at times by prudent 
t thoughts. 

Wishing to hope w'ithout a hope, some 
fears 

About my future worldly maintenance. 
And, more than all, a strange*ness in the 
mind. 

A feeling thatti was not for that hour. 
Nor for that place. But wherefore be 
cast down ? 

For (not to speak of Reason and her pure 
Reflective acts to fix the moral law 
Deep in the conscience* nor of Christian ' 
Hope, • 

powiiig her head before her sister Faith 
As one far mightier,) hither I had conic. 

, Bear witness Truth, endowed with holy 
powers 

And faculties, whether to work or feel. 
Oft when the dazzling show no longer new 
Had ceased to dazzle, ofltimes did I ^uit 
My comrades, leave the crowd, buildings 
and groves, ^ 

And as 1 paced alone the level fields ^ 
Far from those lovely si^ts and sounds 
subliine 

With which 1 bad been conwrsant, the 
mind 

Drooped not; but there into herself 
returning. 

With prompt rebound seemed fresh as 
heretofore. 

At least I more distinctly recognised 


Her native instincts : let me dare to ^ 
speak 

A higher language, say that now I felt 
What independent solaces wer^nine. 

To mitigate the injuriems sway of place 
Op nrcumstaucc, how far soever changed 
In VI uth, or fa be cliaAged in after years. 

As if a''itakciied, siinyiioned. roused, con¬ 
strained, I 

I looked for universal things ; jicrused 
The eomnion coiinteiiaucc of earth and 
sky : 

Earth, nowhere uiienibL'llished by some 
trace 

Of that first Paradise whence man was 
driven ; 

And sky, whose beauty and bounty arc 
expressed 

By the proud name she bears—the name 
of Heaven. 

I called on both to teach me what they 
might ; 

Or turning the mind in upon herself 
Pored, watched, expected, listened, 
spread my thoughts 

And spread them with a wider creeping ; 
felt 

Incumbrnries more avefiil, visitings 
Of the I'pholder of the tranquil soul. 

That tolerates the indignities of Time, 
And, from the centre uf Eternity 
All finite motions overruling, lives 
In glory iminutuble. But i^eace ! enough 
Here In record that I was mounting now 
To such community w'ith highest truth— 

A track pursuing, nrtt tintrod before. 

From strict aiialoqi's by thought supplied 
Or consciousnesses not to be subdued. 
To every natural form, rock, fruit or 
flowi r, 

livTii the loose stones that cover the high¬ 
way, 

I gave a moral life : I saw them feel. 

Or linked them to some feeling : the 
• great mass 

Lay bedded in .a quickening soul, and all 
That I beheld respired with inward 
meaning. 

Add that whate’er of Terror or of Love 
Or Beauty. Nature's daily face put on 
From transitory passion, unto tlfis 
I was as sensitive as waxers are 
To the sky’s influence in a kindred mood 
Of passion ; was obedient as a lute 
That waits uiioii the touches of the wind. 
Unknown, unthought of, yet I was most 
rich— 

I had a world about me—’twas my own ; 

I made it, for it only lived to me, 

And to the God who sees into the heart. 
Such sympathies, though rarely, were 
betrayed 

By outw'ard gestures and by visible looks: 
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Some called it madness—sC) indeed it was. 
If child-Iike fruitfulness in passing joy, 
If steady moods of thoughtfulness 

To inspiration, sort with such a name ; 
If prophecy be madness ; if things viewed 
By poets in old time, and higher up 
By the hrst men, earth’s first iiilialbitants, 
May in these tutoral days no more be 
seen 

' With undisorderud sight. But leaving 
this. 

It was no madness, fi>r the liochiv eve 
Amid my stroiigi'st workings evermore 
Was searching out the lines of difference 
As they lie Jiid iii all e.vtenial iorniG, 
Near or remote, minute or vast ; an eye 
Which, from a tree, a stone, a withered 
leaf, 

To the broad oc>-an and the a/.urc heavens 
Spangled with kindred niiiUitiuIes i)f 
, stars. 

Could find no surface where its power 
might sleep : 

Which spake perjictiial logic to iiiy soul, 
• And by au unrelenting agency 
Did bind my feeling.- e\en as in a chain. 

And here, O l*rieiid ! lia\’e 1 retraced 
iiiy life 

Up to an eiuLnenci', and told a tale 
Of matters which not faW-ly may be 
called 

The glorv of uiv '’itnth. Of genius, poiver. 
Creation and divinity itself 
I have been speaking, foriny theme has 
been 

What passed ivitliiu ine. Not of out¬ 
ward things 

Dune visibly for othiT minds, words, 
signs, 

Svmb«.ils or actions, but of my owp lu'art 
Have I been speaking, and my youthful 
mind. 

O Heavens ! Imw awful is the mi.'ht o? 
souls, 

Aud w'hat they do within lliemselves 
while yet 

The 5'oke of earth is new to them, the 
world 

Nuthirig 4 iut a wild field where they iverc 
sow'll. * 

This is. in truth, heroic argument, 

This genuine prowess, which I wished 
touch 

With hand however weak, but in the 
main 

It lies far liidden from the reach of words. 
Points have we all of us withiu our souls 
Where nil stand single ; this I feci, and 
make 

Bniathiiigs for incommunicable powers ; 
' But is not each a memory to himself, 


And, therefore, now that we must quit 
this themi*, 

1 am not heartless, for there’s not a man 
That lives w^io hath not known his god¬ 
like hours. 

And feels not what an empire we inherit 
As natural beings in the strength of 
Nature, 

' No more: f<r nOw into aponiilous plain 
We mii.et descend. A Traveller 
Whose tale is only of himself; ^en so, ' 
So be it, if th<iL pure of hi;art be prompt,.. 
To follow, alid if thou, ray honourcir 
Friend ! • 

Wl^o in these thoughts art ever at my 
side, ' 

Support, ^is heretofore, fey fainting slei^j. 

It hath been told, that when thc*first 
delight 

That flashed upon me from tlds novel 
, show 

Had failed, the mind refurued into her- 
... - * 

Yet true it is. fhat I had infidda change 
III climate, and my nature’s ouU 'ard 
coat . c . 

('liaiiged also sh»\vly and iiisensjbly. 

Full oft the quiet and e.xalted thoughts 
Of loneliness gave way to empty noise 
And su]>erficial pastimes : now and theic 
Forced labour, and mure frequently*^ 
forced hopes ; 

.And, \/orst of all, a trcascmuhle growth 
Of indecisive judgments, that im]>alrcd 
.And shook the mind’s sinqilieity.—And 
yet I 

This was a gladsome time, fould 1 be¬ 
hold— 

Who. less insensible than sodden clay 
In a sea-river’s bed at ebb of tide. 

Could have beheld,—with undelighted 
heart, * 

So many happy youths, so wide and fair,. 
.A congregation m its buddiiig-tinie 
Of health, and hope, and beauty, all at 
once ' 

So many di\'crs samples from the grow'th 
Of life's sweet season—could have seen 
iiiinioved 

Til at iniscelJ ancous garland of wild flowers 
Decking the matron temples of a place 
*1^0 famous through the world ? To me*" 
at least, « 

It was a goodly prospect: fon, in sooth, 
Though I had learnt betimes to stand un- ^ 
propped, 

And independent musings pleased me so 
That spells seemed on me when 1 was 
alone, > ^ , 

Yet could I only cleave to solitude 
In lonely places; if a throng was near 
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That way 1 leaned by nature; for rny 
heart 

Was social, and loved idleness and joy. 

Not seeking those who night pirlicf* 

• pale • 

My'decper pleasures<nay, I had not mice. 

Though not unused to mutter lonesome 
songs, • 

Even with nij’self dividecLsuch delight^ 

0j'4ooked that way for aii^t that might 
’ be clothed « 

In human language), easilv I ])ass(‘d 
Ntoui the remeftibrauw'S (Rjietter things, 

Andalipped into the ordmarv works | State— 

Of careless youth, unhurt hen ed, nn- ' Sweet S]K‘nser. moving through his 
alarmed. ^ • j ?;]cmded hea\rn 

there wea'within my iiiiiidwhirli With tlie moon's beauty and the moon's 
sun • • • soft pace, 

foultl never penetrate, yet did there not I called him Rrollier, Englishman, and 
Want store of leafv arbours whore tlie Friend ! 

lig!*t Vea, oiir blind J’oet, who in liis later day. 

Might enter in at will. Companii'iiships,! Stooil almost single; uttering odious 
Friendships, accfuaiiitances, wen’w elri>ftie j iriith— 1 hind, 

^ < Darkness before, and (langer’s voice be- 

We samxtersd, •played, or- hoted ; we I Soul a'^fiil—if the earth has over lodged 
^alked • 1 ,^n .'iwfnl soul—I seemed to see him here 

Unprofitable talk at morning Ji >urs ; l-'amiliarly, and in his scholar’s dress 
I'Jrifted'aboul ak^lig tli*‘str<-ets and walks, Roiiudiiig before me, yet a stripling 
Kead la^.ilv m li ivial books, went forth ymilli 

To galloii through the country in blind A bov, no betUT, with his rosy cheeks 
zeal Angelical, keen ev<\ courageous look. 

•Of senseless liorscmail'll!ip, or on the .'Viid conscious stei> of punt id pride. 

breast Among the b.uul of inv compeers was one 

Of Cam sailed boisterouslv, and let the Whom clmiice Jiad stationed in the very 
stars room 

Come forth, jierhaps witfiout one ipiiet Tfonnured by Milton's name. O tern- 
thought^ perale Hard ! 

Be it confesl that, for the first time,seated 

Such was the tenor of the secoiul act Within thv innocent lodge and oratory, 
In this iiew' life. Imagination slept, 1 Onr* of a festive circle, I poured out 
And yet not utterly. I could not print I labations, to thy memory drank, till pride 
Ground where the grass had yielded to ' And gratitude grew’ dizzy in a brain 
the stejw , * Never excited by the fumes of wine 

Of generations of illustrious men. pefore. that hour, or since. Then, forth 

'Unmoved. I could not always lightly I ran 

pass From the assembly ; through a length of 

Through the same gateways, sleep where streets, 

they had slept. Ran,' ostrich-like, to reach our chapel 

Wake where they waked, range that in- door 

closure old. In not 4 desperate or opprobrious time. 

That garden of great intellects, uiidis- Albeit long after the in^purtunSle bell. 

turbed. Had stopped, with we.arisome Cassandra 

Place also bv the side of this dark sGns% voice 

Of noble ^eling, that those spiritual mell, »No longer hauntingthe dark winter night. 
Even the, great Newton’s own ethereal Call back, O Friend 1 a moment to thy 
self, mind, 

Seemed humbled in these predincts thence The plac<‘ itself and fashion of the rites. 

to be With careless ostentation shouldering up 

The more endeared. Their several My surplice, through the inferior throng 
memories here I clove 

''.^Even like their persons in their portraits Of the plain Burghers, who in audience 
clothed btoud 


Whli the accustomed garb of daily life) 
Put on a lowlv and a touching grace 
Of more distinct humanity, that left 
All genuine admiration uniin^^rcd. 

Beside the pleasant Mill of Tromping- 
* ton 

I hiughcd with ChaiidT in the hawthorn 

shrtclt* • 

He.ird him, while fiirds were warbling, 
tell his tales 

Of amorous jiassion. And that gentle 
Bard, 

Chosen bv the Muses for their I’agc of 
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On the last skirts of their permitted 
ground. 

Under the pealing organ. Empty 
thoughts ! 

1 am asftnmed of them : and that great 
Bard, 

And thou, O Friend ! who in thy ami^le 
mind *, 

Hast placed me hi^ above my titsl de¬ 
serts, V 

Ye will forgive the weakness of that hour, 
In some of its unworthy vanities, 
Brothtar to many more. 

In this mixed sort 

The months passed on, remissly, nut 
given up 

To wilful alienation from the right, * 

Or walks of open scandal, but in vague 
And loose iiidilTercnce, easy likings, aims 
Of a low pitch—duty and zeal disiuissed, 
Yet Nature, or a hajipy course of things 
Not doing in their stead the needful work. 
The memory languidly revolver the 
heart 

Reposed in noontide rest, the inner pulse 
Of contemplation almost failed to beat. 
Such life might not inaptly he compared 
To a floating island, an amphibious spot 
Unsound, of spongy texture, yet withal 
Not wanting a fair face of water weeds 


And pleasant flowers. The thirst of li\’- 
ing praise. 

Fit reverence for the glorious Dead, the 
siglit 

Of those long vistas, sacred catacombs, 
Where mighty mindi lie. visibly entombed, 
Have often stirred the heart of youth, 
and bred 


A fervent love of rigorous disripline.— 
Alas ! such high emotion touche.d not me. 
Look was there none within these walls 
to shame 

My easy spirits, and discnuntcjiancc 
Their light composure, far less to instil 
A calm resolve of mind, firmly addressed 
To puissant efforts. Nor was this the 
blame 


Of others but my own ; I should, in 
truth. 

As far as doth concern my single self. 

Misdeem most widely, lodgin^^ it else- 
whefe: , 

For I, bred up ’mid Nature’s luxuries. 

Was a spoiled child, and, rambling like 
the wind, c 

As I had done in daily intercourse 

With those crystalline rivers, solemn 
heights, 

And mouniains, ranging like a fowl of the 
air, 

I was ill-tutored for captivity; 

To quit my pleasure, and, from month to 
month, 


Take up a station calmly on the perch 
Of sedentary peace. Those lovely forms 
Had also left loss space within my mind, 
Which, wrought upon instinctively, had 
found ■ 

A freshness in those objects of her love, 
A winning power, beyond all other power. 
Not that I slighted books,—that were to 
lack * 

.-■Ml sense,—but other passions in me 
ruled, . 

Passions more fervent, making'line less 
prompt 

To in-door sfldyf^han Was wise or welV 
Or suited to those years. Yet I, |±ough 
used 

In. magistopal liberty to rove. 

Culling such flowers of (learning as migjit 
r tempt 

A random choice, could shadow foi-th a 
place 

(If now 1 yield not to a flattering drea..i) 
Whose studious aspect should have b6ht 
) me Vlown , 

To instantaneous seryice p should at 
once 6 'it * 

Have made mepay to science and tp. arts 
Aud written lore, acknowledged my liege 
lord, .. ‘ 

A homage frankly offered up, Cike that 
Which I had paid to Nature. Toil and 
pains 

In this recess, bv thoughtful Fancy builtt 
Should spread from heart to heart ; and 
stately groves, 

Maje.stic edifices, should not want 
A corresponding dignity within. 

The congregating temper that pervades 
Our unripe years, not washed, should be 
taught 

To'minister to works of high attempt'^— 
Works which the enthusiast would per¬ 
form with love. 

Youth should be^'awed,, religiously pos¬ 
sessed 

With a conviction of the power that waitsf 
On knowledge, when sincerely sought and 
prized . 

For its own sake, on glory and on praise 
If but by labour won, and fit to endure 
The passing day; should learn to put 
aside 

Her trappings here, should strip them 
^ off abashed 

Before antiquity and stedfast truth 
And strong book-minSedness ; and over 
all 

A healthy &ound simplicity should reign, 
A seemly plainness, name it what you 
w’ill, ‘ 

Republican or pious. 

If these thoughts 
Are a gratuitous emblazonry 
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That mocks the recreant age we live in, 
then 

Be Folly and Falsc-seemi#g free to affect 
Whatever formal gait of discipline 
Shall rai<;e them highest •in theif o'wn 
esteem— . 

Let them parade among the Schools at 
will, 

But spare the House of God> Was ever 
known 

.T&f* witless shephera ymo persists rt) 
drive 

A flock that thirsts not to a pool disliiced? 
b A weight mustisurelyjianii^on days begun 
And ended with such mockery. Be wise, 
Ve Ihresidents and Deans, and, till the 
spirit • 

Of p"-'---'*- time^ revive, Aid youth be 
* * trained. • , 

At iliiiine 111 pious service, to your bells 
tiiv'L* seasonable rest, for ’tis a sound 


Hollow^ as ever vexed the tranquil air ; 
And your officious doings bring disgrace 
On the plain aStceples of our Lngiish 
Church, ^ 

Whoso 'yor^liip, 'mid PoiawtcsL village 
trees, • 

Sulft*rs for tliis. Even Science, too, at 


hand • • 

In dailr sight of this irreverence. 

Is smitten thence w'ltli an unnatural taint. 
Loses her just authority, falls beneath 
1 Collateral suspicion, else unknown. 

' This truth escaped me not, and T confess, 
That having 'mid my native hills given 
loose 

To a schoolboy's vision, I had raised a 
pile 

Upon the tfhsis of the coming time. 

That fell in ruins round me. Oh, what 

joy 

To see a sanctuary for our country s 
youth 

Informed with such aP spirit as might be 
Its own protcAion ; a nrimeval grove, 

• V^ere, though the shades with cheerful- ' 
ness were Ailed, 

. Nor indigent of songs warbled from 
exowds 

In under-coverts, yet the countenance 
Of the wholot^place should bear a stamp 
of awe; 

A habitation sober and demure 
For ruminating creatures ; a domain 
For quiet things to waqder in ; a hauni« 
In whiclf the beiTTn should delight to feed 
By the Aiy rivers, and the pelican 
Upon the cypress spire in lonely thought 
Might sit and sun himself.—Alas ! Alas ! 
In vain for sudh solemnity I looked ; 
Mine eyes were crossed by butterflies, 
^'1 ears vexed 

By chattering popinjays ; tfle inner heart 


:>ecmed ^ivial, and the impresses without 
Of a too gaudy region. 

Different sight 

Those venerable Doctors saw of old. 
When all w'ho dwelt within th^Se famous 
vralls 

bed in abstemiousness a studious life ; 
When, in forlorn i^d naked chambers 
cfcoped V 

And crowded, o’ei/the ponderous books 
they hung 

Like caterpillars eating out their way 
In silence, or with keen devouring noise 
Not to be tracked or fathered. Princes 
then 

At matins froze, and couched at curfew- 
■ time. 

Trained up through piety and zeal to 
prize 

Sparc diet, patient labour, and plain 
weeds. 

O scat of Arts ! renowned throughout the 
world ! 

Far ciifTerciit service in those homely days 
The Muses’ modest nurslings underwent 
I'rom their first childhood: in that 
glorious time 

When Learning, like a stranger come 
from far. 

Sounding through Christian lands her 
trumpet, roused 

Peasant and king; when boys and youths, 
the growth 

Of ragged villages and crazy huts. 
Forsook their homes, and, errant in the 
quest 

Of Patron, famous school or friendly 
nook. 

Where, pensioned, they in shelter might 
sit down, 

From town to town and through wide 
scattered realms 

Journeyed with ponderous folios in their 
hands ; 

And often, starting from some covert 
' place. 

Saluted the chance comer on the road. 
Crying, “ An obolus, a penny give 
To a poor scholar ! ”—when illustrious 
men. 

Lovers of truth, by penury constrained, 
Buccr, “Erasmus, or M^ancthun, read 
Bf:fore the doors or windows of their cells 
By moonshine through mere lack of taper 
light. 

But peace to vain regrets! We see 
but darkly 

Even w.ien we look behind us, and best 
things 

Are not so pure by nature that they needs 
Must keep to all, as fondly all believe. 
Their highest promise. If the mariner. 
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When at reluctant distance be hath 
passed 

Some tempting island, could but know 
the ills 

That mui^ have fallen upon him had he 
broii^t 

His bark to land upon the wished-foir 
shore, i 

Good cause would oic be his to tliajk the 
surf \ 

Wh'jse white belt semed him thence, or 
wind that blew 

Inexorably adverse : for mysell 
I grieve not; happy is the g<JWTiPcl youth. 
Who only misses what I missed, who fulls 
No lower than I ffell. 

I did not love. 

Judging not ill perhaps, the timid course 
Of our scholastic studies ; could li.ivc 
wished 

To see the river flow with ainpler range 
And freer pace ; but more, far more, 1 
grieved 

To see displayed among an eager few, 
Who in the field of contest persevered. 
Passions unworthy of youth’s generous 
Jioart 

And mounting spirit, pitiably repaid. 
When so disturbed, whatever palms are 
won. 

From these I turned to travel with the 
shoal 

Of more unthinking natures, easy minds 
And pillowy j yet not wanting love that 
makes 

The day pass lightly on, when foresight 
sleeps. 

And wisdom and the jilodges inter¬ 
changed 

With our own inner being are forgot. 

Yet was this deep vacation not given 
up 

To utter w.aste. Hitherto I had stood 
In my own mind remote from social life, 
(At least from what we comixionl y sf>' 
name,) 

Like a lone shepherd on a promontory 
Who lacking occupation looks far forth 
Into the boundless sea, and rather makes 
Than finds what he beholds. And sure 
it is, t, 

That this first tilxasit from the smooth 
delights 

And wiki outlandish walks of simple youth 
To something that resembles an approach 
Towards human business, to a privileged 
world 

Within a world, a midway residence 
With all its intervenient imagery, 

Did better suit my visionary mind, 
better, than to have been boltedforth, 
Thrust out abruptly into Fortune’s way 


Among the conflicts of substantial life ; 

By a more just gradation did lead on 
To higher flings; more natursdly 
matured. 

For permanent possession, better fruits. 
Whether of truth or virtue, to ensue. 

Ill Serious mood, but oftener, I confess. 
With playful zest of fancy, did we note 
(How could,we less?) the manners and 
the ways 

Of those who Mved'distinguished by the 
badge -v 

Of {;f)od (jr ill report; or those with whom 
Bv frame of A^iadeinic discipline 
We were perforce ibnnected, men whose 
sway 

And known authority of office served * 
To 'set our Minds on edge, and did no 
more. ^ ^ 

Ndr waiitni we rich pastime'of this l^nd, 
Found everywhere, but chiefly in the ring 
Of the grave Elders, men iinscoured, 
grotesque ‘ t, 

In.cliaraotcr, tricked out like aged trees 
Which through the lapse of th,eir infirmity 
(Jive ready ,Dia£c to aiijr,random seed ^ 
That chooses tp be reared u(ion thci>’ 
trunks. 

Here on my vie»,, coiifronting vividly 
Those shepherd swains whom 1 hid lately 
li'ft. 

Appeared a different aspect of old age 
How different ! yet both distinctly' 
marked, 

Objects embossed to catch the general 
eye. 

Or portraitures for special use. designed, 

.As some might seem, so aptly do they 
serve 

To illustrate Nature’s book of rudiments— 
That book upheld as with maternal care 
Wlien she would enter on her tender 
scheme 

Of teaching compr'ehensioji with delight. 
And mingling playful with pathetic 
thoughts. ' 

The. surfaces of artifleial life 
And maimers finely wrought, the delicate 
race. 

Of colours, lurking, gleaiiting up and 
down 

Through that stateairas woven with silk 
, and gold ; 

|T<6is wily interchange of snaky hues. 
Willingly or unwillingly revealed, 

I neither knew nor cared for j and as sqch 
Were wanting here, I took what might be 
found 

Of less elaborate fabric.' At this day 
I smile, in many a mountain solitude 
Conjuriug up scenes as obsolete in freakai^ 
Of ^aracter, in points of wit as broad* 
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As Aught by wooden images perfonned 
For entertainment of the gaping crowd 
At wake or fair. And oftentimes do flit 
Remembrances before me qi old n^n— 

' humourists, who have oeeii lung in 
their graves, 

Add having almost in my mind put off 
Their human names, have in^n phantoms 
passed [books. 

Of texture midway betvJeen life antF 

I play the loiterer ; ’tis enough to ifl>te 
^That here in «dwarf-pruip()rtions were 
expressed ^ 

The limbs of the great world ; its eager 
strifes , 

Collaterally pourtrayed, dfe in mock 

• *ght, . • , [dealt 

A tournament of blows, some haroly 
Though short of mortal combat; and 

whate’er 

Might iA this pageant be supposed to hit 
An artlcs rusty’s notice., this wav less. 
Moie that jjvay, was not wasted upon 

And yet ilic spectacle misy well demand 
A mffre substantial name, no iniinic show, 
Itself a living past of ^live whole, 

A creek sii the vast sea ; for, all degrees 
And shapes of spurious fame and short¬ 
lived praise 

^icre sate in state, and fed with daily 
alms 

Retainers won away from solid good ; 
And here was Labour, his own bond¬ 
slave ; Hope, 

That never set the pains against the 
prize ; • 

Idleness halting with his weary clog, 
And poor misguided Shame, and witless 
Fear, 

And simple Pleasure foraging for Death ; 
Honour misplaced, and Dignity astray : 
Feuds, fractions, flatteries, enmity, and 

• guile 

Murmuring submission, and bald govern- 
. 4 ,, ment, 


[The idol weak as the idolator,) 

And Decency and Custom starving 
Truth, 

And blind Authority beatiug^ith his 
staff 

Tko child that might have led him; 
Kinptiness 

Followrcl as of go<% omen, and meek 
Worth 

Left to herself iinhfard of and unknown. 

Of these and other kindred notices 
I cannot say w'hat portion is in truth 
The naked recollection of that time. 
And what may rather have been called 
Jo life 

By after-mcditatioii. But delight 
That, in an easy temper lulled asleep, 
Ts still w'ilh liin(jcence its own reward, 
This was not wanting. Carelessly I 
roamed 

.\s tlirougli a wide museum from whose 
stores 

A casual rarity is singled out 
And has its brief perusal, then gives way 
To others, all supplanted in their turn ; 
Till ’mid this crowded neighbourhood of 
tilings 

That arc by nature most unneighbourly. 
The head turns round and cannot right 
itself; 

And though an aching and a barreu 
sense 

Of gay confusion still be uppermost, 
With few' wise longings and but little 
love. 

Yet to the memory .'.onicthing cleaves at 
hist, 

Whence profit may be drawn iu times to 
coin(‘. 

Thus in submissive idleness, my 
Friend ! 

The labouring time of autumn, winter, 
spring, 

Eight months ! rolled pleasmgly away; 
the ninth 

Came and returned me to my uative hills* 


BOOK FOURTH 

SUMMER VACATION 4i islands, promontories, gleaming 

Bright tfas the •Summer's noon when ' A universe of Nature's fairest forms 

quickening steps Proudly revealed with instantaneous 

Followed each other tiff, a dreary moor burst. 

Was crossed, a bare ridge clomb, upon Magnificent, and beautiful, and gay. 

whose top * I bounded down the hill shouting amain. 

Standing alone, as from a rampart’s edge. For the old Ferryman ; to the shout the 
\ overlooked the bed of Windermere, rocks 

'^ke a vast river, stretching in the sun. Replied, and when the Charon of the 
With exultation, at my feet 1 saw flobd 
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Had afaid his oars, aiid touched the 
iutting pier, 

I did not step into the welMciiomi boat 
Without I cordial greeting. Thence with 
speed 

Up the familiar hill I took my way r 
Towards that sweet Valley where I had 
been reared ; y t 

’Twas but a short ho^ ir’s walk, ere veer¬ 
ing round 

1 saw the snow-white church upon her 
hill 

Sit like a throned Lady, sending out 
. A gracious look all over her domain. 

Yon azure smoke betrays the. lurking 
town : 

■ With eager foot-steps I advance and reach 
The cottage threshold where iiiy journey 
closed. 

Glad welcome had I, with some tears, 
perhaps, 

From my old Dame, so kind and 
• ' motherly. 

While she perused me with a jiai'ent’s 
priile. 

The thoughts of gratitude shall fall like 
dew 

Upou thv grave, good creature ! While 
iny heart 

Can beat iif>ver will 1 forget thv name. 
Heaven’s blessing be upon thee where 
thou licst 

After thy innocent and biisv stir 
In narrow cares, thv little dail^' growth 
Of calm enjoyments, after eighty years, 
And more than eighty, of untroubled 
life. 

Childless, yet by the .strangers to thy 
blood 

Honoured with little less than filial love. 
What joy was mine to see thee once 
again. 

Thee and thy dwelling, and a crowd of 
things 

About its narrow precincts all beloved, * 
And many of them seeming vet my own ! 
Why should I speak of what a thousand 
hearts 

Have felt, and every man alive can guess? 
The rooms, the court, the garden were not 
left * 

Long unsaluted, nor the sunny scat 
Round the stone table under the dark 
pine, ^ 

Friendly to studious or to festive hours ; 
that unruly child of mountain birth, 
„ ^ famous brook, who, soon as he was 

Within a 

With all its .garden, found himself at once. 
Did better suj( insidious and unkind, 

better, thanis voice and left to dimple 
’ Thrust out abrt 


(Without an effort and without a will). 

A channel pa\'ed by man's officious care. 

I look''d at him and smiled, and smiled 
again, 

And in the press of twenty thousand 
thoughts, 

“ Ha,” quoth I, ” pretty prisoner, ate 
you thevc ! ” 

Well might sarcastic Fancy then have 
* whispered; 

*■ An emblem here behold of thy oljjji lue ; 
III ‘Its late course of even davs with all 
Their smooth .centhralniaut : ’’ but the 
heart waS full'; 

Too full for that reproach. My aged 
1 )aiiu* 

Walked proudly at my side : she guided 
me;, ' < 

1 SMlling, nay —nay, wishing to be^ed: 
—The face of every neighbour whom I 
met 

Was like a volume to me ; soijie were 
hail&d 

Hiviii the road, stune Imsv a( their work, 
UneerinnoiyouS' grePtiii^v interchanged. 
With half the .length of a lon^ field be¬ 
tween . » 

Among iiiv' scluvilfclluws I scattered 
round ^ 

Like recognitions, but with some con- 
stnaiut 

Attended, doubtless, with a little pridt*, 
But with more shame, formy habiliments, 
The transformation wrought by gay 
attire. 

Not less delighted did I take my place 
At our domestic table : and, dear Friend! 
In this endeavour simply to relate 
I’oet’s history, may I leave untold 
The tliankfuliiess with which I laid me 
down 

Ill iny accustomed bed, more welcome 
now t 

Perhaps thandf it had befen more desired 
Or been more often thought of with,, 
regret; 

That lowly bed whence I had heard the 
wind 

Roar, and the rain beat hard; where I so 
oft 

Had lain awake ^on suaimer nights to 
watch 

iThe moon in splendour crouched among 
the leaves, 

Of a tall a.sh, that neaeour cottage stood ; 
Had watched her with fixed eyes while to 
and fro ^ 

In the dark summit of the waving tree 
She rocked with every impulse of the 
breeze. 

Among the favourites whom it pleased 
me well 


wkskead.— Kd. 
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To see again, was one by ancient right 
Our inmate, a rough teirier, of the hills ; 
By birth and call of nature pre-ordained 
To hunt the badger and uiie^th the^fox 
Among the impervious crags, but having 
been 

From youth our own adopted, he had 
passed s 

Into a gentler service. And when first 
Thejjoyish spirit ilaggecf, arift day by dav 
Along my veins I kindled with the stir, 
The fernieutation, and the verii-d heat* 
poesy, affecting pri’^teashades 
Like a sick Lover, then this dog was used 
To watch rne, an attendant and a Iriend. 
Obsequious to mv stej>s early and lat^. 
Though often of such dilator^ walk 
lircd? and ui^easy*at the halts^l made. 
A huf^dred times when, roving nigh anfl 
low, 

i have been harassed with the toil of verse, 
Mu»h pains and little progress, and at 
once ^ • * 

Some lovely iinace in the song rose up 
Fqll-foriiic^, ykeiTVenus rRiiug^ from the 
sea; • 

Then^iavc T darted forwards to let loose 


That day consummate happiness W'as 

Wide-spreading, steady, calm, contem¬ 
plative ^ 

The sun was set, or setting, wlien I left 
Oiu cottage dour, and evening soon 
brought on » 

A sol>fi» hour, not vanning or serene. 
For cold and raw tlifc air was, and un- 
' tuned. ' 

Hut as a face we love is sweetest then 
When sorrow dainjis it, or, whatever look 
It chance to wear, is sw'eetest if the heart 
Have, fulness in herselt ; oven so with me 
It fared that evening. Ceutly did my 
soul 

Put oil her veil, and, self-transmuted, 
stood 

Naked, as in the presence of her God. 
While on I walked, a comfort seemed to 
touch 

heart that had not been disroiisolate : 
Strength came whiTC weakness was not;^ 
known tt) be, 

.At Ic'ist not felt ; and restoration came 
Like an intruder knocking at the door 
Of uiiacknowh'dged weariness. 1 look 


My hand upon hi^bacli^with stormy joy, | The balunee, and with firm hand weighed 

^_ • -i*. ..._If 


Carcssingahiiti again and yet again. 

And when at ev'enmg cm the [mbhc way 
I sauntered, like a river murmuring 
Aiid talking to itself when all thines else 
Arc still, the creature trotted on before ; 
Such was his custom ; but whene’er he 
met 

A passenger approaching, he would turn 
To give me timely notice, and straight¬ 
way, • 

Grateful fur that admonishment, I hushed 
My voice, composed my gait, and, with 
the air 

And mien of one whose thoughts are free, 
advanced • 

To give and takX: a greeting that might 
• save 

My name from piteous rumours, such as 
.wait 

'tin men suspected to be crazed in brain. 

Those walks well worthy to be prized 
and lovedj-r 

. Regretted !—tffiat word, too, was on my 
,tongue, , 

But they were richly ladep with all goods' 
And canmt be nsmembered but with 
thanks 

And gratitude, and perfect jo^of heart— 
Those walks in all their freshness now 
came back • 

Like a returning Spring. When first I 
, made 

Once more the circuit of our little lake, 
li ever happiness hath lodged with man, 


myself. 

—Of that external scene which round 
me l.iy. 

Little, in this abstraction, did I sec ; 

Kemembered less ; but I had inward hopes 

.And swellings of the sjiint, was rapt and 
soothed, 

Coiiversefl with promises, had glimmering 
\’iews 

How life pervades the undecaying mind : 

How the imiuurlal soul with God-like 
])ower 

Informs, creates, and thaws the deepest 
sleep 

That time can lay upon her ; how on 
earth, 

Man, if he do but live within the light 

Of high endeavours, dailv spreads abroad 

His being armed with strength that can¬ 
not fail. 

Nor was there want of milder thoughts, 
ot love 

Of iniioccnre, and holiday repo^ ; 

And more than pastoral*quiet, ’mid the 
stir 

Of boldest projects, and a peaceful end 

At last, or glorious, by endurance won. 

Thus musing, in a wood I sate me down 

Alone, continuing there to muse : the 
slopes 

And heights meanwhile w'erc slowly over¬ 
spread 

With darkness, and before a rippling 
breeze [line, 

' The long lake loigthened out its hoary 
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Andin the sheltered coppice where I sate, 
Around me from among the hazel leaves, 
Now here, now there, moved by the 
str^igling wind. 

Came ever and anon a breath-like sound. 
Quick as the pantmgs of the faithful dog, 
• The off and on c^panion of mv walk ; 
And such, at times\»eUeving them to be, 
1 turned iny head to\ook if he were there; 
Then into solemn thought 1 passed r)iicu 
more. ' 


Her talk, her business, pleased me ;' and 
no less < 

Her clear though shallow stream of piety 
ThaC ran C/U Sabbath days a fresher. 
< course ; 

With thoughts unfclt till now I saw her 
read 

Her Bible ^n hot Sunday afternoons. 

And loved ^he, book, when she had 
dropped asleep * 

Asd made of it a pilloW for facf*head. 


A freshness also found 1 at this time 
In human Life, the daily life of those 
Whose occupations really I loved ; 

The peaceful scene oft hlled me with sur¬ 
prise 

Changed like a garden in the heat of 
spring 

After an eight-days’ absence. For (to 
omit 

The things which were the same and yet 
a])pcared 

Far otherwise) amid this rural solitude. 
A narrow Vale where each was known to 
all, 

’Twas not indifferent a youthful mind 
To mark some shclteriug bower or sULiny 
nook. 

Where an old man had used to sit alone. 
Now vacant; pale-faced babes whom 1 
had left 

In arms, now rosy prattlers at the feel 
Of a pleased graudame tottering up and 
down ; 

And growing girls whose beauty, filched 
awav 

With all its pleasant promises, was gone 
To deck some slighted playmate's homely 
check. 

Yes, 1 had something of a subtitfr sense. 
And often looking round was moved to 
smiles , 

Such as a delicate work of humour breeds; 
1 read, without design, the opinions, 
thoughts. 

Of those plain-living people now observed 
With clearer knowledge; with another 
eye 

1 saw tb*^ quiet«woodman in the woods, 
The shepherd roam the hills. With new 
delight. 

This chiefly, did 1 note my grcy-haire(f 
Dame; 

Saw her go forth to church or other work 
Of state equipped in inonumental trim ; 
Short velvet doak, (her bonnet of the 
like). 

A mantle such as Spanish Cavaliers 
Wore in old time, ner smooth domestic 
life. 

. Affectionate without disquietude. 


Nor less do I ^-cinemkcr to have fel\f 
Distinctly mhnifested at this time, 

A human-heartedness about my love 
For objects hitherto the absolute wealth 
Of my own*'private being and no more ; 
Which 1 had loved, even, as a blesAd 
spirit t 

Or Angel, if he were to dwell on earth. 
Might love in individual happiness. 

But now there opened on znc otiher 
r thoughts ^ 

Of change, congratulation q'- regret, 

A pensive^ feding ! lo- sp^ea^ far ai 2 d 
wide; r- 

The trees, the mountains shared itf and 
the brooks, ^ 

The stars of He-aven, now seen in their old 
haunts — 

White Sirius glittering o’er the southern 
crags. 

Orion with his belt, and those fair Seven, 
Acquaintances of every little child. 

And Jiipitor, my own beloved star ! 
Whatever shadings of mortality. 
Whatever imports from the world of 
death * 

Had dime among these objects hereto¬ 
fore, 

Were, in the main, of mood less tender ; 
strong. 

Deep, glcKimy were they, and severe ; the 
scatterings *" 

Of awe or tremulous dread, that hadgiven«> 
way 

In later youth to yearnings of a love 
Enthusiastic, to delight and hope. 

As one who hangs dowu-bending from 
the side 

Of a slow-moving boat, i^n the breast 
Of a still water, solacing tilmseli 
^ith such discoveries as his eye can make 
Beneath him kr the bottom oikthe deep, 
Sees many beauteous sights—^weeds, 
fishes, flowers. 

Grots, peblSles, roots of trees, and fancies 
more, • 

Yet often is perplexed, and cannot part 
The shadow from the substance, rocks 
and sky, 

Mountains and clouds, reffected in the 
depth 
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Of the clear flood, from things'which 
there abide 

In their true dwelling; nofw is crossed 
by gleam 

Of his own image, by a sunabeam now. 

And wavering motions sent he knows not 
whence, 

Impediments that make his task more 
sweet ; • 


Such pleasant oflice havt we Jong pursued 
Incuunbent o'er the surface of past time 
With like success, nor often have ap¬ 
peared 

Shapes fairer or Itss doislitffiyy discerned 
Than these to which the Tale, indulgent 
Friend ! 

Would now direct thy notic^. Yet in 
M sijite s 

Or pleasure won, and knowledge wot with* 
hlld. 

There was an inner falling off—I loved. 
Loved dficply all that had been loved 
before, 

More deeply ev»n than ever: * but a 
swarm • « ^ , 

Of*heady schemdS Jostling euch other. 


gjwds, • 

And feast and dance, and public i^velry. 
And sports and ^mes»(too grateful in 
tbemJtelves, 

Yet in themselves less grateful, I believe. 
Than as they were a badge gltissy and 
' fresh 

Of manliness and freedom) all conspired 
To lure my mind from firm habitual quest 
Of feeding pleasures, to depress the 4eal 
And damp those yearnings which had 
once beeri mine— 

A wild, iinwondly-minded youth, given 
up 

To his own eager thoughts. It would 
demand 

Some skill, and longer time than may be 
spared , “ 

To paint these vanities, and how they 
• wrought 

^In haunts where they, till now, had been 
A’ •. unknown. 

It seemed the very garments that I wore 
Preyed on my strength, and stopped the 
quiet stream 
Of self-forgetfulness. 

Yes, that heartless chase 
Of trivial pleasures was a poor exchange 
For books |ad natijp at that early age. 
’Tis true, s|pme casual knowledge might 
be gained 

Of character or life : but at that time, 
Of manners put school 1 took small 
note. 


And all my deeper passions lay elsewhere. 
*|iir .better had it been to exalt the mind 


By tolitary study, to uphold 


Intense desire through meditative peace>{ 
And'yet,'for chastisement of these regrets. 
The memory of one particular hour 
Doth here rise up against me. ’Mid a 
throng 

Of maids and youths, old men, and 
t matrons staid, 

A medley of all temrfrs, I had passed 
The nigAt in daTicingj^aiet 3 % and mirth. 
With din of instrui/ents and shuffling 
* feet. 

And glancing forms, and tapers glittering, 
^id unainied prattle flying up and down; 
Spirits upon the stretch, and here and 
there 

Slight shocks of young li>vc-liking inter¬ 
spersed, [head. 

Whose transient pleasure mounted to the 
And tingled through the veins. Ere we 
retired. 

The cock had crowed, and now the eastern 
sky 

Was kindling, not unseen, from humble 
copse 

And open field, through which the path¬ 
way wound, 

And homew'ard led my steps. Magnifi¬ 
cent 

The morning rose, in memorable pomp, 
(.ilorious as e’er I had beheld—in front. 
The sea lay laughing at a distance ; near. 
The solid mountains shone, bright as the 
clouds. 

Grain-tinctured, dreiirhed in empyrean 
light ; 

And in the meadows and the lower 
grounds 

Was all the sweetness of a common 
dawn— 

Dews, vapours, and the melody of birds, 
Aud labourers going forth to till the 
fields. 

Ah ! need I say, dear Friend I that to the 
brim 

My heart was full; I made no vows, but 
vows 

Were then made for me ; bond unknoivn 
to me 

Was given, that I should be, else sinning 
greatly, 

A dedicated Spirit. On I walked 
In thankful blessedness, ^which yet sur¬ 
vives. 

a Strange rendezvous 1 My mind was 
at that time 

A parti-coIourcd show of grave and gay. 
Solid and light, short-sifted and pro¬ 
found ; 

Of inconsiderate habits and sedate. 
Consorting in one mansion unreproved- 
The worth 1 knew of powers that 1 
possessed. 
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Though slighted and too oft misused. 
Resides, 

That summer, swarming as it did with 
thoughts 

Tran3i6;jLt and idle, lacked not intervals 
When Folly from the frown of fleeting 
Time 

Shrunk, and thC mind experienced in 
herself V 

Conformity as jusi^as that of old 
To the end and written spirit of tiod’s 
works. 

Whether held forth in Nature or in Men, 
Through pregnant \'ision, separate or 
conjoined. 

When from our better selves we hav'c 
too long 

Been parted by the huirying world, and 
droop. 

Sick of its business, of its pleasures tired. 
How gracious, how benign, is Solitude ; 
How potent a mere image of lier sw.iv ; 
Most potent w’hen impressed upon the 
mind 

With an appropriate human centre— 
hermit, 

Deep in the bosom of the wilderness ; 
Votary (in vast cathedral, where no foot 
Is treading, where no other face is seen) 
Kneeling at prayers ; or watchman on 
the lop 

Of lighthouse, beaten bv Atlantic waves ; 
Or as the soul of that great I’owcr is met 
Sometimes embodiivl on a public road. 
When, for the night deserted, it assumes 
A character of quiet more profound 
Than pathless wastes. 

Once, when those summer months 
Were flown, and autumn brought its 
annual show 

Of oars with oars contending, sails with 
sails. 

Upon WinanJer's spacious breast, it 
chanced 

That—after I had left a flower-decked 
room 

(Whose, in-door pastime, lighted up, sur¬ 
vived 

To a late hour), and spirits overwrought 
Were making night do penance for a day 
Spent ki a round of strenuous idleness— 
My homeward course led up a long ascent. 
Where the road's watery surface, to th^ 
top « 4 

Of that sharp rising, glittered to the 
moon 

^nd bore the semblance of another 
stream 

Stealing with silent lapse to join the 
- brook 

That murmured in the vale. Ail else 
was still; 


No living thing appeared in earth or air. 
And, save the flowing water’s peaceful 
voir.e, . 

Sound there was none—but, lo ! an un- 
I couth ah ape, 

Shown by a sudd^en turning of the road. 
So near that, slipping back into the shade 
Of a thick hawthorn, I could mark him 
well,.. 

Myself unsi^pn. ,,He was of stature tall, 

A span above man’s common mersure, 

,, tall. ♦ 

Stiff, lank, and upright; a more meagre 
man > f. >• « 

Was never seen before by night or day. 
Long were his arms, pallid his bands ; fus 
mouth 

Looked ghhstly in tlje moonlight: from 
, Ix'find, ’ ' 

A mile-stone propped him ; I cowld also 
ken 

That he was clothed in military garb, 
Though faded, yet entire. Compahioii- 
■ le3s, . 

dog attending, by,no stall sustained. 
He stood. an‘d in his VLvy,dr(i-ss appeared 
A desolation; a simplicity, 

To which the trappings of a gaiuH world 
Make a strange,hack-ground. From his 
lips, cre long, «> 

Issued low muttered sounds, as if of pain 
Or some uneasy thought ; yet still ^his 
form 

Kept the same awful steadiness—at his 
feet 

His shadow lay, and moved not. From 
self-blame 

Not wholly free, I watched him thus ; at 
length ' 

Subduing my heart’s specious cowardicJS, 

I left the shady nook where I had stood 
And hailed him. Slowly from his resting- 
place 

He rose, and with a lean and wasted arm 
In measured gesture lifted to his head 
Returned my salutation ; then resumed 
His station as before ; and when I asked 
His history, the veteran, in reply, 

Was neither slow nor eager; but, un¬ 
moved, 

And w'ith a quiet uncomplaining voice, 

A stately air of mild indifference, 

He told in few plain words a soldier's 
tale— 

That in the Tropic Islands he had ser\'ed. 
Whence he had lalTded sc&'rcely three 
weeks past; 

That on •'his landing he had been dis¬ 
missed, 

And now was travelling towards his 
native home. 

This heard, I said, in pity, " Couno wAtjh" 
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He stooped, and straightway from the 
ground took up 

An oaken staff by me j’et cinobscrvrd— 
A staff which must have dropped from 
his slack hand • « 

And lay till now neglected in the griws. 
Though weak his step and cautious, he 
appeared 

To travel without pain, and 1 beheld. 
With an astonishment ljut HI snimpressed, 
HisBghostlv figure niu\-iiig at iny side ; 
Nor could I, while we journeyed tluu-, f'jr- 
bear 

^o turn from iJtesent»harll,ships to the 
past, 

And speak of war, battle, and pestilence. 
Sprinkling this talk with quesj^iotis, bet 'iX'r 
^ Sjpared, • 

On what-he might himself hav* seen <»r 
f*lt. 

He all the while was in doineanour calm. 
Concise ifi answer : solemn and sublime 
He might have seemed, but that in all 
he said » -i 

There was a«stra«ge half^bseiice, as ot 
• one » • * • ' 

KnoMung too well the imjJbrtance of his 
inemc, ♦ 

But feeling it no^ongc*. Our disrniirse 
Soon endfed, and together on we passed 
In silence through a wood gloomy and 
still. 


Up-Burning, then, along an open field, 
We reached a cottage. At the door I 
knocked, 

And earnestly to charitable care 
Commended him as a poor friendfess man. 
Belated and by sickness overcome. 
As^red that now the traveller would 
. rewisft i 

In corniort, I entreyA'd that henceforth 
He would not lingeiBin the public ways. 
Hut ask for timely furtherance and help 
Such as his stale required. At this re- 
4 proof. 

With the same ghastly mildness in his 
look. 

He said, “ My trust ,is in the God of 
ifeaven. 

And ill the eye of him who passes me!" 

The cottage door was speedily un¬ 
barred. 

And now the soldier touehed his hat once 
more I voice. 

With his lean hand, and in a faltering 
Wlu«se tone bespake reviving interests 
Till tlien unfelt, he thanked me ; 1 re¬ 
turned 

The farewell blessing of the patient man. 
And so we V’^irlcd. Back I cast a look, 
And lingered near the door a little space. 
Then sought with quiet heart my distant 
home. 


BOOK FIFTH 


* BOOKS 

Whek Contemplation, like the night- 
calm felt 

Through earth and sky, spreads widely, 
and sends deep 

Into the soul it% tranqSillising power. 

Even then I sometimes giieve for thee, 

• O Man, 

.garth’s paramount Creature! not so 
much for woes 

'fhat thou endurest; heavy though that 
weight be, 

Cloud-like it mounts, or touched with 
light divine 

Doth melt away; but for those palms 
achieved. 

Through Iqpgth of J|jme, by patient exer-* 
else , 

Of study and hard thought ; there, there, 
it is * 

That sadness find^ its fuel. Hitherto, 

In progress through this Verse, my mind 
hath looked 

^^pon the speaking face of earth and 
heaven 


As her prime teacher, intercourse with 
mail 

ICstablished by the sovereign Intellect, 

Who through that bodily image hath 
diffused. 

As might appear to the eye of fleeting 
time, 

A, deathless spirit. Thou also, man 1 
hast wrought. 

For commerce of thy nature with her¬ 
self. 

Things that aspire to unconquerable life ; 

And yet we feel—we cannot choose but 
feel— 

That they must perish.« Tremblings of 
the heart 

It gives, to think that our immortal being 

No more shall need such garments; and 
yet man. 

As long as he shall be the child of earth. 

Might almost “ weep to have " what he 
may lose. 

Nor be himself extinguished, but survive. 

Abject, depressed, forlorn, disconsolate. 

A thought is with me sometimes, and 
I say,— 
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Shpuld the whole frame of earth by in¬ 
ward throes 

Be wrenched, or hre come down from far 
to scorch 

Her pleSnaut habitations, and dry up 
Old Ocean, in his bed left singed and bare, 
Yet would the living Presence still Sub¬ 
sist \ 

Victorious, and coW-posure woulU ensue, 
And kindlings like t|ac iiioniiiig—presage, 
sure 

Of day returning and of life revived. 
But all the meditations ot mankind, . 
Yea, ail the adamantine holds of trutii 
By reason built, or passion, wliich itself 
Is highest reason in a soul sublime; 
The consecrated w’orks of Hard and Sage, 
Sensuous or intellectual, wrought hymen, 
Twin labourers and hens <il the same 
hopes ; 

Where would they be ? Oh ! why h.illi 
not the Mind 

Some clement to stamp her image riii 
In nature somewhat nearer to her own ? 
Why, gifted with such powers to send 
abroad 

Her spirit, must it lodge in sliriucs so 
frail ? 


And as i looked around, distress and fear 
Came creeping over me, when at my side, 
Close at my'Side, an uncouth shape ap¬ 
peared 

Up«n a dromedary, mounted high. 

seemed an Arab of the Bedouin tribes: 
A lance he bore, and underneath one arm 
A stone, and in the opposite hand a shell 
Of a surpatsiug brightness. At the sight 
Much I rejpice^l, not doubting but a 
guide ^ *9 . 

VVas present, one. who with unemng skill 
Would througli the desert lead me ; and 
while yet ( ■ *r 

1 looked and looked, self-questioned what 
this freight 

\Miieh the new comer carried through the 
waste' r , „ 

Could ivrau, the Arab told me that ttie 
stone 

(To give it in the language of the dream) 
Was “ Kuclid’s Klemciits ; " and " Tins,” 
said he, 

“• Is soiYiething of more worth ; ” and at 
the wort\ t 

Strelched‘forth the sin'll, po beautiful: in 
shape, ‘ j 

In colour so •esplendciit, with coininand 
That I should ]i<dd it''lo iiiy ear. 1 did 


One dav, when fr<nn my lips a like com¬ 
plaint 

Had fallen in presence of a studious 
friend. 

He w’ith a smile made answer, that in 
truth 

'Twas going far to seek disquietude ; 

But fin the front of his rejiroof confessed 
That he himself had oftentimes given 
way 

To kindred hauntings. Whereupon I 
told. 

That once in the stillness of a summer’s 
noun, 

W’hile. I was seated in a rocky cave 
By the sea-side, perusing, so it cl anced. 
The famous history of the errant knight 
Recorded by Cervantes, these same 
thoughts 

Beset me, and to height unusual rose. 
While listlessly I sate, and, having closed 
The book, had turned my eyes toward 
the^ide sya. 

On. poetry and geometric truth. 

And their high privilege of lasting life, , 
From all internal injury exempt, t 
I mused: upon these chiefly: and at 
length, 

My senses yielding to the sultry air, 

Sleep seized me, and 1 passed into a 
dream. 

I saw before me stretched a boundless 
plain 

Of sandy wilderness, all black and void, 


so, • 

And heard that instant in an unknown 
tongue. ^ 

Which yet I understood, articulate 
sounds. 

A loud prophetic blast of harmony ; 

An Ode, in passion uttered, which fore¬ 
told 

Destruction to the children of the earth 
By deluge, now at hancl. No sooner 
ceased 

The song, than the Arab w'ith calm look 
declared 

That all would come to pass of which the 
voice *■ , 

Had given forewarning, and that he him¬ 
self ' 

Was going then to bury those two books : 
The one that held acquaintance with the 
stars, 

And wedded soul to soul in purest bond 
Of reason, undisturbed by space or timej 
The other that was a god, yea many gods, 
Had voices more than all the winds, with 
I power 

^fo exhilarate xthe spirit, and to soothe, 
Through every clime, ftie heart of human 
kind. 

While this'Was uttering, strange as it may 
seem, 

I wondered not. although I plainly saw 
The one to be a stone, the other a shell; 
Nor doubted once but that they botil^ 
were books. 
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Having a perfect faith in all that passed. 
Far stronger, now, grew the desire I felt 
To cleave unto this man ;'»but when I 
prayed 

To share his enterprise, he "hurried’on 
Reckless of me : I followed, not unseen, 
For oftentimes be cast a backward look, 
Grasping his tw'ofold treasure.—Lance in 
rest, * 

He rode, I kcepinc pacciwifh him ; and _ 
He, my fancy, Had bec*)me the knight 
Whose tale Cervantes tells ; yet imt the 
knight, ^ , 

^BUt was an Arab of the desert too ; 

Of these was neither, ,aiid was both at 
once. 

Plis countenance, meanwhile,jgrew' nuve 
m disturbed; * 

And, looking backwards when hd looked! 
ni^ne eyes 

Saw, over half the wilderness diffused, 

A l^ed of* glittering light : I asked the 
cause : 

“ It is,” said he, * the waters of the deep 
Gathering upflnusj” quickening then the 
• pace ’ • ■* 

Of th'% unwieldy creature lit* bestrode. 

He left me : I calU;d after him aloud ; 

He heeded not; nut, ^’ith his twofold 
ehar^ 

Still in his grasp, before me, full in view, 
Wiiit hurrying o’er the. illimitable waste. 
With the fleet ivatersof a drowning world ' 
In chase of liim : whereat I vraked in 
terror. 

And saw the sea before me, and the book. 
In which 1 had been reading, at my side. 

Full often, taking from the world f 
sleep 

This Arab phantom, which I thus beheld, 
This semi-Quixote, I to him have given 
A substance, fancied h^ a living man, 
A gentle dwelhir in the desert, crared | 
By love and feeling, and internal thought j 
Protracted among endless solitudes ; j 
JjUve shaped him wandering upon this 
quest ! 

Nor have I pitied him ; but rather felt 
Reverence was due to a being thus em¬ 
ployed ; 

And thought that, in the blind and awful 
lair 

Of such a madness, reason did lie couched.^ 
Enow ther« are on ^rth td take in charge 
Their *wives, their children, and their 
virgin loves, , 

Or whatsoever else the heart holds dear; 
Enow to stir for these ; yea, will I say. 
Contemplating in soberness the approach 
Of an event so dire, by signs in earth 
heaven made manifest, that I could 
share 


That, maniac's fond anxiety, and go 
Upon like errand. Oftentimes at least 
Me hath such strong entrancement over¬ 
come. 

When 1 have held a volume in niy hand, 
Poor earthly casket of immortal verse, 
Shakespeare, or Milton.labourers divine ! 


ir Milton.l 
leiiign, i/ule 


ould thus so 


Great'(md benign, 'yulecd, must be the 
jjower J 

Of livin nature, which ould thus so 
Innp 

Detain me from the best of other guides 
And dearest helpers, left unthanked, 
unpraised. 

Even ifi the time of lisping infancy ; 

And later down, in prattling childhood 
even. 

While I was travelling back among those 
days. 

How could I ever pl.av an ingrate's part ? 
Once more should 1 have made those 
bowers resound, 

By interiningling strains of thankfulness 
\Vith their own thoughtless melodies ; at 
li ast 

It might have well beseemed me to repeat 
Some simply fashioned tale, to tell again, 
111 slender accents of sweet verse, some 
tale 

That did bewitch me then, and soothes 
me no 

O P'rieiid ! O Poet! brother of my soul. 
Think not that I could puss along un¬ 
touched 

By these remembrances. Yet wherefore 
speak ? 

Why call upon a few weak words to say 
What is already written in the hearts 
Of all that breathe ?—what in the path 
of all 

Props daily from the longue of every 
child, 

Wherever man is found ? The trickling 
. tear 

j Upon the cheek of listening Infancy 
I Proclaims it, and the insuperable look 
That drinks as if it never could be full. 

That portion of my story I shall leave 
There registered: whatever else of power 
Or pleasure sown, or fosbered thbs, may 
be 

iPeculiar to myself, let that remain 
Where still it works, though hidden from 
all search 

Among the depths of time. Yet is it just 
That here, in memory of all books which 
lay 

Their sure foundations in the heart of man. 
Whether by native prose, or numerous 
verse, ’ 

That in the name of all inspire souls— 
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From Homer the great Thunderer, from 
. the voice 

That roars along the bed of Jewish song, 
Ajxd that more varied and elaborate, 
Tnose trumpet-tones of harmony that 
shake 

-Our shores in England,—from t^ose 
loftiest notes 

Down to the low anj%vren-likc wr.rliliiigs, 
made \ j 

For cottagers and spinners at the wJieel. 1 
And sun-burnt travellers resting their [ 
tired limbs, | 

Stretched under wayside hedge-rows, 
ballad times, 

Food fur the hungry ears of little ones, 
And ol old m'n who have survived then- 
joys-- 

’Tis Just that in behalf of these, the works. 
And of the men that framed them, 
wlietlicr known 

Or sleeping nameless in their scattered 
graves. 

That I should here assert their rights, 
attest 

Their honours, and should, once for all, 
prononnee 

Their benediction ; speak of the,m as 
Powers 

For ever to be hallowed : only less. 

For what we are and what we may be¬ 
come. 

Than Nature’s self, which is the breath of 
God, 

Or His pure Word by miracle revealed. 
Rarely and with reluctance would I 

SttKjp 

To transitory themes ; yet 1 rejoice. 
And, by these thoughts adoinoiiishcd, 
will pour out 

Thanks with ujilifted heart, that 1 was 
reared | l-iul 

Safe from aii'tevil which those days have 
Upon the children of the land, □ pcat 
That might have dried me up, body and 
soul. 

This verse is dedicate to Nature’s self. 
And things that teach as Nature teaches : 
then. 

Oh ! whore had been the Man, the Poet 
wIkto, p 

Where had w'c been, we tw'o, beloved 
Friend! , 

If in the season of unperilous choirc, , 
In lieu of wandering, as wc did, through 
vales. 

Rich with indigenous produce, open 
ground 

I Cf Fancy, happv pastures ranged at w«ll, 
We had b®cij followed, hourly watched, 
and noosed. 

Each in his several melancholy walk 


Stringed like a poor man's heifer at its 
'■feed, 

Led through ^he lanes in forlorn servitude; 
Or rather like a stalled ox debarred 
From touch, of growing grass, that may 
. not taste 

A flow'er till it have yielded up its sweets 
A prelibation to the mower’s scythe. 

I f 

Behold th(;,parent hen amid her brood. 
Though fledged anil featherccL and w'el' 

, jilcased to part ^ 

And straggle from her prese.nce, still r 
brood, ^ , 

And she herself from the mal'^rnal bond 
Still undischarged ; yet doth she lilije 
, more 

Than move with them in tenderness and 

A centre to the circle which they "lake ; 
And now and then, alike from need of 
theirs 

■And call of her own natural appetites, 
She scratches, ransacks^, up the earth for 
food. 

Which th?y partake at pbjaspre. Early 
died 

My honoured Mother, she w'ho was the 
heart i, 

And hinge of all our lcarning>^ and our 
loves: 

She left us destitute, and, as we might, 
Trooping together. Little suits it me'» 

'I'll break upon the sabbath ot her rest 
With any thought that looks at others’ 
blame ; 

Nor would I praise her but in perfect 
love. 

Hence am I checked ; but let me boldly 
sav. 

In gratitude, and for the sake of truth. 
Unheard by her, that she. not falsely 
taught. 

Fetching her goodness rather from times 
past. 

Than shaping novelties for times to come. 
Had no presumption, no such jealousy. 
Nor did by habit of her thoughts mistn:@t 
Our nature, but had virtual faith that Me 
Who fills the mother’s breast with in¬ 
nocent milk. 

Doth also for our nobler part provide. 
Under His great correction and control, . 
As innocent instincts, and as innocent 
• food; ( 

Or draws for minds 'chat arc' left free to 
trust 

In the siuiplicities of opening life 
Sweet honey out of spurned or dreaded 
weeds. 

This was her creed, and therefore she 
was pure 

From anxious fear of error or mishap 
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And evil, oveirweeningly so called 
Was not puffed up by fjilse unnatui'al 
hopes, 

Nor selfish with unnccessaroi^ cares,» 

Nor with impatience from the seijson 
asked 

More than its timely produce ; rather 
loved » 

The hours for what they are, than from 
. * regard * 

Glanced on their promises in restless 
pride. * 

iJSuch was she—4iot fr{)m *facuities more 
strong 

Than others have, but from the limes, 
perhaps, , 

And spot in whicljj she Jived,'*and through 
• ^ grace, » , 

Of Dfpdest meekness, simple-mindedness, 
A heart tliat found benignity and lK>i>e, 
Being i^clf benign. 

• My drift I fear 

Is scarcely obvyjus ; but, that'common 
sense n ^ 

May try ,lh^ 4nodern System by its 
fruits, ■j, 

Leav\: let me take to place bef )rc her 
sight • 9 

A spcci-nen pourtrayed with faithful 
hand. 

Full early trained to worship scemliness, 
WlThis model of a child is never known 
To mix ill quarrels: that were far 
beneath 

Its dignity ; with gifts he bubbles o’er 
As generous as a fountain; selfishness 
May not come near him, nor the little 
throng • 

Of flitting pleasures tempt him from his 
path ; 

The wandering beggars propagate his 
name, 

Dumb creatures find him tender as a nun. 
And natural or'‘Supernatural fear, 

•Unless it leap upon him m a dream. 
Touches him not. To enhance the won- 
%■ der, see 

' 'How arch his notices, how nice his sense 
Of the ridiculous ; not blind is he 
. To the broad follies of the licensed world, 

> Yet innocent himself withal, though 
shrewd. 

And can read lectures upon innocence.^ 
A miracle of scientific lore, • 

Ships he%aii guide across the pathless 
sea, 

>Aad tell you all their cunniag; he can 
read 

The 'inside of the earth, and spell the 
stars; 

,He knows the policies of foreign lands; 
^ Can-string you names of districts, cities, 
^ towns. 


Thb whole world over, tight as beads of 
dew 

Upon a gossamer thread; he sifts, he 
weighs; 0 

All things aie put to question ; he must 
•\ live 

K^nowing that he gr^s wiser every day 
O.' cls'4 not live at 'fl, and seeing too 
Each little drop of^visdom as it falls 
liitc) the dimpling cistern of his heart : 
For this unnatural growth the trainer 
d blame, 

T’ity the tree.—Poor liumaii vanity, 
W'ert thou extinguished, little would be 
left 

Which he could truly love ; but how 
escape ? 

For, ever as a thought of purer birth 
Rises to lead him towaxd a better clime, 
Some intermeddler still is on the watch 
To drive him back, and pound him, like a 
stray. 

Within ihc pinfold of his own conceit. 
Meanwhile old grandnme earth is grieved 
to find 

The ]}luvthings, which her love designed 
for liim. 

Unthought of: in their woodland beds 
the flewers 

Weep, and the river sides are all forlorn. 
Oh ! give us once again the wishing cap 
Of Fortunatus, and the invisil>lc coat 
Of Jack the (iiant-killer, Robin Hood, 
And Sabra in the forest with St. George ! 
The child, wliosc love is here, at least, 
doth reap 

One precious gain, that he forgets himself. 

These mighty workmen of our later age. 
Wlio, with a broad highway, have over- 
bridged 

The froward chaos of futurity. 

Tamed to their bidding ; they who have 
the skill 

To manage books, and things, and make 
them act 

On infant minds as surely as the stm 
Deals with a flower ; the keepers of our 
time. 

The guides and wardens of our faculties. 
Sages who in their prescience w-suld con¬ 
trol 

All accidents, and to the very road 
•Which they have fashioned would confine 
us down. 

Like engines ; when will their presump¬ 
tion l3arn, 

That ill the unreasoning progress of the 
world 

A wiser spirit is at work for us, 

A better eye than theirs, most prodigal 
Of blessings, and most studious of our 
sqiod. 


K K I 
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Even in what seem our most unfruitful 
hours ? « 


^ Tbere^was a Boy : ye knew him well, 
ye c^s 

And islands of Winander !—many a time 
At evening, when the earliest stars begun 
To move along tl^ edges of the hil s. 
Rising or setting, wXuld he stand aluiic 
Beneath the trees or' l)y the gliinmerii.g 
lake. 


And there, with fingers interwoven, both 
hands 

Pressed closely palm to palm, and to his 
mouth 

Uplifted, he, as through an iiistrun.ent. 
Blew mimic hootings to the silent owls. 
That they might answer him ; and they 
would shout 

Across the watery vale, and shout again. 
Responsive to his call, with quivering 
peals. 

And long halloos and screams, and echoes 
loud, 

Redoubled! and redoubled, concourse 
wild 

Of jocund dill ; and, when a lengtlicned 
pause 

Of silence came and baffled bis best skill. 
Then sometimes, in that silence while he 
hung 

Listening, a gentle shock of mild surprise 
Has carded far into his heart the voice 
Of mountain torrents; or the visible 
scene 

Would enter unawares into his mind. 
With all its solemn imagery, its rocks. 
Its woods, and that uncertain heaven, 
received 

Into the bosom of the steady lake. 


This Boy was taken from hi", mates, 
and died 

In childhood, ere he was full twelve years 
old. 

Fair is the spot, most beautiful the vale 

W’here he was born ; the grassy church¬ 
yard hangs 

Upon a slope above the vdlluge school. 

And through that churchyard when my 
wayjlias led 

On summer evenings, T believe that there 

A long half hour together I have stood 

Mute, looking at the grave in which he 
lies! ' 

Even now appears before the mind's clear 
eye 

That self-same village church ; I see her 
sit' 

(The throned Lady whom erewhile we 
hailed) 

^ On her green hill, forgetful of this Boy 
. .If, * See p. 14S.— EA, 


Who slfimbers at her feet,—^forgetful, too. 
Of all her silenl; neighbourhood of graves. 
And listening only to the gladsome sounds 
That^ from the rural s^ool ascending, 
play 

Beneath her and about her. May she 
long 

Behold a rao“ of young ones like to those 
With whom l,jherded I—(easily, indeedi 
We might have fe.U upon a fatt» soil,,, 

Of arts and letters—but be t*at for¬ 
given)— 

A race of real chilt’ren ; aot too wise, , 
Too learned, or too good; but wanton, 
fresh, [hate; 

And bandied up and down by love and 
Not iiiircseiitful where self-justified ; 
Fi|r*rce, poody, patient, ventuiou^, 
modest,;sliy ; , 

Mad at their spurts like withered leaves in 
winds ; 

Though doing wrong and suffering, and 
■I- full oft , 

Bending beneath our jife's, mysterious 
weighti^ ' ' „ .1 

Of pain, and dortbt, and fear, yet yielding 
not 

In happiness to the happiest upon earth. 
Simplicity in habit, truth in speich, 

Be these the daily strengtbeiiers of tlieir 
minds ; 

May books and Nature be their early joy 
And knowledge, rightly honoured with 
that name— 

Knowledge not purchased by the loss of 
power ! 

Well do I call to mind the very week 
When I was first intrusted to the care 
Of that sweet Valley when its paths, its 
shores. 

And brooks were like a dream of novelty 
To my h-alf-infanty-thoughts ; that very 
week, 

While I was roving up and down alone, • 
Seeking I knew not what, I chanced to 
cross „ 

One of those open fields, which, shaped 
like ears, 

Make green peninsulas op Estbwaite’a,- 
Lake : 

Twilight was coming on, yet through the 
/ gloom 

A,->peiired distinctly on the opposite shore 
A heap of garments, aH if left hy one > 
Who might have there been bathing, 
Long I watched. 

But no one owned them : meanwhile the 
calm lake 

Grew dark with all the shadows cut its 
breast, ^ 

And, now and then, a fish up-leaping 
snapped 
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The breathless stillness. The succeeding 
day, • 

Those unclaimed garments telling a plain 
tale • • 

Drew to the spot an anxious crowd; some 
looked 

In passive expectation from the shore, 
While from a boat others hung o’er the 
deep. % . 

.S 4 Unding with grappling irons and long 
poles. . 

At last, the dead man. ’mid that |hcaii- 
I. teous sceiffe • 

Of trees and hills and water, bolt upright 
Rose, with his ghastly Jlacc, a spectre 
shape • 

^Of terror; yet 90 soul-deoasing fear. 
Toungas 1 was, a child not iiin# years «d. 
Possessed me, for my inner eye had seen 
Such sights before, among the shining 
stiieams 

Of faery land, the forest of romance. 
Their spirit haHowed the sad sped acl9 
With decomtioji of ideal grace ; 

A dignity, atosnft>othness, lik# the works 
Of ^reciau art, and piirftit poesy. 

A precious tfCasuv had I long pos¬ 
sessed, 

A little yellow, canvas-covered bonk, 

Ji slender abstract of the Arabian talcs : 
*Aud, from companions in a new abode, 
When hrst I learnt, that this dear prize of 
mine 

Was but a block hewn from a mighty 
quarry— 

That there were four large volumes, laden 
all 

With kindred matter, 'twas to me, in 
truth, 

A promise scarcely earthly. Instantly, 
With one not richer than myself, I made 
A covenant thgt each*should lay aside 
The moneys he possessed, and hoard up 
• more, 

. Till our joint savings had amassed enough 
,^To make this book ouz own. Through 
several months. 

In spite of all temptation, we preserved 
Religiously thai vow; but firmness failed. 
Nor were we ever masters of our wish. 

And when thereafter to my fathcr% 
hou^ ^ * 

The holi^ys returned me, there to find 
That golden store of books which I had 
left. 

What joy was n^e ! Ho\v often in the 
course 

Of those glad respites, though a soft west 
wind 

RnfBed the waters to the angler's wish. 
For 9 whole day together, have I lain 


Down by thy side, O Denvent! murmur¬ 
ing stream. 

On the hot stones, and in the glaring sun. 
And there have read, devoMting as I 
read, 

Ikifrauding th^' day's glory, desperate ! 
Till with a sudden^ound of smart re¬ 
proach, " 

S'lch as an idler deals with in his shame; 

1 to the sp 7 ort betook myself again. 

I 

\ A gracious spirit o'er this earth pre¬ 
sides. 

And o'er the heart of man ; invisibly 
It comes, to works of unreproved delight, 
AiitT tendency benign, directing those 
Who care not, know not. think not what 
they do. 

The tales that charm away the wakeful 
night 

111 Araby, rrimaiices : legends penned 
For solace by dim light of monkish lamps; 
Fictions, for ladies of their love, devised 
By ycmlhful sepuires ; adventures endless, 
spun 

By tho dismantled warrior in old age. 

Out of the bowels of those very schemes 
III which his vouth did first extravagate: 
These spread like day, and something in 
the shape 

Of these will live till man shall be nc 
more. 

Diiiiib yearnings, hidden appetites, are 
ours, 

And they must have their food. Our child¬ 
hood sits. 

Our simple childhood, sits upon a throne 
That hath more power than all the 
elements. 

I guess not what this tells of Being past. 
Nor ivhat it augurs of the life to come: 

But so It is. and, in that dubious hour. 
That twilight when wc first begin to see 
^his dawning earth, to recognise, expect. 
And, in tho long probation that ensues, 
The time of trial, ere we learn to live 
In reconcilement with our stinted powers; 
To endure this slate of meagre vassalage, 
Unwilling to forego, confess, submit. 
Uneasy and unsettled, yoke-fellows 
To custom, mettlesome, and not yet 
tamed 

And humbled down ; oh ! then we feel. 

* we feel, 

Wc know where we have friends. Ye ’ 
dreamers, then, 

Forgers of daring tales! we bless youthen. 
Impostors, drivellers, dotards, as the ape 
Philosophy will call you : then we feel 
With what, and how great might ye are 
in league. 

Who make our wish, our power, our 
thought a deed, ' 
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An empire, a possession,—ye whom time 
And sea^ns serve ; all Faculties to whom 
Earth crouches, the elements are potter’s 
clay.'i 

Space like a heaven filled up with northern 
lights, ron^-e. 

Here, nowhere, th^, and everywhereVat 

Relinquishing tbis^ofty eminence * 
For ground, though humbler, not tlie l(^s 
a tract 

Of the same isthmus, which our spirit:| 
cross 

In progress from their native continent 
' To earth and human life, the Song might 
dwell 

On that delightful time of growing youth. 
When craving for tlie marvellous gives 
way 

To strengthening love for things that we 
have seen ; 

When sober truth and steady sympathies. 
Offered to notice by less daring pens, 

Take firmer hold of us, and words the,ni- 
selves 

Move us with conscious pleasure. 

1 am sad 

At thought of rapture now for ever flown; 
Almost to tears I sonictimes could be sad 
To think of, to read over, many a page. 
Poems withal of name, which at that 
time 

Did never fail to entrance me, and are 
now 

Dead in my eyes, dead as a theatre 
Fresh emptied of spectators. Twice 
five years 

Or less I might have seen, wlien first my 
mind 

With conscious pleasure opened to the 
charm 

Of words in t'lneful order, found them 
sweet 

For their own sakes, a passion, and ^ 
power ; 

And phrases pleased me chosen for de¬ 
light. 

For pomp, or love. Oft, in the public 
roads 

Yet unfrequented, while the morning 
Jighf 

Was yellowing the hill tops, I went abroad 
With a dear friend, and for the better 
part • 

Of two delightful hours we strolled along 
By the still borders of the misty lake. 
Repeating favourite verses with one voice. 


Or conning more, as happy as the birds* 
That round us chauated. Well might we 
be glad. 

Lifted above'the ground by airy fancies, 
Moie bright than madness or the dreams 
of v\ine ; 

And, though full oft the objects of our 
love * 

,Were false, ai'd ip their splendour over¬ 
wrought, * • 

Ye» was thercsurcly then no vulgSt power 
Working within iis,—nothing less, in 
truth, 'f * « r 

Thau that most noble attribute of man. 
Though yet untutored and -nordinate. 
That wish for something loftier, more 
adoniecT, 

Than is She common aspect, daily garb. 
Of human life. What wonder, then, if 
.sounds 

Of exultation echoed through the.groves ! 
For, imapes, and senlime.nts, and words. 
And everything encnunh.red or pursued 
In that delicioys world «‘)f pttesy, 

Kept holiday, a never-eriding show, 

With music, ind^nse, festival, and flo)«'ers! 

Here must we pv.usc :" this only let me 
add, “ 

From heart-experience, and in humblest 
sense ,,, 

Of modesty, that he, who in his youth' 
A daily wanderer among woods and fields 
With living Nature hath been intimate. 
Not only in that raw unpractised time 
Is stirred to extasy, as others are. 

By glittering verse : but further, doth 
receive. 

In measure only dealt out to himself. 
Knowledge aud increase of enduring joy 
From the great Nature that exists in 
works 

Of mighty Poets. * Visiopai’y power 
At tends the motions of the viewless winds. 
Embodied in the mystery of words: ' 

There, darkness makes abode, and all the 
host 

Of shadowy things work endless changes, 
—there. 

As in a mansion like their proper home; 
Even forms and substances are circum-' 
fused 

i iy that transparent veil with l^ht divine. 
And, through the tugiings ii\tricate of 
verse. 

Present themselves as objects recognised. 
In flashes, find with glory not their own. 
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The leaves were fading when to ESth- 
waite’s banks 

And the simplicities of cottage life 
1 bade farewell; and, one among the 
youth • * • 

\Vno. summoned by that season, reunite 
As scattered birds troop to the fowler's 
. lure, a , ■ 

Went back to Granta s cldisters, not so 
prompt i 

Or eager, though as gay and undepressed ' 
In mind, as when I thciice had taficn i 
flight • j 

A few short ihonths before. I turned ifly j 
face ” I 

Without repining from the coves and 
heights 

Clothed in the ^nshine of the witheripg | 
fern ; _ i 

8 ,uittcd, not lotlf, the mlM nj^gnificcnce | 
f ca]mer*lalfes and loudc( streams ; and j 


^011, 

Frank-hearted niaids of rocky Cumber- i 
lanc^ • 

You and your not unwelcome days of I 
mirth. ' 

^Relinquished, and your nights of revelry, : 
' And in my own unlovely cell sate down ' 
In lightsome mood—such privilege has 1 
youth 

That'cannot take long leave of pleasant 
thoughts. 

• 

The bonds of indolent society 
Relaxing in their hold, henceforth 1 lived 
More to myself. Two winters may be 
passed 

Without a separate notice • many books 
Were skimmed^ devoured, or studiously 
” perused, 

^ut with no settled plan. I was detached 
^ Internally from academic cares ; 

IvYet independent study seemed a course \ 
Of hardy disobedience toward friends 
And kindred, proud rebellion and unkind. 
This spurious virtue, rather let it bear 
A name it now deserves, this cowardice. 
Gave treacherous sanction to that over- 
love ^ 

. Of freedom whichi^ncouALged me to turn 
From regulations even of my own 
As from restraints and bond^ Yet who 
can tell— 

Who knows what thus may have bean 
gained, both then 

" And at a later season, or preserved; 

. What love of nature, what original 
stxengUi 

'.'Of contemplation, what intuitive truths 


The deepest and the best, whaf keen re- . 
search, 

Unbiassed, unbewil'd^ed, and unawed ? 

TheiPoet's soul vCs with me at that 

Si 'cet meditations,*the still overflow 
O. present happiness, while luture years 
!..uckcd not anticipations, tender dreams, 
fjo few of which have since been realised ; 
.\nd some remain, hopes for my future 
life. 

Four* years and thirty, told this very 
week, I 

Have. I been now a sojourner on earth, I 
By sorrow not unsuntten ; yet for me ^ 
Life's morning radiance hath not left 
the hills. 

Her dew is on the flowers. Those were 
the days 

Which also first emboldened me to trust 
With firmness, hitherto out slightly 
touched 

By such a daring thought, that I might 
leave - 

Some monument behind me which pure 
hearts 

Should reverence. The instinctive hum¬ 
bleness. 

Maintained even by the very name and 
thought 

Of printed hooks and authorship, began 
To melt awjy ; and further, the dread 
awe 

Of mighty names was softened down and 
seemed 

Approachable, admitting fellowship 
Of modest sympathy. Such aspect now. 
Though not familiarly, mv mind put on. 
Content t<i observe, to achieve, and to 
, enjoy. 

All winter long, whenever free to 
choose. 

Did I by night frequent the College grove 
And tributary walks; the last, and oft 
The only one, who had been lingering 
there , 

Through hours of silenc#, till the porter's 
bell, 

A punctual follower on the stroke of 
• nine. 

Rang with its blunt iinceremonious voice. 
Inexorable summons ! Lofty elms. 
Inviting shades of opportune'recess. 
Bestowed composure on a neighbourhood 
Unpeaceful in itself. A single tree 
With sinuous trunk, boughs exquisitely 
wreathed. 

Grew there; an ash which Winter for 
hknself 
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Decked out with pride, and with out¬ 
landish grace : 

Up from the^ground, and almost to the 
top,' 

The trunk and every master branch were 
green f 

With clustering iw, and the lightsone 
twigs ' I 

* And outer spray prffusely tipped 

seeds r 

That hung in yellow tassels, while tlyC j 
air \! 

Stirred them, not voiceless. Often have 
I stood 

Foot-bound uplooking at this lovely'tree 
Beneath a frosty moon. The hemisphere 
Of magic fiction, verse of mine perchance 
Mav never tread ; but scarcely Spenser’s 
self 

Could have more tranquil visions in his 
youth, 

Or could more bright appearances create 
Of human forms with superhiimau 
powers, 

Thau I beheld loitering on calm clear 
nights 

Alone, beneath this fairy work of earth. 

On the vague reading of a truant 
youth 

’Twere idle to descant. My inner judg¬ 
ment 

Not seldiim differed frcjm my taste in 
books, 

As if it appertained to another mind, 
And yet the books which then I valued 
most 

Are dearest to me now ; for, having 
scanned. 

Not heedlessly, the laws, and watched 
the forms 

Of Nature, in that knowledge I possessed 
A standard, often usefully applied, 
Even when unconsciously, to thiiigs re¬ 
moved 

From a familiar sympathy.—In fine, 

1 was a better judge of thoughts than 
words, 

Misled in estimating words, not only 
By con^on inexperience of youth. 

But by the tra<!e in classic niceties, 

The dangerous craft of culling term and 
phrase 

From languages that want the living 
voice 

To carry meaning to the natiual heart; 
To tell us what is passion, what is truth. 
What reason, what simplicity and sense. 

Yet may we not entirely overlook 
The pleasure gathered from the rudiments 
Of geometric science. Though advanced 
‘ .{n these inquiries, with regret I speak^ 



No farther than the threshold, there I 
found • 

Both elevation and composed delight: 
Witlf Indian‘awe and wonder, ignorance 
•• pleased 

With its own struggles, did I meditate 
On the relation those abstractions bear 
To Nature’^ laws, and by what process 
, led, f r 

Those immaterial agents bowqd tkair 
t lieads [man 

Duly to serv^ the mind of earth-born 
From star to stari from" kindred sphere' 
to sphere. 

From system on to system without end. 

I 

More frequently from the same soqrce J 
«■ dreW’ • 

A pleasure quiet and profound, a Sense 
Of permanent and universal sway. 

And paramount belief ; there, reeugnised 
A type, for finite natures, of the one 
Sijprcme Existence, thef surpassing life 
Which—to thewiboundaries Of space and 
time, •' ‘ V c ’ 

Of mclatichul/' space and doleful 
Superior and incapable of change, 

Nor touched by Uultermgs of passion— 
is, * 

And hath the name of, God. Transcen- 
dent peace t 

And silence did await upon these thought^ 
That were a frequent comfort to my 
youth. 

’Tis told by one whom stormy waters 
threw, . 

With fellow-sufferers by the shipwreck 
spared, 

Upon a desert coast, that having brought 
To land a single volume, saved by chance, 

A treatise of Geometry, he wont. 

Although of food'and clqthing destitute. 
And beyond common wretchedness de¬ 
pressed, ' 

To part from company and take this book 
(Then first a self-taught pupil in itb 
truths) 

To spots remote, and draw his diagrams 
With a long staff uoon the sand, and thus 
Did oft beguile his sorrow, and almost 
Forget his feeling : so (if like effect 
VFrom the same cause produced, ’mid out¬ 
ward things ^ , 

So different, may rightly be qompared,) 

So w’as it then with me. and so will be 
With PoetS ever. Mighty is the charm , 
Of those abstractions ^to a mind beset > 
With images and haunted by herself, , , " 
And specially delightful unto me 
Was that dear synthesis built up aloft*,^ 
So gracefully; even then when it ap* 
peared 

. "'ij • 

< s' ‘ ^ 
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Not more t&ftn a mere plaything, or a toy 
To sense embodied: not (he thing it is 
in verity, an independent world. 

Created out of pure intelligence. * 

Suoh dispositions then were mine un¬ 
earned 

aught, I fear, of genuineriescrt— 
Mine, through heaven’s grajic and inborn , 
, • aptitudes. * * 

And nut to leave the story of that time 
Imperfect, with these habits must *be 
m joined, • » • 

Moods melancholy, fits or spleen, that 
loved 

A pensive sky, sad days, and piping winds. 
The twilight mo^ than datvn, autumn 
• than spKing; I , 

A treasured and luxurious gloom of choice 
And inclination mainly, and the mere 
Redun^ncy of youth’s contentedness. 
—To time thus spent, add multitudes of 
hours • * • 

Pilfered away, }fy wha^thc Bard who 
• sang, , • .• 

Of the Enchanter Indoleace hath called 
*' G^d-natiircd lounging,” and b.hold a 


map • • 

Of my ODllegiate life—far less intense 

Than duty called for, or, without regard 

Jo duty, mi^ht have sprung up uf itself 
change of accidents, or even, to speak 

Without uukindness, m another place. 

Yet why take refuge in that plea ?—the 
fault. 

This I repeat, was mine; mine be the 
blame. 

In summer, making quest for works uf 
art, 

Or scenes renowned for beauty, 1 ex¬ 
plored 

That steamlet whose IjJue current works 
its way • 

^Between romantic Dovedale’sspiry rocks; 

Pried into Yorkshire dales, or hidden 
tracts 

V my own native region, and was West 

Between these sundry wanderings with 


Above 


a joy 
;reallj 


joys, that seemed another morn 
—-* --bjest with the pre- 


Risen on mid norm ; 

sence. Friend I 
Of Chat sole Sister, her who hath beei% 
^ . long. • • 

Dear to fhee also, fhy true friend and 
Stine, 

Now, after separation desolate, 

Restered to me-r-sueh absence that she 


seemed 

A gift then first bestowed. The varied 
banks 

, Of Bmont, hitherto unnamed in song, 

< AttdHhat monastic castle ’mid taU tr^es. 


Low standing by the margin Of the stream. 

A mansion visited (as fame reports) 

By Sidney, where, in sight of our Hel vellvn,' 
Or stormy Cross-fell, snatchesdtic might 
pen 

OiVhis Arcadia, by fraternal love 
In'.pircd ;—that river|^nd those moulder- 
; mjl towers ^ 

H" ve seen us side I-jy side, when, having « 
dumb 

T le darksome windings of a broken stair, 
|Lud crept along a ridge of fractured wall, 
riot without trembling, we in safety 
looked «. 

Fortlj, through some Gothic window’s 
open space, 

' And gathered with one mind a rich re¬ 
ward 

From the far-stretching landscape, by the 
light 

Of morning beautified, or purple eve ; 

Or, not less pleased, lay on some turret’s 
head, 

Catehing from tufts of grass and hare¬ 
bell flowers 

Their faint'’st whispw to the passing 
breeze. 

Given out while mid-day heat oppressed 
the plains. 

Another maid there was, who also shed 
A gladness o’er that season, then to me. 
By her exulting outside look of youth 
And placid under-countenance, first en¬ 
deared ; 

That other spirit, CfJeridge ! who is now 
So near to us, that meek confiding heart. 
So reverenced by us both. O’er paths 
and fields 

Til all that neighbourhood, through narrow 
lanes [woodsy 

Of eglantine, and through the shady 
And o’er the Border Beacon, and the 
a ^ waste 

Of naked pools, and common crags that 
lay 

Exposed on the bare fell, were scattered ' 
love. 

The spirit of pleasure, and youth’s goldten 
gleam. 

O Friend ! we had not geen th^ at that 
time. 

And yet a power is on me, and a strong 
^Confusion, and I seem to plant thee there. 
Far art thou wandered now in,search of 
health 

And milder breezes,—melancholy lot 1 
But thou art with us, with us in the past, 
The present, with us in the times to come. 
There is no grief, no sorrow, no despair. 
No languor, no dejection, no dismay. 

No absence scarcely can. there be, iac 
those 
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Wflo love as we do. Speed thee well I 
divide 

With us thy pleasure: thy returning 
strength. 

Receive it daily as a joy of ours ; 

'Share with us thy fresh spirits, whether 

gift V h 

Of gales Etesian of of tender tb .ugl.ts. 

I, too. have been*^ a wanderer ; it, 
alas! V 

^ How different the fate of different mci\ 
Though mutually unknown, yea nursec.' 
t and reared 

I As if in several elements, we were framed 
To bend at last to tlie same discipline, 
Predestined, if two licings ever were. 
To seek the same delights, and have one 
health. 

One happiness. Throughout this narra¬ 
tive. 

Else sooner ended, I have borne in mind 
For whom it registers the birth, and 
marks the growth. 

Of gentleness, simplicity, and truth, 
And joyous loves, that hallow innocent 
days 

Of peace and self-command. Of rivers, 
fu.-lds. 

And groves I speak to thee, my Friend! 
to thee. 

Who. yet a liveried schoolboy, in the 
depths 

Of the huge city, on the leaded roof 
Of that wide edifice, thy school and home, 
'■Wert used to lie and gaze iipc»n the clouds 
Moving in heaven ; or, of that pleasure 
• tired. 

To shut thine eyes, and by internal light 
trees, and meadows, and thy native 
■* stream. 

Far distant, thus beheld from year to year 
Of a long exile. Nor could 1 forget, 

, III this late portion of my argun.ent, 
That scarcely, as my term of pupilage 
Ceased, had I left those academic bowers 
When thou wert thither guided. From 
the heart 

Of London, and from cloisters there, thou 
' calmest. 

And didst sit d^wn in temperance and 
peace. 

A rigorous student. What a stormy 
course 

. Then h.llowed. Ob ! it is a pang that 
calls 

For utterance, to think what easy change 
Of ciiTumsfances might to thee have 
spared 

> A world of pain, ripened a thousand hopes. 
For ever withered. Through this retro- 
' spect 

pOf sny coUegiafb life 1 still have had . 


Thy after-sojourn in the self>same place 
Present before my eyes, have played with. 
times 

And accidents as children do with cards, 
Or .as a man. who, when his house is builti^t 
A frame locked up in wood and stone,' 
doth'.still. 

As impoten*. fancy prompts, by bis fire¬ 
side, I , 

Rebuild it to his liking. I haw thou^'ht 
Of,thee, thy learning, gorgeous (Moquence, 
Aiid all the strength and plumage of thy 
youth, I * •<, 

Thy subtle speculations, toils abstruse 
Among the schoolmen, and Platonic forms "1 
Of wild ideal pageantry, shaped out 
From things weli-matphed or ill,, an^ 
f word, for things, 

Tnc self-created sustenance of a mtnd 
Debarred from Nature’s living images. 
Compelled to be a life unto hcrstjlf, 

.\ud unrelentingly possessed by thirst 
Of grealiicss, love, and beauty. Not 
alone, ^ u * 

Ah! surely not in singleness • of head 
Should I have'Seen the light of evening 
fade 

From smooth Camp’s slltnt waters : had 
we met, 

F.veu at that early time, needs must I 
trust 

In the belief, that mv maturer age, 
Mv-calnier habits, and more steady voice. 
Would with an influence benign have 
soothed. 

Or chased away, the airy wretchedness 
That battened on thy youth. But thou 
hast trod 

A march of glory, which doth put to 
shame 

These, vain regrets ; health suffers in thee,. , 
else 

Such grief for thee' would,be the weakest 
thought 

That ever harboured in the breast of man," 

A passing word erew^ile did lightly 
touch 

On wanderings of my own, that now em¬ 
braced 

With livelier hope a regioii wider far. 

^ When the third summer freed us from 
* restraint, ^ 

A youthful friend, he too a mountaineer. 
Not slow to share my wishes, took his- 
staff. 

And sallying forth, we journeyed side by ^ 
side'i 

Bound to the distant Alps. A hardy^ 
•slight . . 

Did this unprecedented course imply ' 

Of college studies and their set rewaids/ ' 
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Nor had, in truth, the scheme been 
formed by me t 

Without uneasy forethought of the pain, 
The censures, and jlhomeiung of *bose 
To whom my worldly interests viere 
, dear. 

But Nature then was sovereign in my 
mind, • 

And mighty forms, a youthfu^ 

: • fancy. 

Had given a charter to irregular hnj^cs. 
In any iige of uneventful calm 
• Among the nations, %ur5ly would my 
heart 

Have been possessed by similar desire ; 
But ICiiropc at that time was tliriUcd 
with jov. , 

Ti'rancc standing on the top If gofd»n 
lours. 

And human nature seeming born again. 

Lightfy equipped, and but a few brief 
looks • * • 

Cast on th» whgtc cliffy of our native ' 
shore* , • - • 

From the receding vesjel's deck, we 
chanced 

To land at Calais on ^le very eve 
Of that great federal day ; and there wc 


saw, 

In a mean citv, and among a few, 

<How bright a face is worn when joy of one 
Is joy for tens of millions. Southward 
thence 

We held our way, direct through hamlets, 
towns. 

Gaudy with reliques of tliat festival. 
Flowers left wither on triumplial arcs. 
And window-garlands. On the public 
roads, 

And, oiicc, three days successively, 
through paths 

By which our toilscffiie journey was 
'abridged, * 

a^mong sequestered villages wc walked 
And found benevolence and blessedness 
^ ,Spt«ad like a fragrance eveiywhere, when 
spring 

Hath left no comer of the land untouched; 
Where elms for many and many a league 
in files 

With their thi^umbrage, on the stately 
roads ^ 

Of that great kingdom, arustled o'er ou? 
head?, ' 

For ever ifear us as we paced along : 
How sweet at such a time,* with such 
delight 

On every side, *in prime of youthful 
strength. 

To feed a Poet's tender melancholy^ 
•And fond conceit of sadness, with the 
^und 


Of undulations varying as might please 
The wind that swayed them ; once, and 
more than once. 

Unhoused beneath the evening star we 
saw 

D.pces of liberty, and in late hours 
Of darkness, dances w the open air 
Di ftly* prolonged, though grey-haired 
lookers on ■ 

M ght waste their breath in chiding.- 

Under hills— 

^he vine-clad hills and slopes of Bur- 
/ gundy, 

Upon the bosom of the gentle Saone 
We ^Ikled forward with the flowing 
'it ream. 

Swift Rhone ! th<iu wert the wings on 
which we cut 

A winding passage with majestic ease 
Between thy l()fty rocks, linchaiiting 
show 

Those woods and farms and orchards did 
present, 

And single cottages and lurking towns, 
R<-aeh after reach, succession without 
end 

Of deep and stately vales ! A lonely pair 
Of strangers, till day closed, we sailed 
along 

Clustered together with a merry crowd 
Of those emancipated, a blithe host 
Of travellers, chiefly tlelegates, returning 
From the great spousaU newly solemniscd- 
At their chief city, in the sight of Heaven. 
Like bees they swarmed, gaudy and gay 
as bees : 

Some vapoured in the unruliness of joy. 
And with their swords flourished as if to 
fight 

The saucy air. In this proud company 
We landed—took with them our evening 
meal. 

Guests welcome almost as the .angels 
were 

To Abraham of old. The supper done. 
With flowing cups elate and happy 
thoughts 

We rose at signal given, and formed a 
ring 

And, hand in hand, danced round and 
round the board ; , • 

All hearts were open, every tongue was 
loud 

With amity and glee : we bore a name 
Honoured in France, the name of English* 
men, 

And hospitably did they give us hail. 

As their “orerunners in a glorious course ; 
And round and round the board' we 
danced again. 

With these blithe friends our voyage we 
renewed 

At early dawn. The monastery bells 
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Made a, sweet jingling in our youthful These courts of mystery, where a titet) 
ears i advanced* 

The rapid river flowing without noise, Between the portals of the shadowy rooks 
And eacta uprising or receding spire Leaves ^behind life’s treach^ous 

Spake with a sense of peace, at intervals vanities. 

Touching the hearts amid the boisterous For penitential tears and trembling hopes 
crew V \ Exchanged—to equalise in God's pure 

By whom we were encompassed. Taklig sight ' 

leave t j .Monarch and tpei^sant: be the housd re* 

Of this glad throng, foot •travellers sidey>y deemed "v * • 

side, \ Wj,th its unworldly votaries, for the sake 

Measuring our steps in quiet, we pursu^ Of conquest oyer sense, hourly achieved 
Our journey, and ere twice the sun had Through faith add meditative reason,^^ 
set resting 

Beheld the Convent of Chartreuse., and Upon the word of heaven-imparted truth,* 
there Calmly triufnphant; and for humbler 

Nested within an awful solitude : claim <. , ^ 

Yes; for even then no other than a place Of that flnaginative impulse sent 
Of soul-aflecting solitude appeared From Uiese majestic floods, yon slfming 

That far-famed region, though our eyes cliffs, 

had seen. The untransmuted shapesof many worlds, 

As toward the sacre.d mansion we ad- Cerulean, ether's pure inhabitants, 

vanced. These forests unapproadiablc by death. 

Arms flashing, and a military glare That shall endure as long as man endures. 

Of riotous men commissioned to expel To think, tfc hope, to woifship, and to feM. 
The blameless inmates, and belike sub- To struggle, to'-be lost within himse^ 
vert Ill trepidation, from the blank abyss 

That frame of social being, which so long To look with bodily e;f'es, and be con- 
Had bodied forth the ghostliness of things soled.” ' 

In silence visible and perpetual calm. Not seldom since that moment have 1 
—“ Stay, stay your sacrilegious hands ! ” 1 wished , 

—^The voice I That thou, O Friend ! the trouble or the* 

Was Nature’s, uttered from her Alpine calm 

throne; Hadst shared, when, from profane regards 

I heard it then and seem to hear it now— apart, 

“ Your impious work forbear, perish what In sympathetic reverence we trod 

may. The floors of those dim cloisters, till that 

Let this one temple last, be this one spot hour. 

Of earth devoted to eternity ! ” From their foundation, strangers to the 

She ceased to speak, but while St. Bruno's presence 

pines ' Of unrestricted and unthinking man. 

Waved their dark tops, not silent as they Abroad, how cheeringly the sunshine lay 
waved. Upon the open''lawn^! Vallombre's 

And while below,'along their sevei a1 beds. groves 

Murmured the sister streams of Life and Entering, we fed the soul lyith darkness 
Death, thence 

' Thus by conflicting passions pressed, iny Issued, and with uplifted eyes, beheld^ 
heart [zeal! In different quarters of th^e bending sky. 

Responded; “Honour to the patriot’s The cross of Jesus stand erect, as if 
Glory and hope to new-born Liberty .' Hands of angelic, powers had fixed it “ 
Hail to file mighty projects of the time ! there, . 

Discerning sword that Justice wields, do Memorial reverenced a thousand 
thou i storms; 

Go forth and prosper; and, ye purging 'tet then, from thq^undjacr,jminating 
fires, sweep _ . 

Up to the loftiest towers of Pride ascend. And rage of one State-Whirlwind, inse- 
Fanned by the breath of [angry Provi- cure. ‘ * 

, .,dence. - ^ 

1. But oh i if Past and Future be the wings 'Tis not my present purpose to retrace 
On whose support harmoxiiously con- That variegated journey step by step. 

joined \ march it was of military speed. , 

Moves the great spirit of human know- And Earth did change her images and . 
Jedge, spare forms 
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Before us, fast as. clouds are changed iu 
heaven. ’ 

Day after day, up early and down late, 
From hill to vale we dropp^td, fronf vale 
to hill * 

Mounted—from province on to province 
swept, ^ 

Keen hunters in a chase of fourteon'weeks, 
E^er as birds of prey,C)r as a ship • 
irpon the stretch, w'hen winds, are blow¬ 
ing fair : • , 

_ Sweet coverts did we cross of pastoral 
• life, ^ » 

Enticing valleys, greeted them and left 
Too sotin, while yet the very flash and 
gleam ■ * 

4 rfDf salutation we#e not passed .away. 

Oh sorrow Torthe youth who could ha>e 
ieeii 

Unchastened, unsubdued, iinawed, un- 
• rai^d 

To patriarchal dignity of miud« * 
And pure simplAily of wish and will, 
'l^use sanctihed^hbodes <ff peaceful man, 
Incased (Thohgh to hardghii/boni, and 
scompassed round 

With danger, \;prviiig as the seasons 
chagge,) ' » 

Pleased with his daily task, or. if not 
pleased, 

^^outented, from the moment that the 
dawn 

(Ah ! surely not without attendant gleams 
Of soul-illumination) calls him forth 
To industry, byglistcnmgs flung on rocks. 
Whose evening shadows lead him to re¬ 
pose. • 

Well might a stranger look with bound¬ 
ing heart 

Down on a green recess, the first I saw 
Of those deep haunts, %n aboriginal vale, 

, Quiet and lorded over and possessed 
naked huts, wood-built, and sown 
like tents 

%i Or Indian cabins over the fresh lawns 
. And by the river side. 

^ That very day. 
From a bare ridge we also first beheld 
Unveiled the summit of Mont Blanc, and 
grieved 

To have a soulless image on the eye 
That had usurped upon a living though V 
That newer moro^could* be. The won¬ 
drous. Vale 

. Of Chamouny stretched far Jbelow, and 
soon 

With its dumb cataracts and streams of 
ice, 

A motionless array of mighty waves. 

Five rivers broad and vast, made rich 
amends. 

And reconciled us to realities : 


There small birds warble from the leafy 
trees. 

The eagie soars high in the element, 
There doth the reaper bind the yellow 
sheaf, • [sun. 

Tile maiden spread the haycock in the 
Wfiile Winter like A well-tamed lion 
r w4ilks, 

L> scending from l'.ie mountain to make 
sport 

/ iiioiig the cottages by Ix^ds of flowers. 

Whate'cT in this wide circuit we beheld. 
Or heard, was fitted to our unripe state 
Of intellect and heart. With such a 
hook 

Before our eyes, we could not chtxise but 
read 

Lessons of genuine brotherhood, the plain. 
And universal reason of mankind. 

The truths of voiing and old. Nor, side 
by side 

Pacing, two social pilgrims, or alone 
; Each with his humuiu', could we fail to 
.abound 

Iu dreams and fictions, pensively com¬ 
posed : 

Dejection taken up for pleasure's sake, 
Aiidjgildcd sympathies, the willow wreath. 
And sober posies of funereal flowers, 
Gathered among those solitudes sublime 
From formal gardens of the lady Sorrow, 
Did sweeten many a meditative hour. 

Yet still m me with those soft luxuries 
Mixedfsomething of stcni.mood, an under- 
thirst 

Of vigour seldom utterly allayed : 

And from that source how different a sad¬ 
ness 

Wouldissue, let one incidentimake known. 
When from the V''aUais we had turned, 
and clomb 

Along the Smiploo's steep and ruggedf 
• road. 

Following a band of muleteers, we reached 
A halting-place, where all together took 
Their noon-tide meal. Hastily rose our 
guide. 

Leaving us at the board; awhile we 
lingeiTd, a 

Then paced the beaten^downward way 
that led 

* .Right to a rough stream's edge, and there 
broke off; 

The only track now visible was one 
That from the torrent’s further. brink 
held forth 

Conspicuous invitation to ascend 
A lofty ir.ountain. After brief delay 
Crossing the unbridged stream, that road 
we took, 

And clomb with eagerness, till anxious 
fears 
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Intruded, for we failed to overtake The melancholy slackening that ensued 

Our comrades gone before. By furtiuiate Upon those tidings by the peasant given 
chance. Was soon dislodged. Downwards we 

While e\%ry. moment added doubt to Hurried fast, 

doubt. . And, with the half-shaped road which '' 

A peasant met us, from whose mouth|\'c we had missed, ■ 

learned \ I Entered a narrow chasm. ^ The brook.' 

That to the spot vi'hich had perplJxedlus and ro5d 

first • I .Were fcllow.%ra^lIcrs in this gloomy 

We must descend, and there should fmd 1 strait, - • . 

the road, \ 1 Ai»d with them did we journey sev^af , 

Which in the stony channel of the stroail i hours , 

Lay a few steps, and then along Its banks*; At a slow »pacA The immeasurable’*'^ 
/^d, that our future course, all plain to , height 

sight, , ' Of woods decaying, never to be decayed,);? 

Was downwards, with the current of that ; Tifb stationary blasts of waterfalls, '■* '' 
stream. ' And in the narrow re.ist at every Iwrn » ’ 

Loth to believe what wo so grieved to [ Winds tlfwarting winds, bewildered and 
hear, 1 forlorn, • 

For still we had hopp^ that pointed to tlie ' The torrents shooting from the clear blue 

clouds, skv, • , 

We quoslioned him again, and yet again, T^ie rorljs that muttered close upon our 

But every word that from the peasant's ears. • 

lips ! Black driz^Iing^'^crags ti^at ^-lakc by the 

Caine in reply, translated by our feelings, I wav-sltife * • * 

Ended in this,— that u'c had crossed the \ As if a voice* were in them,' fln*>sick' 
Alps. i sight 

; And giddy prospett of tne raving stream,,. 

Imagination—here the Power so-called i The unfettered clouds and regifiri of the ” 
Through sad incompetence of lium.ui j Heavens, 

speech, I Tumult and peace, the darkness and tlin 

That awful Povrer rose from the mind's ‘ light— 

abyss Were all like workings of one mind, the 

Like an unfathered vajmiir that enwraps, features 

At once, some lonely traveller. I was Of the same face, blossoms upon one tree; 


lost; 

Halted without an effort to break through; 

But to my conscious soul I now can say— 

“ I recognise thy glory; ” in such 
^ength 

Of lAurpation, when the light of sense 

Goes out, but with a flash that has^re- 
vealcd 

The invisible world, doth greatness make 
abode. 

There harbours ; whether we be young 
or old. 

Our destiny, our being's heart and home. 

Is with infinitude, and only there; 

With h(|pe it is, hope that can never die, 

Effort, mid expactatiun, and desire. 

And something evermore about to be. 

Under such banners militant, the soul i 

Seeks for no trophies, struggles for n<f 
spoils 

That may attest her prowess, blest in 
thoughts [ward, 

. That are their own perfection and re- 
'Strong in herself and in beatitude 
.That hides her, like the mighty flood of 
Nile [clouds 

ijv Poured from his fount of Abyssinian 
fertilise the whole Eg 3 rptian plain. .. 


Characters of the great Apocalypse, 

The types and symbols of. Eternity, 

Of first, and last, and midst, and without 
end. 

That night our lodging was a house, 
that stood 

.Alone within thc«valley, at a point 
Where, tumbling from \iloft, a torrent 
swelled • 

The rapid stream whose margin we had 
trod; • 

A dreary mansion, large beyond all need. 
With high and spacious rooms, deafened 
and stunned 

By noise of waters, making innocent sleep . 
Lie melancholy among weary bones. 

f Uprisen betimes, our journey we re¬ 
newed, * 

Led by the stream, ere noou-day mag¬ 
nified 

Into a lordly river, broad and deep. 
Dimpling along in sileqt majesty. 

With mountains for its neighbours, and 
in view 

Of distant mountains and their snowy 
tops, 

. 1 Sm p. 
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And thus proceeding to Lc^carno’s Lake, 
Fit resting-place for such a visitant. 
Locarno I spreading out width^ like 
Heaven, , 

How dost thou cleave to the poetic heart. 
Bask in the sunshine of the memory ; 
And Como ! thou, a treasur<i whom the 
ea^th y 

Ki^ips to herself, confiitcd as in a depth 
Of Abyssinian privacy. I spake 
Of thee, thy chestnut woods, and gariien 
k plots • jl * 

Of Indian corn tended Ijy dark-eyed 
maids ; 

Thy lofty steeps, and pathways roofed 
with vines, t 

Winding froiji hniAe to house, fyiin town 

i p town, 

ink that binds them to each other ; 
walks. 

League alter league, and cloistral avenues. 
Where silence, dvvplls if music be not theru: 
While yet a soutq undisciplined in ver.se. 
Through ambition of jthnt hour 1 

strove 

To cifdiit your praise ; nor can approach 


And that meanwhile, by no uncertain 

^lath. 

Along the winding margin of the lake. 
Led, as before, we should behold the 
scene 

HiShed in profound repose. We left 
j "j th^ town ' 

J 0<|Cjravedona with this hope ; but soon 
' W'n: lost, bewildered among w’oods im- 
J inonsc, 

/Vnd on a rock sate down, to wait for day. 
jXn open place it was, and overlooked, 
“roin high, the sullen water far beneath, 

I On which a dull rod image of the moon 
; I.ay bvdded. changing oftentimes its form 
' I..ikc an uneasy snake. From hour to 
hour 

We sate and sate, wondering, as if the 
night 

i Had betni en.snared by witchcraft. On 
I the rock 

j At last we stretched <»ur weary limbs for 
sleep. 

But enuhi twt sleep, tormented by the 
stings 

Of insects, which, with noise like that of 


you now <■ ^ 

-ijtlngroeto^ by a more melodious Song, 
Where tones of Nature smoothed by 
learned Art 

-tfay flow in lasting current. Like a 
bree 2 e 

Or sunbeam over your domain I passed 
Ill rnotiou without pause ; but ve liavc 
left 

Your beauly with me, a serene accord 
Of for s ami colours, passive, yc‘t en¬ 
dowed 

In their submissiveness with power as 
sweet 

And gracious, almost might I dare to say, 
As virtue is, or goodness ; sweet as love, 
Or the rcmembi^iice of a generous deed, 
Or mildest visitations of pure thought. 
When God, the giver of all joy, is thanked 
I^eligioUsly, in silent blessedness : 

^ Sweet as this last herself, for such it i«. 

With those delightful pathways we 
advanced, 

' For two days' space, in presence of the 
Lake, .. 

That, stretching far aiQong the Alps,* 
assumed 

A character more stern. The second 
night. 

From sleep awakened, and misled by 
sound * 

.Of the church clock telling the hours with 
strokes 

Whose import then we had not learned, 
we rose [nigh. 

By tooonlight. doubting not that day was 


noon, 

Filled all the woods : the cry of unknown 
birds ; 

The mountains more by blackness 
visible 

And their own si/e, than any outward 
light ; 

The breathless wilderness oi clouds ; the 
clock 

That told, with unintelligible voice. 

The widely parted hours; the noise of 
streams. 

And sometimes rustling motions nigh at 
hand. 

That did not leave us free from personal 
fear : 

And, lastly, the withdrawing moon, that 
■* set 

Before us, while she still was high in 
heaven ;— 

These were our ftxid ; and such a sum¬ 
mer's night 

Followed that pair of golden clays that shed 

On Como’s Lake, and all that viund it 
lay, ■* 

'Fheir fairest, softest, happiest influence. 

But here I must break off, and bid fare¬ 
well 

To days, each offering some new sight, or 
f naught 

With some untried adventure, in a coursd 

Prolonged till sprinklings of autumnal 
snow 

Checked cur unwearied steps. Let this 
alone 

Be meotioued as a parting word, |hat not 
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In hollow ojcultatiuii, dealing out 
Hyperbcdes of praise comparative ;» 

Not rich one moment to be poor for ever: 
Not prostrate, overborne, as if the mind 
Herself were nothing, a mere pensioner 
On outward forms-^did we in presentee 
stand \ 


Of 


6h 


Of 


that magnificent region, 
front • 

this whole Song is written that my 
heart 

Must, in such Temple, needs have offore\' 

A different worship. I'inally, whate'eJ 

1 saw, or heard, or felt, was but a stream 

That flow'ed into a kindred stream : a 
gale. 

Confederate wMth the current of tlie. soul. 

To speed my voyage ; every sound or 
sight, 

In its degree of power, administered 

To grandeur or to tenderness,—to the. 
one 

Directly, but to tender thoughts by 
means 

Less often instantaneous in effect ; 

Led me. to these by paths that, in the 
main, 

Were more circuitous, but not less sun: 

Duly to reach the point marked out by 
Heaven. 


Oh, most beloved Friend ! a glorious 
time, 

A happy time that was; triumphant 
looks 


Were then the common language of all 
eyes; • 

As if awaked from sleep, the Nations 
'liailed * 

! ThPir great expectancy : the fife of war 
I Was then a spirit-stirring sound indeed,' 
I A blackbirc^’s whistle in a budding grove. 

' We left the Swiss exulting in the fate 
Of their near neighbours; and, when 
shortening fast •' *" 

! Oub: pilgrimage, nor distant far from 
home, • j • ^ 

We cro:,sed the Brabant armies on the 


i fret 

For battle in the cause of Liberty. 

A ‘stripluigi scarcely of the household 
therL • « 

(.fi socianife, I looked upoif these Uiings 
As from a distance; heard, and* saw, 
,aucl felt, 

W'as touched, but with no intiiisale cpn* 

, cern.; 

I seemed to move alon^them, as a bird 
Moves ihrouglrthe air,VJr jffe a fish pur¬ 
sues * ■ j • • * 

Its sport, or feeds in its proper elenaent; 
I wanted not that joy, ] did not need 
Such help ; the #/er-liviiig un^erse. _ 
Turn where I might, was opening out its 
glont's. 

And the independent spirit of pure yout^ 
Called forth, at every season, new de¬ 
lights 

Spread round my steps like sunshine o’er 
green fields. 
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RESIDENCE IN LONDON 

Six changeful years have vanished since 1 
first 

Poured out (saluted by that quickening 
breeze 

Which met me issuing from the City’s ^ 
walls) 

A glad preamble to this V’erso : I sang 

Aloud, with fervour irresistible 

Of shor^-lived transport, like a torrent 
bursting, • 

From a black thundcr-cloud, dowm 
Scafell's side 

To rush and disappear. But soon brokft 
forth 

(So willed the Muse) a loss impetuous 
stream. * 

That flowed awhile with unabating 
strength, 

Then stopped for years ; not audible again 
Before last primrose-time* Beloved 
Friend! 

t Th^Clty oiQoalar, in Lower Saxony.-^£4, 


The assurance which then cheered some 
heavy thoughts 

On thy departurc^fo a foreign land 

Has failed; too slowly .moves the pro* 
raised work. 

Through the whole summer have I beeif 
at rest, 

Patfly from voluntary holiday, • 

And part through outward hindrance. 
But I heard, 

After the hour of sunset yester-even. 

Sitting within doors between light aad 
dark, 

1^, choir of red-breasts gathered some* 
where ueaf .• • 

My threshold,—minstrels from the dis¬ 
tant woods 

Sent in on Winter’s service, to announce. 

With preparation artful and benign. 

That the rough lord had left the surly 
North 

On his accustomed journey. Hie de 
light. 

Due to this timely notice, unaware 
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Smote me, and, lietenMg, I in whSs{>ers 
said, . 

“ Ye heartsome Choristers, ye and 1 will 

be i, ,1 

Associates, and, unscared by blustcr'Hg 
winds 

Will chant togethtjr.” Thereafter, as the 
shades • 

Of twilight deepened, goingifnrth, I spied 
A tilow-worni undcrncafti a dusky plume ' 
Or canopy of yet unwithered fern. ^ i 
Clear-shiiiine. like a hermit's taper seen , 
•Through a thick»foresti* Silence touched | 
me here I 

No less than sound had done before ; the 
child 

Of Summer, lingejriiig, shinihg, by her¬ 
self, ^ *1 I 

The. >»)iccless worm on the unfrequented ! 

hills, I 

Seemed i^iit on the same errand with the ' 
' choir 

Of Winter that l».'id whrblod at ihy door. 
And the wlifiic y'taf brealjied tenderness 

• and Wve., * • 

» 

Thi last night's genial feeling over¬ 
flowed , 

Upon th«s morning, and iny favourite ■ 
grove, ' I 

Tossing in sunshine its dark boughs aloft, 
Alif to make the strong wind visible, | 
Wakes in me agitations like its own, ' 
A spirit friendly to the Poet’s task. 

Which we w'ill now resume with lively 
hope, j 

Nor checked by aught of tamer argument I 
That lies befoife us, needful to be told. j 

I 

Returned from that excursion,^ soon 1 j 
bade I 

Farewell for ever to the sheltered seats. 
Of gowned students, quitted hall and j 
bower, • > 

.itnd every comfort of that privileged ! 
ground. 

Well pleased to pitch a vagrant tent 
among 

Jhe unfenced regions of society. 

Yet, undetermined to what course of 
life 

I should adhere, ahd seeming to possessj 
A little space of intermediate time 
At full oummand* to London flrst I 
turned. 

In no disturbance of excessi^ye hope. 

By personal ambition uncnslaved. 

Frugal as there was need, and, though j 
self-willed. 

From dangerous passions free. Three I 
years had flown 

1 See p. 504 .—EJ. 


SinCe I had felt In heart and SOUl the 
shock 

Of the huge town’s first presence, and had 
paced J, 

Her endless streets, a transient vistant: 
Nop', fixed amid that concourse of man- 
kind 

Wbere. JMcasure whirls about incessantly, 
Ar p life and labour jeem but one, I filled 
An; idler’s place ; an idler well content 
Ti /have a hous j (w-hat matter for a home ?) 
Taat owned him ; living cheerfully 
ij abroad 

With unchecked fancy ever on tlie stir, 
Ard all my young affections out of doors. 


There was a time when whatsoe’er 
!>, feigned 

Of airy palaces, and g.ardens built 
By Genii of romance ; or hath in grave 
Authentic history been .set forth of Rome. 
Alcairo, Babylon, or Persepolis j 
Or given upon report by |7i]grjni friars, 
Of golden cities ten months* journey deep 
Among Tartarian wilds—fell short, far 
short. 

Of wh.at iiiy fond simplicity believed 
And tlioug'ht of London—held me by a 
chain 

Less strung of wiinder and obscure de¬ 
light. 

Whether the bolt of childhood’s Fancy 
shut 

For me beyond its ordinary mark. 

’Twerc vain to ask ; but in our flock of 
boys 

Was One, a cripple from his birth, whom 
chance 

Summoned from school to London; 
fortunate 

And envied traveller ! When the Boy 
returned. 

After -Short absence, curiously I scanned 
P^is mien and person, nor was free, in 
sooth. 

From disappoiiitincnt, not to find some 
change 

In look and air, from that new region 
brought, 

As if from I*'airy-land. Much I ques¬ 
tioned him ;' , ^ 

And every word he uttered, on my ears 
Fell flatter than a cag^’d parrot’s note, 
■That answers unexpectedly awry. 

And mocks the prompter’s listening. 
Marvellous things 

Had vanity (quick Spirit that appears 
Almost as deeply seated and as strong- 
In a Child’s heart as fear itself) conceived 
For my eiijoymcnt. Would that I could 
now 

Recal what than I pictured lo myself. 

Of mitred Prelates, Lords in ermine clad; 
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. The King, and the King's Palace, dnd, 

s not.,last, 

Nor least. Heaven bless him ! the re¬ 
nowned Lord Mayor: 

Dreams not unlike to those which once 
begat 

A change of purpose in young Whitti(ig- 
ton, ' ' ^. 

When he, a friendless and a drooping bl^y, 
Sate on a stone, and fieard the bells sp([ak 
out 


And now I looked upon the living scene 
Familiarly pej-ussd it; oftentimes. 

In spite of strongest disappointment, 
,pleased, 

Thorough courteous self-submission, as a 
tax 

I’aid to the object by prescriptive right. 


Rise up, thf'u monstrous ant-hill on the 
‘ plain 

Of a too bii'^y world ! Before me flow, 
Articulate music. Abi>vo all, one thought; Tlfi>u endless stream of men and m^ing 
Baffled my understanding: how niei^ i things! f t • « 

Thy cvery-ddy appearance, as it strikes— 
With wonder heightened, or sublimed by 


lived 

,Even next-door neighbours, as we. say, 
yet still ’ 

Strangers, not knowing each the other's 


, awe— 

On stranger*., of all ages; the quick dance 
Cl lion (I-, lights, and formsj; theddaieil**' 
ing din ; , 

O, wond’rous power of words, by simple | The comer.s and the goers face to face, 

Face after face ; the string of dazzlit)„ 
wares, * “ 

Shop afk-r shop, writh symbols, blazoned 
names, ^ , 

And all tlje t/ddesmanis Ijotipurs ovar* 
liead : , 

Here, fronts of houses, like a titlc-flage. 


faith 

Licensed to take the meaning that wc 
love ! 

Vauxliall and Ranelagh ! I then had 
heard 

Of your green groves, and wilderness of 
lamps 


Dimming the stars, and fireworks magi- | With letters hue^. iiisrribcd from top 


cal, 


to toe. 


And gorgeous ladies, under splcndirl | Stationed above the door, like guardian 
domes, | saints; 

Floating in dance, or warbling high in air . There, allegoric shapes, female or mal^ 
The songs of spirits ! Nor had Fancy ied j Or phvsiugnruuies of real men. 

With less delight upon that other class | L’lnd-warrior.s, kings, or admirals of the 
Of marvels, broad-day wonders per-1 sea. 


manent: 

The River proudly bridged; the dizzy 
top 

And Whispering Gallery of St. Raul's ; 
the tombs 

Of Westminster ; the Giants of Guild¬ 
hall ; 

Bedlam, and those carved maidens at 
the gates. 

Perpetually recumbent ; Statues—mniF. 

And the horse under him—in gi.d -d 
pomp 

Adorning flowery gardens, 'imd vast 
fiquares; 

The Monument, and that Chamber of 
the«Tower 

Where Englancfs sovereigns sit in long 
array. 


Their steeds bestriding,—every mimiq nOr dromedary, ,wjth an antic pair 


shape 

Cased in the gleaming mail the monarch 
wore. 

Whether for gorgeous tournament ad¬ 
dressed. 

Or life or death upon the battle-field, 
"^osr bold imaginations in due time 
v'Had vanished, leaving others in their 
stead: 


Boyle. Sliakspcarc, Newton, or the at¬ 
tractive head 

Of some quack-doctor, famdus in his day. 

Meanwhile the roar continues, till at 
length, 

lilscapecl as from an enemy, wc turn 

Abrupt Iv into some sequestered nook. 

Still cis cl '.heltered place when w'inds blow 
luLul ! f, 

At leisure, thence, through tracts of thin 
resort. 

And sights and sounds that come at 
intervals, 

Wc take our way. A raree-show is here. 

With children gathered round ; another >■ 
street 

.Presents a company of dancing dogs, 


Of monkeys on his &ack; a minstrel 
band 

Of Savoyards; or, single and alone. 

An English ballad-singer. Private courts. 
Gloomy as coffins, and unsightly lanes 
Thrilled by some female vendor's scream, 
belike 

The v^y shrillest of all London cries. 
May then entangle our impatient steps: 
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Conducted through those labyrinths, ! Anil every character of form and face : 
unawares, • ! The Swede, the Russian ; from the genial 

• To privileged regions and inviolate, { south. 

Where from their airy lodges stuClious j The Frenchman and the Spaniard ; from 
lawyers • ■ | reniote 

Look out on waters, walks, and garden =;' Aiperica, the Huntcr-Tndian : Moors, 
green. I Malays, Lascars, the^artar, the Chinese, 

Thencf back into the throng, until 
FSlo^g the tide that slacken, ,by 

o . J — 1 I ! ji™‘* spectacles within doors,—birds 

* Some half-froqucntedeceife^ where wider ij beasts 

Streets j- i , 1 Of everv nature, and strange plants con- 

Bring straggling breezes of suburban air. , vened 

Here files of ballads dangle from dgad I (i^onf every clime ; and, next, those 

mi I ® ’ a f • X 1 ■ I i sights that ape 

•^dvfrtisem^its. Rf giaiit-size, from hmh ■ abs.,liite ,>resenre of reahtv, 

1 resfcforwjud, in all colours, on the j i-^xjrressing, as in mirror, sea and land, 

These, bold in conscious merit, lowei . what earth is, and what she has to 
doijfii ; ! 

pa/,fronted withamostimposiiig wora. I I do‘n"t here allude t.» subtlest craft. 
Is, i>eradventuci, one-in masquRrade. • , nwans refined attaining purest ends. 

As on tl«^ br^denin^ causeway we mutations, fondly made in pLiin 


day 

and 


• advQj^c^ 

Behold, turned upwards, a face hard and 
*troiig 

It lineaments, aad re^ with over-toil. 

’Tis one an countered here an d everywhere; 
A travcllins cripple, by the trunk cut 
short. 

"And stumping on his arms. In sailor's 
garb 

Another lies at length, beside a range 
Of well-formed characters, with chalk 
inscribed 

ITpon the smooth flat stones : the Nurse 
is here, * 

The Bachelor, that hives to sun himself. 
The military Idler, and the Dame. 

That field-ward takes he.r walk with 
decent steps. 

Now homeward through the thicketiing 
• I. hubbub, where 
See, among less distinguishable shapes, 
T^c begging scavenger, with hat in hand ; 
Tlie ItJdian, as he thrids his way with 
care. 

Steadying, far-seen, a frame of images 
Upon his (head; with basket at his 
breast 

The Jew : the stately and slow-moviur I 
Turk, . ^ 

With freight of slippers piled beneath his 
arm !■ 

Enough ;—the mighty dbneourse I 
surveyed • 

With no unthinking mind, well pleased 
to note 

Among the crowd all specimens of man, 
‘Hirough all the colours which the sun 
' b^tows, 

Wjp. 


Confession of man’s weakness and hia 
loves. 

Whether the Painter, whose ambitious 
skill 

Submits to nothing less than taking 111 
A whole hori/on's circuit, do w'lth power. 
Like that of angels or commissioned 
spirits, 

Fi.x us upon some lotty pinnacle. 

Or m a .shif> 011 water.s. with a world 
Of life, and life-like mockery beneath. 
Above, behind, far .stretching and liefore; 
Or more mechanic artist represent 
By scale exact, in model, wood or clay, 
I'rom blended colours also borrowimj 
hell), 

.Some miniature of famous ^spots ur 
things,— 

St. Peter’s Church ; or, more as])iriug aim, 

8 1 microscopic vision. Koine herself ; 
r, haiily, some choice rural haunt,—the 
Falls 

Of Tivoli : and, high upon that steep, 
The Sibyl's mouldering Temple.! every 
tree. 

Villa, or cottage, lurking among rocks 
Throughout the landsc^e ; tirfl, ston? 
scratch minute— 

All that the traveller sees when he is 
• there. 

Add to these exhibitions, mute and still. 
Others of wider scope, where living men. 
Music, and shifting pantomimic scenes, 
Diversifisd the allurement. Need I fear 
To mention by its name, as in degree. 
Lowest of these and humblest in attempt. 
Yet richly graced with honours of her 
own, 


L L • 
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Half'rural Sadler’s Wells’ Though at Bothstrioken, as she entered or withdrevr> 
that tuile V/ith admiration of her modest mien 

Intolerant, as is the way of youth And carriage, marked by unexampled - 

Unless lt»rlf be pleased, here incjre than ^ace. '■ 

once \ We'sina; that- time not unfamiliarly , 

Taking my scat, 1 saw (nor lilush to atjd. Have seen her,—her discretion have ob*' ■ 
With ample recoT.ipense) giants ahd! served, 

dwarfs, * i Her iust opinmns, delicate reserve, 

Clowns, TOnjurors, pi-sture-masters, h^r- Her patience, and humility of mind 
lequins. Unspoiled by commendation and ihe 

Amid the uproar of the rabblement, . excess 

Perform their feats. Nor was it meali. Of public notice—an offensive lighU^ 

delight < To a meek spl.-it suffering inwardly. • 

To Watch crude Nature work in untaught 

minds; From this memorial tribute to my 

To note the laws and progress of belief; theme 

^ough obstinate on tills wav, yet on that i was returning, wh n, with simdry^ 
How willingly we travel, and how far ! forms 

To have, for instance, brought upon the ! Uoinminglcd—shapes which mot rue in 


scene 

The champion. Jack the Ciaiit-killer : 
Lo ! 

He dons his coat of darkness; on the 
stage 

Walks, and achieves his wonders, from 
the eye 

Of living Mortal covert, “ as tlie moon 
Hid in her vacant interlunar cave.” 
Delusion bold! and how can it be 
wrought ? 

The garb he wears is black as death, the 
word 

“ Invisible " flames forth upon his chest. 

Here, too, were " forms and pressures 
of the time,” 

Rough, bold, as Grecian comodv dis¬ 
played 

When Art was young ; dramas of living 
men. 

And rec^t things yet warm with life , 
a sea-fight. 

Shipwreck, or some domestic incident 
Divulged by Truth and magnified b/ 
Fame; 

Such as the daring brotherhood of late 
Set forth, too serious theme for that light 
place— 

1 mean, O distant Friend ! a story drawn 
From Q'iT own ground,—the Maid of 
Buttermere-,— 

And bow, unfaithful to a virtuous wife 
Deserted and deceived, the Spoiler cama 
And wooed the artless daughter of the 
hills. 

And wedded her, in cruel mockery 
Of love and marriage bonds. These 
words to thee 

Must needs bring back the moment when 
we first, 

. Ere the broad world rang with the 
maiden's name, 

...Heheld her serving at the cottage inn; i 


the way 

That we must tread—thy image 
, again, 

Maiden of Butterinerc V She lives in 
peace ^ ' , 

I'pon the spot where she vias'borii and 
reared; 

Without contamination^ doth she live 

I III quietness, without anxiety : 

Beside the mountain chapel, sleeps in 
earth 

Her new-born infant, fearless as a lamb^, 

Tliat, thither driven from some unshcl' 
tered place. 

Rests underneath the little rock-like pile 

When storms are raging. Happy are 
they both— 

Mother and child !—These feelings, in 
themselves 

Trite, do yet scarcely seem so when 1 
think 

On those ingenuous moments of our 
youth 

Ere ive have learnt by use to slight the 
crimes 

And sorrows of the wo^ld. Those simple’ 
dav's 

Are now my theme; and', foremost of 
the scenes. 

Which yet survive in memory, appean 

One, at whose centre sate a lovely Boy, 

A sportive infant, who, for six montiis’ 


space, 

^ot more, had been of age to deal about 
Articulate prattlie-^hild as b&autiful 
As ever clung around a mother’s neck. 
Or father fpndly ^azed upon with pride. 
There, too, conspicuous W stature tall 
And large dark eyes, ^beside her infant 
stood 


{The mother; but. upon her cfaedcs 
i diffused, 

j False tints too well accorded wfth the 


glare 
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From play-house lustres thrown without 
reserve • 

On every object near. The Boy had 
been • • 

The pride and pleasure of* all l«oker5-on 
In whatsoever place, but seemed in this 
A sort of alien scattered froij^ the clouds. 
Of lusty vigour, more than* infantine 
He was in limb, in ch(vk a summer rose* 
.TiRt three parts blown—a cottage-child 
—if e’er, • 

By cottage-door on br^zy jnountain side. 
Or in some sheltering val<«, was seen -i 
babe 

By Nature's gift so favoured. I'non a 
hoard • * 

^)eclv'd with refreshments had^his child 
been placed, * • 

Hts ffttle stage in the vast theatre. 

And there he sate surrounded witli a 
^ thrAng 

Of chance spectators, chiefly •dissnlig.c 
men * 

Mid shaiiit^P'.s^ womeif, treated and 
carc4le(f; 

Ate,«lrank. and with the fruit and glasses 
•played. 

While o^ths anti lauj^tcr and .ndccent 
speech 

Were rife about him as the songs of birds 
•intending after showers. The mother 
now • 

Is fading out of memory, but I see 
The lov'ely Boy as 1 beheld him then 
Among the wretched and the falsely gay, 
Like one of those who walked with hair 
unsiugeck 

Amid the fiery furnace. Charms and 
spells 

Muttered on black and spiteful instiga¬ 
tion 

Have stopped, as sgme believe, the 
kindliest gpowths. 

/ih, with how different spirit might a 
prayer 

Have been preferred, that this fair 
" creature, checked 
' By special privilege of Nature’s love, 

' Should in his childhood he detained for 
ever ! 

But with its universal freight the tide 
Hath rolled along, and this bright inno- 
cent, ^ f 

Mary ! may now iiave lived till he could 
look • 

With envy on thy nameless babe that 
sleeps. 

Reside the mountain chapel, undisturbed. 

Four rapid years had ^scarcely then 
been told 

. Since, travelling southward from our 
pastoral bills» 


1 heard, and for the first time in my life. 
The voice of woman utter blasphemy— 
Saw woman as she is, to open shame 
Abandoned, and the pride cif pAblic vice; 
1 shuddeied, for a barrier seemed at once 
'I'l'.rown in that from humanity divorced 
Hiiinanity, splitting Ahc race of man 
lit! tv^in, yet le.aving the same outward 
form. a 

I)j,stress of mind ensued upon the sight, 
ardent meditation. Later years 
JJfrought to such spectacle a milder sad- 
f ness. 

Feelings of pure commiseration, grief 
For fjic individual and the overthrew 
Of her soul's bcunt \ ; farther I was then 
But seldom led, or wished to go : in truth 
The sorrow of tlu- ]>assioii stopped me 
there. 

But let me now, less im ved, in order 
t.ikc 

Our argument. Knoiigh is said to show 
How casual incidents of real life. 
Observed where pastime only had been 
sought. 

Outweighed, or put to flight, tlic set events 
.And lut'-isurod p.issioiis of the stage, 
uibeil 

By Siddons trod in the fulness of her 
power. 

Yet was the theatre my dear delight; 

The very gilding, lamps and painted 
scrolls. 

And all the ine-an upliolstery of the place. 
Wanted not aiiiinatioii, when the tide 
Of pleasure ebbed but to return us fast 
With the ever-shifting figures of the scene. 
Solemn or gay : whether some beauteous 
dame 

Advanced in radiance through a deep 
recess 

Of thick entangled forest. like the moon 
Opening the clouds : or sovereign kuig, 
announced 

With flourishing trumpet, came m full¬ 
blown state 

Of the world’s greatness, winding round 
with train 

Of courtiers, banners, and a length of 
guards; • 

Or captive led in abject weeds, and jing- 
* ling 

^is slender manacles ; or rompiug girl 
Bounced, leapt, and pawed the air; or 
mumbling sire, fup 

A scare-crow pattern of old age dressed 
In all the tatters of infirmity 
All loosely put together, hobbled in. 
Stumping upon a canc with which he 
smites. 

From time to time, the solid boards, and 
makes them 
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Prate somewhat loiijdly of thr whereabout 
Of one -50 overloaded with his years. 

But what of this! the laugh, the grin, 
grim^tce. 

The antics striving to outstrip each other. 
Were all received, the least of them not 
lost, S 

With an unmeasured welcome. 'Ihrofcgh 
the night, (• ^ 

Between the show, and inany-heat^d 

Of the spectators, and each several no'ok 
Filled with its fray or brawl, how eagerlv 
And with what flashes, as it were, the 
’ mind , 

Turned this way—that way ! sportive and 
alert 

And w.itchfiil, as a kitten when at play. 
While winds arc eddying round her, 
among straws 

And nistling leaves. Bnchanting ago 
and sweet ! 

Romantic almost, looked at through a 
space. 

How siiiall, of intervening years ! For 
then. 

Though surely no mean progress had 
been made 

In meditations holy and sublime, 

Yet something of a girlish child-like 
gloss 

Of novelty survived ftir scenes like these ; 
Enjoyment haply handed down from 
tunes 

When at a country-playhouse, some rude 
barn 

Tricked out for that proud use, if I per¬ 
chance 

Caught, on a summer evening through a 
chink 

In the oJd wall, an unexpected glimpse 
Of daylight, the bare thought of where 1 
was 

Gladdened me more than if I had been 
led 

Into a dazzling cavern of romance, 
Crowded with Genii busy among works 
Not to bo looked at by the common sun. 

The jnattcr that detains us now may 
seem, % 

To many, neither dignified enough 
Nor arduous, yet will not be scorned, by^ 
them. * ‘ 

Who, looking inward, have observed the 
ties 

That bind the perishable hours of life 
Each to the other, and the curious props 
By which the world of memory and 
thought 

Exists and is sustained. More lofty 
themes, 

^ gt least dQ wear a prouder face, 


Solicit our regard ; but when I think 
Of these, I feel the imaginative power 
Languish within me : even then it slept, 
Whtfn, pressed by tragic sullerings, the 
' heart 

Was more than full; amid my sobs and 
I tears 

: It slept, e\'cn in the pregnant season of 
youth. * 

' For though I was most passionate!} 

I » moved 

; .A.nd vieldcd ^.o all changes of the'3|pcene 
I With an obsi^quicias proinptness, yet the*- 
! storm 

j Passed not beyond the suburbs of the 
, * mmd 

! Save when realities oi act and ini^n, ^ 
The iiicrfi-nation of the spirits that move 
I In harmony amid the Poet’s world, * 
i Rose to ideal grandeur, or, called forth 
By power of contrast, made me s'lcognise, 

: .-^s at ajglance, the things which I had 
I shaped, 

! And yet not sha^ied, had secit and scarcely 
I seen,* ■ ' * t r. * ’ 

1 W'hen, havinff closed the mighty Shak- 
I spearu’s page. 

1 I mused, and the ught,'^ and felt, in soli¬ 
tude. 

Pass we from entertainments, that sffg 
such 

Professedly, to others titled higher. 

Vet, in the estimate of youth at least. 
More near akin to those than na 
imply,— 

T mean the brawls of lav'vers in their 
courts 

Before the ennined judge, or that great 
stage 

Whcie senators, tongue-favoured men, 
perform. 

Admired and cnv'ied. ph ! the beating 
heart, 

When one among the prime of these ro^ 
up,— 

One, of whose name from childhood vre 
had heard 

Familiarly, a household term, like those. 
The Bedfords. Glosters, Salsburys, of old 
Whom the fifth Harry talks of. Silence I 
hush ! 

iThis is no trifler, ,no short-flighted wit. 
No stammerer bf a m,^ute, painfully 
Delivered. No ! the Orator hath yoked 
The Hour^ like young Aurora, to his car: 
Thrice welcome Presence! how can 
patience e’er • 

Grow weary of attending on a track 
That kindles with such glory I All are 
charmed, 

Astonished; like a hero in romance, 

He winds away his never-ending bomf 
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Wccrds follow words, sense seems to follow >Vere its admonishments, 
sense: • heard 

What memory and what logic ! till the The awful truths delivered thence 
strain ■ • I lungues # 


nor lightly 

by 


Transcendent, superhuman as it seemed, 
Grows tedious even in a young man’s ear. 

Genius of Durke! forgave the pen 
seduced I 

.Qy specious wonders, dhd too slow to tefl 
Of what the ingenuous, wliat bewildered 
men. 


guides. 

And w'ise men, willing to grcjw wiser, 
caught, • 

Rapt auditors ! from thy ihost eloquent 
•tongue,— I , 

Nov)( mute, for e\ C‘r mute in the cold 
grave 


Endowed with various power to search 
the soul: 

Yet ostentation, dojninecring, oft 
PouHd forth harangues, how sadly out 
of place !—• ^ 

There have 1 seen a comely bachelor, 
ItcsIi from a toilette of two hours, 
• ascend [up. 


Beginning to* mistftist *lheir boastful rostrum, with '.eraphic glance lo<jk 

H « i. __i„i_I-_ 


And, in a tone elalxirately Iom 
beginning, lead his voice through many 
*a maze 

A minuet course ; and, winding up his 
mouth, 

Fnuii time to time, into an orifice 
Most delicate, a lurking eyelet, small. 


I see lyrn, old, but vigorous in age,— | And only not invisible, again 
Stand like an oak whose stag-horn - 

branches itfart * • 

Out of its 4eaf^ brow, Ihe more to awe* 

Yhe yougg^ bPethreii m tha grove. But 
some— • 

Wlnle he forewarns, denounces, launches 
forth, • , [rights. 

Against* all systems built on abstract 
Keen ridicule ; the majesty proclaims 
Of Institutes and Laws, hallowed by 
“ time: 

Declares the vital power of social ties 
Endeared by Custom ; and witli high 
disdain. 

Exploding upstart Theor}', insists 
Upon the allegiance to which men are 
bom— • 

Some—say at once a froward multitude— 

Murmur (for truth is hated, where not 
loved) 

As the winds fret within the .<Eolian cave. 


Open it out, diiTusing thence a smile 

Of rapt irradiation, exquisite. 

Meanwhile the Evangelists, Isaiah, job, 

Mose.s, and he who penned, the other day, 

'Die Death of .\be], Shakspeare, and the 
Bard 

Whose genius spangled o'er a gloomy 
theme 

With fancies thick as his inspiring stars. 

And Ossiaii (doubt not—’tis the naked 
truth) 

Summoned from streamy Morven—each 
and all 

W'oiild, 111 their turns, lend ornaments 
and flowers 

To oulwiiic the crook of eloquence that 
helped 

This pretty Shcjiherd, pride of all the 
plains, 

To rule and guide his captivated flock. 


Galled by their monRirch’s chain. The i i glance, but at a few conspicuous marks, 
times werfl big ; Leaving a thousand others, that, in hall, 

• With ominous change, which, night by | Court, theatre, conventicle, or shop, 


night, provoked 
JCeen struggles, and black clouds of 
passion raised ; 

But memorable moments intervened. 
When Wisdom, like the Goddess from 
Jove’s brain. 

Broke forth in armour of resplendent 
words, % 

Startling the Sj^neC. .Could a 
anir one • 

In ancient story versed, whose breast had 
heaved • 

Under the weiglit of classic eloquence, 

COP. and hoa^iinthanlffiil. nninenirod ? 


Sit, see, and hcai? unthankful, uninspired ? 

Nor did the Pulpit’s oratory fail 
To achieve its higher triumph. Not un 
felt 


In public room or private, park or street, 
Each fondly reared on his own pedestal. 
Looked out fur admiration. Folly, vice. 
Extravagance in gesture, mien, and dress. 
And all the strife of singularity. 

Lies to the car, and lie%to evci^ sense— 
Of these, and of the living shapes they 
_ . wear, 

youtll, 4There is no end. Such candidates for 
regard, 

Although well pleased to be where they 
were found, 

I did noi hunt after, nor greatly prize, 
Nor mace unto myself a secret boast 
Of reading them with quick and curious 
eye; 

But, as a common produce, things that 
ere 



THE PRELUDE 


To-day, to-inoiTow will he, touU of them Until the shapes before my eyes becacne 
Such willing note, as, on sonic errand A sejctmcl-sighti procession, such as glides 


btmnd 

That asksciot speed, a traveller might be¬ 
stow 

On sca-shclls that bestrew the sandy 
beach, \ 


Over still mountains, or appears in 
breams; <• 

And once, far-travelled in such mood, 
beyond 

The reach of common indication, lost 


Or daisies swarming through the fwVds of,j Amid the inftviiig pageant, I was smitten 
Jline. j, ;\briii)tlv, with thf view (a sight not rare) 

But foolishness and iiiadnes', in jiarade, Beggar, who, with upright faW» 

Though most at home in this tlicir de:M- ^bvKl. propped against a wall, upon his 
domain, . rhesl -t* . , ■ . 

Are scattered cvcrvwhi’n;, no rarities. \ ^^caiiiig a w^iiterr papeI^ to explain 
liven to the rudest novin- of the Srhools. ‘’V’';''’ w^icnce he came, and who he 
"Me, rather, it emploved. to note, andkeei^ , 

In memory, those iiKlividu.iI siglits j ^ I'V sper.taele my mind turned 

Oi ctmrage, orintegritv, or truth, i . roiiiul t ^ 

Or tenderness, which there, set «iff by foil, i willi iiie might of walonr.; and apt 

Appeared more touching. Cine will I | , * 

select; j accined of the utinusl we can 

A Father—-for he bore that sacred naiiie —I know, c 


Him .saw I, sitting in an open sqn.ire, ■ ourselves arid of the universe ; 

Upon a corner-stone of that low wall, thafamnoving man. 


Upon a corner-stone of that low wall, Tn-u-jnmovmg man. 

Wherein were fixed the iron iij'e, iJial steadfast faec and *iigh#IeiiS eyes, I 
fenced gazed,* . ♦ ' 

A spacious grass-plot : there, in silence, j ^idmonish^d from another worltj- 

This^Oue Man, Avilh a sickiv babe out-1 Though reared upon ‘.he base of out¬ 
stretched I , Ibings, I ■' 

Upon his knee, whom he bad thither ! ^triietnres like these the excited spirit 
brought riiamlv ,, 

For sunshine, and to breathe the fresher i herself ; setmes different there* 

air. ' , are. 

Of those who passed, and me who looked j I'nU-foniied. that take, with small inter- 


at him. 


nal help. 


He took no heed ; but in his brawny anus I‘^'ssion of the faculties, the pear* 
^The Artificer was to the elbow bare. That comes Avith night ; Ib^ deep solem* 

And from his work this moment had been ^ i- , l 

Of iiatiire s intermediate hours of rest, 

aLLii^ii; _,_.-J_- __ _._ 


He held the child, and, bending over it, great tide of human life stands 

- - ' still ; 


As if he were afraid both of the sun 


And of the air, which In* had rnme to seek, Thf business of the dav to come, unborn. 
Eyed the poor babe with love unutterable, tJiat gone by, lockec^ up, as m the 

*• t grave; (earth. 

As the black storm upon tlie inoimrani The blended calmness of the heavens and ‘ 
top Moonlight and stars, and empty streets. 

Sets off the sunbeam in the vallev, so and sounds, * 

That huge fermenting mass of human- Uiifrequcnt as in deserts ; at late hours 


Serves as a solemn back-ground, or relief, 


Of winter evenings, when unwholesome 
rains 


To singlf^forins lyid objects, whence they Arc falling hard, with people yet astir. 


draw. 


Th(‘ feeble salutation from the voice 


For feeling and contemplative regard, f/f some unhappy woman, now and then 
More than inherent liveliness and powerAoard as we pass,'wh^n no one looks 


How oft, amid those overflowing streets. 


about. 


Have I gone forward with the crowd, and Nothing is listened to. But these, I fear, 


Unto myself, " The face of every one 
That passes by me is a mysterv ! ” 


Are falsely Catalogued ; things that are, 
are not. 

As the mind answers to tiiem, or the heart 


Thus have I looked, nor ceased to look. Is prompt, or slow, to feel. What say 


oppressed 


you, then. 


3y thoughts of what and whither, when To times, when half the city shall break 
and how, out , 
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FuU of one passion, vengeance, rage, or! The Bust that speaks and moves its 
fear ? • 1 goggling eyes. 

To executions, to a street on fire. The Wax-work, Clock-work. aU the mar- 

Mobs. riots, or rejoicings ? • From fhese I veDous craft * 

sights • • ' Of modern Merlins, Wild Beasts, Puppet- 

Take one,—that ancient festival, the | shows. 

Fair, ■ AH out-o’-the way, faj^fetchcd, perverted 

Holden where martjTs siiffcllvd in |iast . thhigs, 

time, , «| All freaks of natijre, all Promethean 

AriH named of St. Bartnoloinew ; there, | thoughts 

see ■ ; Oi iiiau, his dullness, madness, and their 

A work completed to our hqpds, that lays,; • feats 

•if any spectacle*on ewth can do. jumbled up together, to compose 

7'he whole creative powers of man j A J’arliainent of Monsters. Tents and 
asleep!— I l^ooths 

For once, the Muse’s help wil^wc impk/fe. | Meanwhile, as if the whole were one vast 
^hc shall lodge u.s. wafted on her; mill, 

wings, • * • I vomiting, receiving on all sides, 

Abov* the press and danger of the crowd,: Men, Women, three-years’ Children, 
Upon some showman's platform. What ! Babes in arms. 

, a shock I 

For eves and ears ! what anaa:Iiv ai\fl ' Oh, blank cniifnsion ! true epitoino 
din, • [Of what the mighty t'ltv is herself. 

Barbarian afld jftfernal,*-a phantasma,; To thousands upon thousands of hersons, 
M?>nstrou}^''ifolour. motion, sifape, sigiit, , Lix-ing uiiiid tlie sanu; perjietual whirl 
found' * ' Of trivial objects, melted and reduced 

Below, the open sjiace, through every [ 'J'o one identity, by differences 

nook ” • That have no law, no ineanmg, and no 

Of the wfllc area, twinkles, is alive I end— 

With heads; the midway region, and Oppression, under which even highest 
above, minds 

Is thronged with staring pictures and Must labour, whence the strongest are' 
huge scrolls, not free- 

Dumb prorlamations of the Prodigies : j But though the picture weary out the eye. 
With chattering monkeys dangling from By naLiire an unmauageable sight, 

“ their poles, It is ii«)t wholly so to him who looks 

And children* whirling in their round- lii steadiness, who hath among least 
abopts; things • 

With those that stretch the neck and An under-sciise of greatest; sees the parts 
. strain the eyes. As parts, but with a feeling of the whole. 

And crack the voice in rivalship, the | This, of all acquisitions, first awaits 
crowd ^ I On sundry and most widely different. 

Inviting; with buffoons against buffctuiis modes 


Grimacing, writhing, screaming,—him Of education, nor with least delight ^ 
who grinds On that through which I passed. Atteii- 

The hurdy-gurdy, at the fiddle weaves, tion springs, 

Kattles the salt-box, thumps the kettle- And comprehensiveness and memory 
drum, flow. 

And him who at the trumpet puffs his From early converse with the ivorks of 
cheeks,. God ^ 

The silver-collared Negro with his timbrel. Among all regions ; chiefly where appear 
Equestrians, tumblers, womgn, girls, and Most obviously simjdicity and power. 

boys, g j*Think, how the everlasting streams and 

Blue-bref^ed, pi^-^sfhd, with high- * woods, 

towering plumes.— Stretched and still stretching far and 

All moveables of wonder, from all parts, wide, exalt 

Are here—Albinos, paintea Indians, The roving Indian, on his desert sands : 

Dwarfs, • What grandeur not imfelt, what pregnant 

The Horse of knowledge, and the learned show 

Pig, Of beauty, meets the sun-burnt Arab’s 

Tlie Stone-eater, the man that swallows eye: 

fire. And, as the sea propels, from ^ne to aonc, 

Giants, Ventriloquists, the Invisible Girl, Its currentsmagnifies its shoals'of life 
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Beyond all compass ; spreads, and sends 
aloft [and aspects 

Armies of clouds,—even so, its powers 
Shape forvnankind, by principles as Axed, 
The views and aspirations of the soul 
To majesty. Like virtue have the forms 
Perennial of the ancient hills: nor less 
The changeful language of their ccManten- 
ances , 

Quickens the slumbering mind, and aids 
the thoughts. 

However multitudinous, to move • 

V 


With order and relation. This, if still,' 
As'hitherto, ia freedom I may speak> 

Not violating any just restraint, 

As may be hfl>ped, of real modesty,— 

I This did 1 feeV in London's vast domain. 
' '''he Spirit of Nature was upon mo there ■ 

' The srmi of Beauty and enduring Life 
I Vouchsafed^her inspiration, and diffused. 
{,Through meagre lines and colours, and 
I the press * «• 

' Of, self-destroying, transitory thin^, 

' Composure, and ennobling Harm^y. 


BOOK EIGHTH 


RETROSI’ECT.—LOVE OF NATURE 
LEADING TO LOVE OF MAN 

What sounds are those, Helvellyn, that 
are heard fair 

Up to thy summit, through the depth of 
Ascending, as if distance had the power 
To make the sounds more audible ? What 
crowd 

Covers, or sprinkles, o’er, yon village 
green ? 

Crowd seems it, solitary hill ' to thee, 
rhough but a little family ol men. 
Shepherds and tillers of the ground— 
betimes 

Assembled with their children and their 
wives. 

And here and there a stranger inter¬ 
spersed. 

They hold a rustic fair—a festival, 

.. Such as, on this side now, and now on 
*- that. 

Repeated through his tributary vales, 
Helvellyn, in the silence of his rest. 

Secs annually, if clouds towards either 
ocean 

Blown from thei*- favourite resting-place, 
or niist.s * 

Dissolved, have left him an unshrruded 
bead. 

Delightful aay it is for nil who dwell 
In this secluded glen, and eagerly 
They give it welcome. Long ere heat of 
■aogn. 

From byre or field the kine were brought ; 
the sheep 

Are penned in cotes; the chafiering is 
begun. • 

The heifer lows, uneasy at the voice 
Of a new master ; bleat the flocks aloud. 
Booths are there none ; a stall or two is 
here: 

A lame pian or a blind, the one to beg. 
The other to make music ; hither, too, 

. Fromtar, w'ith basket, shmg upon her arm. 
Of hawker's wares—books, pictures, 
combs, and pins— 


< 

Some aged woman fii.fls her wav again. 
V: !ur aftirr year, a punctual>.visitanl ! 
There also stands a speech-maker by rote, 
Pulling the strings of bis boxed raree- 
show ; • 

And in the lapse of many j'cars may come 
Prouder itinerant, inouiAebank, or he 
Whose wondcr»in a co^recFwain lie hid. 
But one tHore is, the lovelio»;l •f them dll, 
Some sweet la4s of the valley, lookii^ out 
For gains, and who that sees iicr would 
not buy ? ■■ * 

Fruits of her father's (jrchartft are her 
wares, 

And( with the ruddy produce, she walj^s 
round * 

Among the crowd, half pleased with, half 
ashamed 

Of her new office, blushing restlessly. 

The children now are rich, for the olcFto- 
day , 

Arc generous as the young ; and, if con¬ 
tent 

With looking on, some ancient wedded 
pair 

Sit in the shade together, while they gaze, 
" A cheerful sniifb unbepds the wrinkled 
brow. 

The days departed start again to life, * 
And all the scenes of childhood reappear. 
Faint, but more tranquil, like the chang¬ 
ing sun 

To him who slept at noon and wakes at 
eve."^ 

Thus gaiety and cheerfulness prevail. 
Spreading from young to old, from old to 
; young, . 

And no one seems-'t(v want- l^s share.— 
Immense * ' ^ 

Is the recess, the circumambient world 
Magnificeift, by whicxi they are embraced: 
They move about UQpn the soft green 
turf: [seem, 

How little they, they and their doings, 

1 These lines are from a deseciptive Poem— 
'* Malvern Mills”—by one of WonUswocth's 
eddest friends, Mr. Joseph Cottle.— Ed. 



RETROSPECT 


And all that they can further,or obstruct! 
Through utter weakness |Pitiably dear, 

As tender infants are : and yet how great! 
For all things serve them: flieill the 
morning light • • 

Loves, as it glistens on ll|e silent rocks ; 
And them the silent rocks, which now 

from high | * 

Look down upon thcjpi ; the reposing 

■ • clouds ; 

The will biooks prattling from invisible 
haunts; ^ 

And old Helveilvn, cunsciKiis of the stir^ 
Which animates this day their calm abode. 

With deep devotion. Nature, did I feel, 
In that enornioi« City’s tufhulent world 
^C)f Tnen ami things, what bernfit I o^Jed 
To 4h('c, and those domains of lural 
peace. 

Whore to the sense of beauty first my 
• heart 

Was opened ; ^ract more exqiflsitelv kiir 
Than that ffime(^ paradise of ten thousand 
• treei , • , ■ 

Or Gehors matchless gardens, for delight 
Of ftio Tartarian dynasty composed 
(Beyond that naight^^wall, not fabulous, 
China'sastupendotis mound) by patient 
toil 

Of myriads and boon nature’s lavish help: 
uhere, in a clime from widest cnijure 
chosen. 

Fulfilling (could enchantment have done 
more ?) 

A sumptuous di'cani t)f flowery lawns, 
with domes 

Of pleasure Iprinkled over, shady dells 
For eastem monasteries, sunny mounts 
With temples crested, bridgesi gondolas. 
Rocks, de.ns, and groves of foliage taught 
to melt 

Into eacli other their«>bsequious hues. 
Vanished andVan^hing in subtle chase, 
• Too fine to be pursaied ; or standing forth 
In no discordant opposition, strung 
. .And gorgeous as the colours side by side 
Bedded among rich plumes of tropic 
birds: 

And mountains over all, embracing all; 
And all the landscape, endlessly enriched 
With waters running, falling, or asleep. 

But lovelier far than this, the paradile 
' Where 4 Vi’^s rearea; iu Nature's prinfl** 
tive ,gifts " 

Favoured no less, and more to every sense 
Delicious, seeing that the sifh and sky. 
The elements, aqd seasons as they change. 
Do find a worthy fellow-labourer there— 
Man free, man working for himself, with 
choice 

.Of time,' and place, and object; by his 
wants, 


His comforts, native occupations, cares. 
Cheerfully led to individual ends 
Or social, and still followed by a train 
Unwooed, unthought-of even>vsimplicity. 
And beauty, and inevitable grace. 

Yea, wlien a glimj»se of those imperial 
, 4aowcrs 

Would to a child Iw transport over-great. 
When but a halfmour’s roam through 
such a place 

Would leave behind a dance of images, 
/That shall break in upon his sleep for 
weeks ; 

Lvc^i then the common haunts of the 
green earth. 

And ordinary interests of man, 

I Which they embosom, all without regard 
As both may seem, are fastening on the 
heart 

Insensibly, each with the other’s help. 
l*’or me, when my aflections first were 
led 

From kindred, friends, and playmates, to 
partake 

Love for the human cn'ature’s absolute 

That noticeable kindliness of heart 
Sprung out of fountains, there abounding 
most. 

Where sovereign Nature dictated the 
tasks 

And f»ceiipations which her beauty 
adorned. 

And Shepherds were the men that pleased 
me first ; 

Not such as Saturn ruled ’iflid Latian 
wilds, »• 

With arts and law.s so tempered, that 
their lives 

Left, even to us toiling in this late day, 
A bright tradition of the golden age ; 
Not such as, 'mid Arcadian fastnesses 
Sequestered, handed down among themf, 
selves 

Felicity, in Grecian song renowned ; 

Nor such as—when an adverse fate had 
driven, 

From house and home, the courtly band 
whose fortunes 

Entered, with Shakspgare’s gflnius, the 
wild woods 

Of Arden—amid sunshine or in shade 
I Culled the best fruits of Time's uncounted^ 
hour.s. 

Ere Phoebe, sighed for the falseOanymede 
Or there where Perdita and Florizel 
Together danced. Queen of the feast, and 
King; 

Nor such as Spenser fabled. True it is. 
That I had heard (what he perhaps bad 
seen) 

Of tnaids at sunrise bringing in from far 
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Theic May*bush, and along the streets in 
flocks 

Parading with a song of taunting rhymes. 

Aimed at ti^e laggards slumbering withiu 
doors; 

Had also heard, from those who yet re¬ 
membered. ^ 

Tales of the May-pole dance, aud wasnuths 
that decked , 

Porch, door-way, or kirk-pillar ; and of 
youths, 

Each with bis maid, beiuro the sun wa*. 
up, 

By annual custom, issuing forth in troops, 

'To drink the waters of some sainted well. 

And hang it round with garlands. l!^ove 
survives ; 

But, for such purpose, flowers no longer 


Like one of these, where Fancy might 
run wild, » 

Though under skies less generous, less 
serene: v 

ThcK, for her ,owa delight had Nature 
framed 

A pleasure-ground, diffused a fair 
pause *'• f 

Of level pasture, islanded with groves 

And banked with \i'oody risings ; but the- 
.Plain . 

Endless, here opening widely ou^ and 
there ‘ ' 

hut up in lesser lakes or beds of lawn 

And intricate recesses, creek or bay 

Slu'Kered within a belter, where at 
large ' ^ ^ 

Th« shepherd strays, a rolling hut his 
home. *• 


k 


grow : , - 

The times, too sage, perhaps too proud, [ Thither lie comes with spring-time, there 
have dropped I abides • 

These lighter graces ; and the rural ways ! All siimm^, and at sunrise ye may heir 
And manners which iiiy cliildhoud ! Hi'f flageolet to liquid iiotas of love 

looked upon j Attuiie.d, or sprightly flfeifesGAmding far. 

Were the unluxuriant produce of a life I Nook is thert none, nor trSictof 4hat va-sf 
Intent on little but substantial needs. 

Yet rich in beauty, beauty that was tell. 

But images of danger and distress, 

Man suflering among awful Powits and 
Forms ; 


spact! *■ _ 

Wliere passage opens, but the same shall 
have a ' 

In turn its visitant, jtelling tlAxc his 
hours 


Of this I heard, and saw enough to make i In unlaborious pleasure, with no task 


Imagination restless ; nor was free 
Myself from frequent perils ; nor were 
tales 

Wanting,— the tragedies of former times. 
Hazards and strange escapes, of which 
the rdbks 

Immutable, and cverflowng streams, 
Where’er I roamed, were spi'akmg 
monuments. 


More toilsome than to carve a beechen 
bowl 

For spring or fountain, which the 
traveller finds, [will 

When through the region he pursues at 
His devious course. A glinyise of such 
sweet life 

I saw when, from the melancholy walls 
Of Goslar, once imperial, I renewed 
My daily walk along that wide cham- 
Smooth life had flock and shejiherd iii j paign, 
old time, I That, reaching to htr gates, spreads east 

Long springs and tepid winters, on the ! and west, 

banks ^ Ami northwards, from beneath the ■ 

Of delicate Galesus -, and no loss | mountainous verge 

Those scattered along Adria’s myrtle j Of the Hercynian forest. Yet, hail to •• 
shores: j you 

Smooth life had herdsman, and his snow-: Moors, mountains, headlands, and ye 
. hollow vales. . 

Ye long deep channels for the Atlantic’s 
voice, 

lowers of my native region! Ve that • 
• • seize “ * 

The heart with firmdb grasj^T Your 
snows and streams 

Ungovernable, and your terrifying winds. 
That howl so dismally forhim who treads 


white herd 
To triumphs and^o sacrificial riles 
Devoted, on the inviolable stream 
Of rich Clitumuus; and the goat-herd 
lived 

As calmly, underneath the pleasant 
brows 

Of cool Lucretilis, where the pipe was 
heard 

Of Pan, Invisible God, thrilling the rocks 
With tutelary music, from all harm 
The fold protecting. 1 myself, mature 
Xu manh(;od then, have seeu a pastoral 
tract 


Companionless your awful solitudes! 
There, 'tis the shepherd's task the winter 
long 

To wait upon the storms: of their ap- 
.. proach 
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Sagacious, into sheltering coves he driv(‘s In'size a giant, stalking through thick 
His flock, and thither fr«m the home- fog, 

stead bears His sheep like Clreenland bears ; or, as 

A toilsome burden up the«craggy , he stepped y 

• And deals it out, their regular noumsh-' Hej'ond the boundary line of some hill- 

ment . ! sliadow. 

Strewn on the frozen snojv. And when j His form liath flashefji»upon me, glorified 
the spring I * i,By tW deep radiance of the setting sun : 

Looks out, and all the pastures danc^ ' Or him have I desiyied in distant sky, 

• -» with lambs, A solitary object and sublime, 

And when the flock, with warmer weather. Above all height! like an nenal cross 
climbs I Hlationed 'alone upon a spiry rock 

Higher and hi/Jher, flini olKce h^juK jOf the Chartreuse, for worship. Thus 
'I'o watch their goings, whatsoever track 1 was man 

The wanderers choose. For this ho quits | liiinobled outwardly before iny sight, 
his home ^ And thu', iny heart w,is early introduced 

At day-spring, a^id no sooner doth tlu i 'I’o .111 unconscious love and reverence 
sun • • I Of human nature; hence the hiiniun 

Begi* to strike him with a fire-like lieal, i form 

Than_ he lies down u|K»n some shining 'I'o inc becaiiie an index of delight, 

rock, Of grace anti honour, power and worthi- 

Afid breakfasts with liis dog. Wlien ness. 

they have'Stolen, * Meanwhile this creature—spiritual al- 

As is their Svonti a pittviiee from strict most 

* time^ • * ■ • I .As those of hoicks, but more e.xalted far ; 

Forgcsl not needed or ejfchange of lo\'f’,' bar tn<»re of an iiriaginative form 
Then from his couch he starts ; and now \ Than the gay Coriii of the groves, who 
his feet • • I liv<-s 

Crush olit a livelier fragrance, from the j For liis own fancies, or to dance by the 
flowers 1 hour, 

low'ly thyme, by Nature’s skill en- In coronal, with Phvllis in the midst— 
wrought J Was, for the purposes of kind, a man 

In the wild turf ; the lingering dews of With the most common: husband, father; 

morn learned. 

Smoke round him, as from hill to lull he Could teach, admonish ; suffered with 
hies, the rest 

His staff pru^nding like a hunter’s spear. From vice and folly, wretchedness and 
Or by its aid leaping from crag to crag, fear 

And o’er the braw'ling beds of uribridged Of this I little saw', cared less for it, 
streams. But something must have felt. 

Philosophy, methinks, at Fancy’.s call. Call ye these appearances— 

Might deign to follow him through what Which I beheld of shepherds in my youth, 
he does • This sanctity of Nature given to man— 

Or sees in his day’s march ; himself he 4 shadow, a delusicni, ye who pore 

• feels, Lhes, On the. de.ad letter, miss the spirit of 

In those vast regions where his service things : 

freeman, wedded to his life of hope Whose truth is not a motion or a shape 
And hazard, and hard labour inter- Instinct with vital functions, but a block 
changed Or w'axen image which y’oursclvcs have 

With that majestic indolence so dear made. 

To native man. A rambling school-boy, And yp adore ! }3ut blessed be the God 
thus ' Of Nature, and of Man that this was so ; 

I felt bis presence in Jus own domain, % That men before my ine.xpGrieuced eyes 
As of a l£^d ■and njasmr, *r a power, • first present themselves thus purified,' 
Or genius, p.nder Wature, under God, Removed, and to a distance that was fit : 
l^esiding ; and severest solitude And so we all of us in some degree 

Had more conunanding loolfs w*hen he Are led to knowledge, wheresoever led, 
was there. ^ And howsoever ; were it otherwise. 

When up the lonely brooks on rainy days .And we found e.vil fast as we find goo4 
Angling I went, or trod the trackless hills In our first years, or think that it is found. 
By mi^s,bewildered, suddenly mine eyes How could the innocent heart bear up 
Have glanced upon him distant a few and live ! 

steps, But doulily fortunate iny lot; not here 
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Alone, that something of a better life' Ever at hand ; he, onlv a delight 
Perhaps was round me than it is the Occasional,' ar accidental grace, 

privilege His hour being not yet come. Far less 

Of most to move in, but that first I looked 4iad then 

At Man through objects that were great Th<i inferior .creatures, beast or bird,* 
or fair ; attuned 

First communed with him by their help. Mv spirit to that gentleness of love 
And thus (Though ttfjN had long been carefully 

Was founded a spre safeguard ana , obseri'cd,) 

defence * Won ifrom me those minute obeisamics 

Against the weight of meanness, selfish Of, tonderness, which I may number now 

cares, • With mv first blessings. ’ Neve^cless, ■ i- 

Coarse manners, vulgar passions, tha^ on these ' •' 

beat in 'I I'he light ol beaiitv did not fall in vain. 

On all sides from the ordinary world ' Or gr.indeur circunifuse them to no end. 

In which we traffic. Starting from this i « 

point 1 But wlieii that first, poetic faculty 

I had my face turned toward the truth, j ()' pI,iiii<f!iiiagination and severe, ’ 
began ! No longer a mute influence of the so»"l, 

With an advantage furnished by that Ventured, at some rash Muse’s earnest 
kind call, 

Of prepossession, without which the soul To try her strength among harmonious 
Receives no knowledge that can bring * words: ■' 

forth good. And to book-notions a»'J tli»» rules of art 

No genuine insight ever comes to her. Did knowiugly conform itseM ; 6hcre came 
From the restraint of over-watchful eyes Among the sii.iple shapes of humgn life 
Preserved, I moved about, year after A wilfiilness of fancy and conceit ; 

year. And Nature and/her objects beautified 

Happy, and now most thankful that my These fictions, as in some sort/ in their 
walk turn. 

Was guarded from too early intercourse They burnished her. From touch of tlj]^ 
With the deftirmities of crowded life, new power ' 

And those ensuing laughters and con- Nothing was safe : the eldcr-trec that 
tempt j grew 

Self-pleasing, which, if we would wish to Beside the well-known charnel-house had 
think then 

With a due reverence on earth's rightful A dismal look : the yei’^-tree had its 
lord, ghost. 

Here placed to be the inheritor of heaven. That tcwik his station there for ornament: 
Will not permit us ; but pursue the mind, The dignities of plain occurrence then 
That to devotion w'illingly would rise. Were tasteless, and truth’s golden mean. 
Into the temple and the temple's heart. a point 

Where no sufliefent pleasure could be 
Yet deem not. Friend ! that human found. 

kind with me Then, if a widow, staggering with the 

Thus early took a place pre-eminent; blow 

Nature herself was, at this unripe time. Of her distress, was known to have 
But secondary to my own pursuits turned her steps 

And animal activities, and all To the cold grave in which her husband 

Their trivial pleasures ; and when these slept, 

had drooped . One night, or haply more than one, 

And graduaHy" expired, and Nature, through pain 

prized Or half-insensate impotence of mind. 

For her own sake, became my joy, evei. The fact was caught at gregdily, and 
then— there 

And upwards through late youth, until She must be visitant the whole year 
not less through. 

Than two-and-twenty summers had been Wetting the turf with never-ending tears, 
told— 

Was Man in my affections and regards Through quaint obliquities 1 might 
Subordinate to her, her visible forms pursue 

And viewless agencies: a passion, she. These cravings; when the ibx-glover 
A rapture often, and imnaeoiate love pne by one» 
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Upwards through every stage of the tall 
stem, ^ 

Had shed beside the public way its bells, 
And stood of all dismantled, save the last 
Left at the tapering lac^der’s top, *that 
seemed . 

To bend as doth a slender blade of grass 
Tipped with a rain-dro]|,» Fancy loved 

cinAi' H 


Ot sickliness, disjoining, joining, things 
Without the light of knowledge. Where 
the harm, 

If, when the woodman languished with 
disease 

Induced by sleeping nightly on • the 


ground 

Wit^n his sod 


-buiri* 


cabin, Indian-wise, 


to scat, ^ I I cal led the pangs <jf disappointed love, 

.ilteneath tliu plant detj(>oiled, but cresletl; And all the sad etcetera of the wrong, 
still 1 To help him to his grave. Meanwhile 

With this last relic, soon itself to fall, | • the man. 

Some vagrant*inuth9r, vPljose arch little If not alr<‘adv from the woods retired 
ones, To die at home, was haplv as I knew. 

.411 unconcerned by her dejected ])1ight, ; Withering iiy sloiv degrees, ’mid genllt 
Laughed as with rival eageriiesn tiieir i ’airs, 

hands * Birds, running streams, and hills so 

^ Gathered the jnirple cups tliat n>iind | beautiful 


■^hem lay. 

Strewing the turfs green slope. 

^ A diamond light 

(Whene’er the summer sun, declining, 
smote « * • 

A smooth rack \get witly:onstant springs) 
• was#>c4n * . • 

Sparkling from out a sopse-clad bank 
^that rose 

Fronting our 0 otta((p. Oft beside the 
hearth 

Seated, with open door, often and long 
Upon this restless lustre have I gn/ed, 

- 'T^hat made my fancy restless as itself. 
'Twas now for me a burnished silver 
shield 

Suspended over a knight’s tomb, who lay 
Inglorious, buried in the dusky wood : 
An entrance now into some magic cave 
Or palace bliilt by fairies of the rock ; 


On golden c\'eiiiiigs, while the charcoal 
pile 

Brcathocl up its smoke, an imago of his 
ghost 

Or s]nrit that full soon must take her 
flight. 

Nor shall we iu)t be tending towards 
that point 

Of r.ound humanity to which our Tale 

Lead', though by sinuous ways, if here I 
shew 

How Fancy, in a season when she wove 

Those slender cords, to guide the uncon¬ 
scious Boy 

For the Man’s sake, ci>ulc' fe.ed at Nature’s 
call 

Some pensive niusiiigs which might well 
beseem 

Matiirer years. 

A grtive there is whose boughs 


Nor could I have been bribed to disen-1 Stretch from the western marge of 


chant 

The spectacle, by visiting the spot. 
Thus wilful Fancy, in no hurtful mood, 
Engrafted far-fetchetkshapes on feelings 
bred * 

■ By pure Imagination : busy Power 
She was, and with her ready pupil 
• turned 

Instinctively to human passions, then 
Least understood. Yet, ’mid the fer¬ 
vent swarm 

‘Of these vagaries, with an eye so rich 


Thurston-mere, 

With length of shade so thick, that whoso 
glides 

Along the line of low-roofed water, moves 
As in a cloister. Once—while, in that 
* shade 

Loitering, 1 watched the golden beams 
of light 

Flung from the setting sun, as they re¬ 
posed 

I In silent beauty on the naked ridge 
' Of a high eastern hill-—thus flowed my 

1.1_• 


As mine'^as through the bounty of a 1 thoughts 

grand . ^ : In a pure stream of words fresh from the 

And lovely region,^ lyid forms distinw f heart: 

To steady me ;*»oach airy thought re- ■ ' Dear nati 
volvcd 


Dear native Regions, wheresoe’er shall 
close 


Round a substantial centre, which at 1 My mortal course, there will I think on 
once ! you 

• Incited it to mofion, and controlled. 

I did not pine like one in cities bred. 

As was thy melancholy lot, dear Friend I 
Great Spirit as thoii art, in endless 
dreamy 


Dying, will cast on you a backward look ; 
j Even as this setting sun] (albeit the Vale 
Is no where touched by one memorial 
gleam) 

* See p. 
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Doth >^ith the fond remains of his last' 
jwwer 

Still linger, and a farewell lustre sheds j 

On the dear mountain-tops where first 1 

he rose. ! 

Enough of humlijo arguments ; rocal, ' 
My Song ! those high emotions whirh thy 
voice ; 

Has heretofore made known ; that ' 
bursting forth 

. Of sympathy, inspiring and inspired. < 
When everywhere a vital pulse was felt.J 
And all the several franics of things, like' 
stars, ; 

Through everv magnitiule dist ingiijshable. 
Shone mutufilJy indebted, or half lost 
Each in the other's bla/.e. a galaxy 
Of life and glory. In the midst stood j 
Man, 

Outwardly, inwardly contcmplaled, ; 
As. of all visible natures, crown, though > 
born ! 

Of dust, and kindn'd to the worm ; a I 
Being. 

Both in perception and discernment, I 
first 

In every capability of rapture, i 

Through the divine, ellect of power and 
love ; 

As, more than anything we know, iiisii.icl , 
With godhead, and, by reason and by will, | 
Acknowledging dependency sublime. | 

Ere long, the lonely mountains left, 1 
moved, ! 

Begirt, from day to day, with temporal | 
shapes j 

Of vice and folly thrust ij])oii my view,' 
Objects of sport, and ridicule, and scorn, ! 
Manners and characters discriminate, ! 
And little bustling passions that eclipse, I 
As well they might, the imper^bnated ! 

thought, I 

The idea, or abstraction of the kind. I 

An idler among academic bowers, i 
Such was my new condition, as at large 
Has been set forth ; yet here the vulgar , 
light 

Of present, actual, superficial life, { 

Gleaming through colouring of other ' 
times, j 

Old usages and local privilege, I 

Wgs welcomed, softened, if not solemnised.* i 
This notwithstanding, being brought; 
more near 

To vice and guilt, forerunning wretched¬ 
ness, 

I trembled,—thought, at times, of human 
life 

With an indefinite terror and dismay, 
Such as the storms and an^jy elements 
Had bred in me ; but gloomier far, a dim 


Analogy to .uproar and misrule. 

Disquiet, danger, and obscurity. 

It knight be told (but wherefore speak 
•‘of things r 

Common to all ? ) that, seeing, I was led 
Gravely to ponder—judging between 
good '' I 

And evil, not' as for the mind’s delight 
fJut for herguidance—one who was to rfa/-. 
As .sometimes to the best of feebla^eaus 
I did. by human sympathy im{ftUed : 
And, throughi hislilve and most offensive 
pain, 

"Was to the truth conducted; of this 
• faith 

Never forsaken, that, by acting well, ^ 
d imdt^lstunding, 1 should<!caru to love^' 
The end of life, and everything we know. 

Grave Teacher, stern Prcceplr'*ss ! for 
at tipies 

Thoiicanst put on an aspect most severe ; 
London, to thee^I willingly rt-tiirn. 
ICrcwhile iiiy verse playe'd idly with tISfe 
fl<iwers I - 

Enwroiigljt upon thy mantle; satisfied 
With that amusem nt. dhd a simple look 
Df cliild-like inquisition now dnd then 
Cast upwards on thy countenance, to 
detect 

Some inner meanings wJiich riiighl har¬ 
bour then'. 

Bui how could 1 in mood so light indulge. 
Keeping such fresh remembrance of the 
day, 

W’lien, having thridded the Iprig labyrinth 
t)f the suburban villages, I first 
Entered thy vast dominion ? On the 
roof 

Of an itinerant vehicle I sate. 

With vulgar men about me, trivial forms 
Of houses, pavemAt, streets, of men and 
things,— 

Mean shapes on every side : but, at the' 
instant. 

When to invsclf it fairly might be said? 
The threshold now is overpast, (how 
strange 

That aught external to the Jiving mind 
Should have such mighty sway^! yet so it 
was,) 

A weight of ages ditd at once descend ' 
Upon my heart i- nl>' thought embodied, 
no 

Distinct remembrances,' but weight and 
power,— 

Power growing under yreight: alas I I 
feel 

That I am trifling: 'twas a moment's 

{ >ause,— 

lat took place within me came and 
went • 




retrospect 




As ia,a moment; yet with Time it dwells, 
And grateful memory* aching divine. 

The curious traveller, wh^, from 9 pen 
day, 

Hath passed with torches iAto some huge 
cave, I 

The Grotto of Antiparos, the Den 
In old time haunted by sthat Danish 
..jWitcli, • fvault^ 

Yordas ; he looks around and sees the 
'ig on all sides ; sees, or thiilks 
• he sees, • * > 

Erelong, the massy roof above his head, I 
That instantly unsettles and recedes,— I 
Substance and shadow, light and dai^t- I 
ness, all • 

.“Commingled^ making up a canqjiy 
Of shapes and forms and tendencies to 
snape 

That shift and vanish, change and intcr> | 
' change 

Like spectres,-T^ermeiit silent And su’j- ; 

bliine m ^ . fl«ss, 

Tkat aftei^a ihert space worlds less and 1 
Till, every effort, every motion gone, ; 
The ^cene before him stands in ]iorfect | 
view • 

Exposed.-aand lifeless as a written book ! — 
But let him pause awhile, and look again. 
And a new quickening shall succeed, at 
first 

Beginning timidly, then creeping fast, 

Till the whole cave, so late a senseless 
mass. 

Busies the eye with images and forms 
Boldly assembled,— here is shadowed 
forth • 

From the projections, wrinkles, cavities, 
A Vnriegated landscape,—there tlie shajie 
Of some gigantic warrior clad in mail, 
The ghostly semblance of a hooded monk. 
Veiled nun, or pilgrim resting on his 
staff: • 

£trange congregation ! yet nut slow' to 
meet 

Eyes that perceive through minds that 
can inspire. 

Even in such sort had I at first been 
moved, 

Nor otherwise continued to be moved. 
As I explored the va^ metropolis, 

Fount of my countnfs destiny and th(j 
worl4’s*i • ^ ^ 

That greafc emporium, chronicle at once 
And buriaLplace of passions^ and their 
home 

Imperial, their chief living residence. 

With strong sensations teeming as it 
did 

Of past and present, sudi a place must 
needs 


Ha^e pleased me, .seeking knowledge at 
that time 

Far less than craving power ; yet know* 
ledge came, ' 

Sought or unsought, and influxes of power 
Came, of themselves, or at her call de 
rived j 

In fit'i«/)f kindliest afiprehensiveness, 
l^rom all sides, when whate’er was in 
itself '* 

Capacious found, or seemed to find, in 
» me 

A correspondent amplitude of mind ; 
4>uch is the strength and glory of uu.** 
youth ! 

The iihinan nature unto which I felt 
Tliat 1 belonged, and reverenced with 
love. 

Was not a punctual presence, but a spirit 
Diffused through time and space, with 
aid derived 

Of evidence from monuments, erect, 
Prostrate, or leaning towards their com¬ 
mon rest 

In earth, the widely scattered wreck sub¬ 
lime 

Of vanished nations, or more clearly.drawn 
From bonks and what they picture and 
record. 

’Tis true, the history of our native 
land. 

With those of Greece compared and 
popular Rome, 

And in our high-wrought modern nar-' 
ratives 

Stript of their harmonising soul, the life 
Of inauners and familiar incidents, 

Had never niiich delighted me. And 
less 

Than other intellects had mine been used 
To lean upon extrinsic circumstance 
Of record oi tradition ; but a sense 
Of what in the Great City had been done 
And suffered, and was doing, suffering, 
still. 

Weighed with me, could support the test 
of thought; 

And, in despite of all that had gone by. 
Or was departing never to return. 

There 1 conversed with majesty and 
power 

Like independent natures. Hence the 
• place 

Was thronged with impregnations like 
the Wilds 

In which my early feelings had been 
nursed— 

Dare bibs and valleys, full of caverns, 
rocks, 

And aucible seclusions, dashing lakes. 
Echoes and waterfalls, and pointed 
crags 
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That into music touch the passing wind. 
Here £hen my young imagination found 
No uncongenial element ; could here 
Among new objects serve or give com¬ 
mand. 

Even as the heart's occasions might 
require, , 

To forward reason's else too-scrynulous 
march. 

The effect was. still tbore ele^■att'd v iews 
Of human nature. Neither vice nor 
guilt, 

Debasement undergone by body or mind. 
Nor all the misery forced upon iny sight? 
Misery not lightly passed, but suinetmu-s 
scanned 

Most feelingly, could overllirow iny 
trust 

In what we may become ; induce belief 
That I was ignorant, had been falsely 
taught, 

A solitary, who with vain conceits 
Had been inspired, and walked about in 
dreams. 

From those sad scenes when meditation 
turned, 

Lo ! every thing that was indeed divine 
Retained its purity inviolate. 

Nay brighter shone, by this portentous 
gloom 

.Set off : such oppo.sitiuii as aroused 
The mind of Adam, yet in Paradise 
Though fallen from bliss, when in the 
East he saw 

^ Darkness ere day's mid course, and 
morning light 

* From Milton, Piuadist- Lost, xi. 204.— Ed. 


More orient in the western cloud,.that 
drew ' ft 

O'er the blue firmament a radiant white, 
Desffending slow with something heavenly 
> fraught. , 

Add also, that among the multitudes 
Of that hui^s city, oftentimes was seen 
Affectiiigly Mt forth, more than else¬ 
where #■, 

Is possible, the unity of man. 

One spirit over ignorance and 
Predominant,(in good and evil hearts: 
One .sense f6r moral judgments, as one 
eve 

Fi;r the sun's light. The soul whei: 
smitten thus 

By a suhjime iiit'a, wlK-ncesoe'er ■ «■ 

Vouchsafed for union or '‘ccnnniunioii, 
feeds 

On the pure bliss, and takes her rest with 
God. 

' Thus from a \’ery e.irlj' age, O Friend ! 
My thoughts by slow*i.grc(tlations had 
been Ckrawii ’ ^ t 

To human-kirili, and to the good ard ill 
Of human life : Nature had led me on ; 
And oft amid the biis^ hum ” I s«*emed 
To travel independent of her''help. 

As if I had forgotten her; but no. 

The world of human-kind outweighf^j^ 
not hers jluve. 

In iny habitual thoughts ; the scale of 
rhough filling daily, still was light, com* 
pared 

With that in which Arr mighty objects 
lay. 


BOOK NINTH 


KE.S1DENCE IN FRANuE 

Evk.v as a river,—partly (it might seem) 

Yielding lo old remembrance.,, and 
swayed 

III part by fear to sJiape a wav direct. 

That would engulph him soon in the 
ravenous sea— 

Turns, and will measure back his course, 
far back, , 

Seeking the very regions which he crossed 

In his first outset; so have we, my 
Friend! * 

Turned and returned with intricate delay. 

Or as a traveller, who has gained the 
brow 

Of some aerial Down, while there he 
halts 

>Fcc breathing-time, is tempted to 
rev'iew 

The region left behind him ; and, if 
«ught 


1 Deserving notice have escaped regard, 

I Or been regarded* with too careless eye, 

Strives, from that height, with one and 
yet one more. 

Last look, to make the best amends he 
may : 

So have wq lingered. Now we start 
afresh 

With courage, and new hope risen on our 
toil. 

Fair greetings to this shapeless eagerness, 
ilWhene’er it Cornell 1 needful in work so 
*■ long, - 

I Thrice needful to the argument which 
now 

Awaits us! Oh, how much unlike the 
past! 

• 

Free as a colt at pasture on the hill, 

I ranged at large, through London’s wide, 
domain. 

Month after mdmb. Obscurely did X live*- 
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Not seeking frequent intercourse with 
men, • 

By literature, or elegance, Vr rank. 
Distinguished. Scarcely was a yea[^ thus 
spent * 

Ere I forsook the crowded solitude, * 
With less regret for itsluxufridus pomp. 
And all the niccly-guardct jhows of art. 
Than for the humble bocK-stalls in the 
Q streets, • • 

Exposed to eye and hand where'er I 
turned. • 

France liired^e fofth ;*Jhe re<alni t’l.it 
I had crossed ' 

So lately, journeying toward the snow- 
clad Alps. • 

But now, relinqu^hing the sArip and ^taiT, 
And* all enjoyment which thti suiniiwr 
«un , 

Sheds round the steps of those who meet 
lh% day 

With motion constant as his oiyn, 1 went 
Prepared to sofourii in a pleasant to\<7ii. 
Washed h’/* th® curreitf: of tlie stalely 
• Loire. • - • 

Through Paris lay my readiest course, 
and there , 

Sojourning a few da^, I visited 
In haste, each spot of old or recent fume, 
The latter chiefly ; from the field of Mars 
Oown to the suburbs of St. .Antony, 

And from Mont Martyr southward to the 
Dome ^ 

Of Cicnevieve. In both her clamorous 
Halls. 

The National Synod and the Jacobins, 

I saw' the Revolutionary Power 
Toss like a ship at anchor, rocked by 
storms; 

The Arcades 1 traversed, in the F’alace 
huge 

Of Orleans: coasted^round and round 
the line • 

Of Tavern, Brothel, (lamiug-housis and 
Shop, :i\valk 

Great rendezvous of worst and best, the 
Of all who had a purpo.se, or had not ; 
1 stared and listened, with a stranger's 
ears. 

To Hawkers and Haranguers, hubbub 
wild! 

And hissing Fact ionics with ardent eye^ 
In knots, or pairs, o^ingle. Not a loox 
Hope takes, or Qcmbt^r Fear is forced 
to wear. 

But seemed there present; ^d I scanned 
them all, 

Watched every gesture uncontrollable. 
Of aiuer, and vexation, and despite. 

All side by side, and struggling face to 
face. 

With gaiety and dissolute idleness. 

W.P. 
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Where silent zephyrs sported with the 
dust 

Of the Bastille, 1 sate in the open sun. 
And from the rubbish gathered up a 
stone, it 

And pocketed the relic, in the guise 
Of an enthusiast: yet. in honest truth, 

1 looked for somctl^g that I could not 
• ftfid. 

.Affecting more emotion than I felt : 

Ffir 'tis most certain, that these various 
f sights, 

j However potent their first shuck, with 
n me 

Ajipeared to recompense the traveller’s 
pains 

Less than the painted Magdalene of Le 
j Brim, 

I A beauty exquisitely wToiiglit, with 
hair 

Dishevelled, gleaming eyes, and rueful 
cheek 

Pale and bedropjied with overflowing 
tears. 

But hence to my more permanent abode 
I hasten ; there, by novelties in speech. 
Domestic manners, customs, gestures, 
looks. 

And all the attire of ordinary life, 
Attention was engrossed; and, thus 
amused, 

I stood 'mid those concussions, uncon¬ 
cerned. 

Tranquil almost, .md careless as a flower 
Cilassed m a green-house, or a parlour 
shrub 

That spreads iis leaves in unmolested 
peace. 

While every bush and tree, the country 
through. 

Is shaking to the roots : indifference this 
Which iiiav seoin strange ; but I was 
unprepared 

With needful know'ledge, had abruptly 
passed 

Into a theatre, whose stage w'as filled 
And busy with an action far advanced. 
Like others, 1 had skimmed, and some¬ 
times read 

With care, the master pamphlets of the 
day ; • 

Nor wmited such half-it^sight as grew 
- wild 

Upon that meagre soil, helped out by 
talk 

And public news ; but having never seen 
A chronicle that might suffice to show 
Whence the main organs of the public 
power 

Had sprung, their transmigrations, when 
and how 

Accomplished, giving thus unto events 

MM. 
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A form and body ; all things were to fue 
Loose and disjointed, and the affections 
l^ft 

Without a vital interest. At that time. 
Moreover, rthe first storm was overblown, 
And the strong hand of outward violence 
Locked up in quiet. For myself, I fear 
Mow in connection toith so great a theme 
To speak (as I must be compelled do), 
Of one so unimportart ; night by night 
Did 1 frequent the formal haunts of men. 
Whom, in the city, privilege of birth 
Sequestered from the rest, societies 
Polished in arts, and in punctilio versed ; 
Whence, and from di'e.pcr c.iuses, all 
discourse 

Of good and evil of the time was shunned 
With scrupulous care ; but the.se restric¬ 
tions soon 

Proved tedious, and 1 gradually with- 
chew 

Into li noisier worm, and thus ere long 
Became a patriot ; and luy heart was all 
Given to the people, and my love was 
theirs. 

A band of military Officers. 

Then statione.d in the city, were the chief 
Of my associates : some of these wore 
swords 

That had been seasoned in the wars, and 
all 

Were men well-born ; the chivalry of 
France. 

In age and temper differing, thev had yet 
One spirit ruling in each heart; alike 
(Save only one, hereafter to be named) 
Wore bent upon undoing what was done : 
This was their rest and only hope ; there¬ 
with 

No fear had they of bad becoming worse. 
For worst to them was come : iior would 
have stirred. 

Or deemed it worth a moment's tnoughl 
to stir. 

In any thing, save only as the act 
Looked thitherward. One, reckoning by 
years, 

Was in the prime of manhood, and ere- 
while 

Hie had |atc lord in many tender hearts : 
Though heedless of such honours now, 
and chan^d : 

His temper vras quite mastered by the 
times, * 

And theyth.ad blighted him, had eaten 
away 

The beauty of his person, doing wrung 
Alike to body and to mind : his port. 
Which once had been erect and open, 
now 

Was stooping and contracted, and a 
face, 


Endowed by Nature with her fairest gjfts 
Of .symmetry and light and bloom, ex¬ 
pressed,’ / 

As much as any that was ever .seen, 

A ra^ge out of season, made by thoughts 
l.^nhealthy ai’d vexatious. With the 
hour,’ I 

That from theSress of Paris duly brought 
Its freight offyiblic news, the fever came, 
\ punctual visitant, to shake this man, 
[Msarmed his voice and fanned his ygllOv* 
cheek 

Into a thousar^^ co^urs ; while ^ read. 
Or mused, hi^‘sworn was'haunted by his 
touch 

Contmiially, like an uneasy place 
In his own bc^dy. ’Twas in truth an horn 
Of universal ferment ; ;nildest men 
W'^re agitated ; and enrnmoMons, strife* 
Of passion and opinion, filled the .vails 
Of peaceful houses with unquiet sounds. 
The soil of common life. was. at that time, 
Tivo hot to tread upon. Oft said I then, 
And not then only, “ W nat a mockery 
this *' ^ " 

Of liistorv, the past .and that lo come ! 
Now do I feel how all men are deceived, 
Reading of nations and their works, in 
faith, I 

Faith given to vanity and emptiness ; 

Oh ! laughter for the page tliat would 
reflect 

To future times the face of what now is!” 
The land all swarmed with passion, like 
a ]>Iam 

Devoured by locusts,—C.^rra, (iursas,— 
add 

A hundred other names, forgotten now, 
Nor to be heard of more ; yet, they yrere 
powers. 

Like earthquakes, shocks repeate4 d^y 
by day. 

And felt through every nook of town an4 
field. 

Such *was the state of things. Mean- *' 
while the chief 

Of my associates stood prepared for flight 
To augment the bandf or emigrants iq 
arms 

Uputi the borders of the lilhine, apd 
leagued 

With foreign foes mustered fofr insf^nt 
• war. vj 

This was their undib^Vised 'inj;ent, qnd 
they , 

Were waiting w41t the whole of their 
desires 

The moment to depart.. 

An Engjisltm^n, 
Bom in a land whose very name appeared 
To license some unruline^ pf mind; 

A stranger, with youth’s further privilt^e. , 
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And the indulgence that ^ halfdearnt Than talents, worth, and prosperous 
speech \ industry. [first 

Wins from the courteous ; I, who had Add unto this, subservience from jthe 
been else • • ' To presences of God’s mys^riuus power 

Shunned and nut tolerated, freely tived \ Made niauifest in Nature's sovereignty, 
With these defenders ^jF|;hc Crown, and | And fellowship with v'enerable books, 
talked, I i To sanction the p(ftud workings of tlie 

And heard their uotioiisf: •nor did they^ ■aoul, 

disdain , | And nioiintaiii It could not be 

The wish to bring fnc over to their '• But that one tutored thus should look 
cause. • I with awe ’ 

^ j^'pon the faculties of man, receive 

But though*untanght*Jpy thinking., or j triadly the highest promises, and hail, 
by hooks ' As best, tlie government of equal rights 

To reason well of polity or law, | Antt individual worth. And hence, O 

.\nd nice distinctions, tl^en on iWery l Friend ! 

^tongue, g ' If at tlie first great outbreak I rejoiced 

Of n.Itiirabrights and civil; lliid to ffcts | Less than might well befit my youth, 

Of iKitions and their passing interests, j the cause 

(If with unworldly cuds and amis com- i In part lay here, that unto me the events 
pvod) I Seemed 'iiolhiiig out of nature's certain 

Almost iuclifforciit, even the Jiiston^i's Course, 

tale * gift that was come rather late than 

Prizing bn^lit^ othein’ise than I prized soon. 

Talcs ofjth« poets, us it iiKifle the heait No wonder, then, if advocates like these, 
Be^ high, and filled ^he fancy with Infiamed by passion, blind with pre¬ 
fair forms. judice. 

Old heroes anditheimsufferings and their .And stung with injury, at this riper day, 
fields ; Were iiupotfut to make my hopes put on 

■^'et in the regal seeptre. and the pomp The shajie e.f theirs, my understanding 
pf orders and degrees. I nothing found bend 

Then, or had ever, even in crudest youth. In honour to their honour : zeal, which 
That dazzled me, but rather ^what I yet 

muiirncd Had slumbered, now in opposition burst 

And ill could brook, beholding that the Forth like a Polar summer; every word 
best They uUcred was a dart, by counter- 

Ruled not, ^nd feeling that they ought winds 

to rule. Blown back iqion themselves; their 

reason seemed 


For, born in a poor district, and which Confusiou-stneken by a higher power 
yet ' Than hiinian imderstanding, their dis- 

RetaWth more of ancient homeliness, course 

Than any othej nook*of English ground. Maimed, spiritless ; and, in their weak- 
It was my fortune scarcely to have seen, ness strong, 

•Through the whole tenor of my school- 1 triumphed. 

day time, Meantime, day by day, the roads 

'The face of one, who, whether boy or Were crowded with the bravest youth 
man, of France, 

Was vested with attention or respect And all the promptest of her spirits. 
Through claims of wealth or blood ; nor linked 

was it least In gallant soldiership, ^d posting on 

Of many benefits, in later years Tomeet the war upon her frontier bounds. 

Derived from acader^c institutes • | Yet at this very moment do tears aiart 
And rules# that held soinethiii^ flnto mine eyes : I dt> not say I weep— 

up view * I wept not then,—but tears have dimmed 

Of a Republic, where all stood thus far my sight. 

Upon equal ground ; tliSt wc were In memory of the farewells of that time, 
brothers all, Doinesiic severiiigs, female fortitude 

In honour, as in one community. At dearest separation, patriot love 

Sch^ars and gentlemen ; where, further- And self-devotion, and terrestrial hope, 
mexe. Encouraged with a martyr’s confidenpe t 

Dlstirotlon oi^en lay to all that came. Even files of strangers merely seen but 
And wealth and titles were in less esteem once. 
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And for a mnnient, men from far with 
sofind ' 

Of music* martial tunes, and banners 
■ spread. 

Entering tfjfe city, here and there a face. 
Or person singled out among the rest, 

Yet still a stranger ^and beloved as such ; 
Even by these passing spectacle^ my 
heart *' • 

Was oftentimes uplifted, and they. 
seemed 

Arguments sent from Heave.ri to prov,** 
the cause i 

Good, pure, which no one could stand • 
up against. 

Who was not lost, abandoned, selfish, 
proud. 

Mean, miserable, wilfully depraved. 
Hater perverse of equity and truth. i 

Among that band of Officers iva^ one. | 
Already hinted at, of other mould — 

A patriot, thence rejected by tlie rest, 

And with an oriental loathing spumed. 
As of a different caste. A meeker man 
Than this lived never, nor a more benign, \ 
Meek though enthusiastic. Injuries ■ 

Made him more gracious, and his nature j 
then 

Did breathe its sweetness out most 
sensibly. 

As aromatic flowers on Alpine turf. 

When foot hath crushed them. He 
through the events 

Of that great change wandered in perfect 
faith, [tale 

As through a book, an old romance, or 
Of Fairy, or some dream of actions 
wrought 

Behind the summer clouds. By birth 
he ranked 

With the most noble, but unto the poor 
Among mankind he was in ''srvice 
bound. 

As by some tie invisible, oaths professed 
To a religious order. Man he loved 
As man ; and. to the mean and the 
obscure. ! 

. And all the homely in their homely > 
works, : 

Transfersed a courtesy which had no air ! 
Of condescciisiurf; but did rather seem I 
A passion and a gallantry, like that : 

Which he, a soldier, in his idler dav | 

Had paid to woman : somewhat vain he . 
was. 

Or seemed so, yet it was not vanity. 

But fondness, and a kind of radiant joy 
Diffused around him, while he was intent 
Ou works of love or freedom, or revolved 
Complacently the progress of a cause, 
'Whereof he was a part: yet this was 
n)ee4 


And placid, and took nothing from the 
man * - 

That was dcKghtful. Oft in solitude 
Wit^him di<^ 1 discourse about the end 
Of qivil government, and its wisest forms; 
Of ancient loyalty, and chartered rights. 
Custom and hlibit, novelty and change : 
Of .self-respeffn and virtue in the few 
For patriuioiifal honour set apart, 
Aiidignorance in Vic labouring multitu^**. 
For he. to all intolerance indisposed. 
Balanced these contemplations ’^i his 

And I. who lit that time was scarcely 
dipped 

Into the turmoil, bore a sounder judg¬ 
ment r [me, 

Tl^an latej days allowco ; cgjricd about* 
With less alloy to its integrity. 

The exjierience of past ages, as, through 
help [way 

C)f books and common life, it makes sure 
Tc youthful minds, by objects over near 
Not pressed upon, nor dazzled or misled 
By struggling wi¥h the cKiwcj fqr present 
ends. 

But though not deaf, '‘lur obstinate to 
find V 

I'.rror without excuse upon the side 
Of them who strove against us, more 
delight • 

We took, and let this freely be confessed, 
111 ]iaintitig to oursclve.s the tnlscncs 
Of royal courts, and that voluptuous life 
Unfeeling, where the man who is of soul 
Tlie meanest thrives the most; where 
dignity. 

True personal dignity^ abideth not; 

A light, a cruel, and vain world cut oil 
From the natural inlets of just sentiment. 
From lowly sympathy and chastening 
truth; , 

Where good and evil interchange their 
names, [paired» 

And thirst for bloody spoils abroad is 
With vice at home. We added dearest, 
themes— 

Man and his noble nature, as it is 
The gift which God has placed within his 
power. 

His blind desires and steady faculties 
Capable of clear trtith. the one to break 
Condage, the oth^r^ build liberty 
On Arm foundations, nfaking sdcial life, 
Through knowledge spreading and im¬ 
perishable, 

As just in regulation, and as pure 
As individum in the wfee and good. 

We summoned up the honourable deeds 
Of ancient Storv, thought of eadi bright 
spot, 
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That would be found in all re^corded time, Dfd Dion hold with Plato; ripened thus 
Of truth preserved and err« passed away: For a Deliverer’s glorious task,—and such 
Of single spirits that catch ihe flame from He, on that ministry already bound. 
Heaven, • • Held with Eudemus and Tigionides, 

And how the multitudes of men will ieed Surrounded by‘adventurers in arms. 
And other ; thought of sects. When those two vessels with their daring 

how keen f freight, 

They are to put the appropriate nature ^Ft)r 4 ^e Sicilian Tyrant’s overthrow, 
on, Sailea from Zi]f:yuthus,—philosophic 

't>4umphant over every obstacle war. 

Of custom, language, country, love^ or' Led by Philosophers. With harder fate. 

hate, I Though like ambition, such w'as he, O 

And what they do and %jiffer for their . Frientl! 

creed ; *, Ot whom I speak. So Beaupuis (let the 

How far they travel, and how lung en- '■ name 

dure ; • ^ Staml near the worthiest of Antiquity). 

How quickly mighty Natiiflis have been ' Fashioned his life ; and many a lon^ 
•formc^ * Ik • ' discourse, 

om least beginnings; how. together i With like persuasion honoured, we 
locked ! maintained: 


By iie\j opinions, scatteied tribes liave ] 
made I 

One lK>dy, spreading wide as*clouds*in 
heavtiit _ ^ 

'So aspir.'^tiqiis men of our own minds 
Did wc apiJcal ; and, finally, beheld 
A lif ing coiifiniiation of the whole 
Before* us, in a peopl^from the depth 
Of shameful iinbccility uprisen. 

Fresh as the moniiii'g star. Elate we 
looketl 

■^pou their virtues : saw', in rudest men, 
Self-sacrificc the firmest; generous love. 
And continence of mind, and si'nse of 
right, 

Uppexmost in the midst of fiercest strife. i 

Oh, sweet*it is, in academic groves, j 
Or such retirement. Friend ! as we have 
known I 

In the green dales beside our Rotha's '• 
stream, | 

Greta^ or Derwent, or«ome nameless rill, | 
1^0 ruminate, 'frith interchange of talk, | 
• On rational liberty, and hope in man. ' 
Justice and peace. But far more sw'cet 
such toil— 

Toil, say I, for it leads to thoughts 
abstruse—■ 


He, on his part, accoutred for the worst. 
He perished fighting, in supreme com¬ 
mand. 

Upon the borders of the unhappy Loire, 
For liberty, against deluded men, 

His fellow country-men ; and yet most 
blessed 

In this, that he the fate of later times 
Lived not to see, nor what we now be¬ 
hold. 

Who have as ardent hearts as he had 
then. 

Along that very Loire, with festal 
mirth 

Resounding at all hours, and innocent 
yet 

Of civil slaughter, was our frequent walk 
Or in wide forests of continuous shade. 
Lofty and over-arched, with opien space 
Beneath the trees, clear footing many a 
mile— 

A solemn region. Oft amid those haunts. 
From earnest dialogues I slipped in 
■ thought. 

And let remembrance steal to other 
times. 

When, o’er those interwoven roots, moss- 
clad. 


If nature then be standing on the brink ] And smooth as marble or a waveless sea. 
Of some great trial, and we hear the voice j Some Hermit, from his ^ell forth-strayed. 
Of one devoted,—one whom circum- : might pace 

stance / • , In sylvan meditation undisturbed; 

Hath called upon^to rmbody his deefi kAs on the pavement of a Gothic churcb 
senfc *• Walks a lone Monk, when service hath 

In action,* give it outwardly a shape, expired. 

And that of benediction, te the world. In peace and silence. But if e’er was 
Then doubt is not, and truth is more than heard,— 

truth,— • Heard, though unseeen,—a devious 

A hope it is, and a desire ; a creed traveller. 

Of zeal, by an authority Divine Retiring or approaching from afar 

Sanctioned, of danger, difficulty, or death. ! With speed and echoes mud of trampling 
Such conversation, under Attic shades, 1 hoofs 
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From the hard floor :^verberated, then 
It was Angelica thunderiug through the 
woods ' 

Upon her jpalfrey, or that gentle maid 
Erminia, fugitive as fair as she. 
Sometimes methought 1 saw a pair of 
knights • 

Joust underneath tne trees, that^us in, 
storm I 

Rocked high above iheir heads ; anon, 
the din 

Of lK.)isterous merriment, and musieV-. 

roar, . 

. In sudden proclamation, burst from r 
haunt , 

Of Satyrs in some viewless glade, with 
dance 

Rejoicing o’er a female in the luiclst, 

A mortal beauty, tlieir unhappy thrall. ; 
The width of those huge forests. unt(j me i 
A novel scene, did often in this way ' 
Master my fancy while 1 wandi’red on 
With that revered companion. And 
Sometimes— 

When to a convent in a meadow gre'en. 
By a brook-side, we came, a roofless pile, 
And not by reverential tourli of Time 
Dismantled, but by violence abrupt — 

In spite of those heart-bracing colloquies. 
In spite of real fervour, and of that 
Less genuine and wrought u]i within 
myself— 

I could not but bewail a wrong so liarsh. 
And for the’Matiii-bell to sound no more 
Clrieved, and the twilight taper, and the 
cross 

High on the topmost pinnacle, a sign 
(How welcome to the weary traveller’s 
eyes!) 

Of hos])itality and peaceful rest. 

And when the partner of those varied 
walks 

Pointed upon occasion to the site 
Of Romorentin, home of ancient kings, 
To the imperial edifice of Blois, 

Of to that rural castle, name now slipped 
From my remembrance, where a lady 
lodged, 

By the first Francis wooed, and bound 
to him 

In chains of mutual passion, from the 
tower. 

As a tradition of the country tells. 
Practised to commune with her royart 
knight 

By cressets and love-bcacons, inter¬ 
course 

'Twixt her high-seated residence and 
his . 

Far off at Chambord on the plain 
beneath; 

Evim here, thbiigh less than With the 
peaceful house 


Religious.’tpid those frequent monuments 
Of Kings, tt^ir vices and their better 
deeds, * 

ImafAnation, ipotent to inflame 
At (imes witm vltuous wrath and nobla 
scorn, 1 k . 

Did also often mitigate the force 
Of civic ]>rcfailice, the bigotry, 

^o call it, of a youthful patriot's mind: 
And on these spbts with many gleaflu 
, I looked 

Of chivalrous delight. Yet not thrless, 
Hatred of abs\»Iut‘' rule, ^licre will of one 
'Is law for all, and of that barren pride 
111 them who, by immunities unjust, 
Bot.veeii the sovereign and the people 
stand. y , 

I lx. helpef and not theirs, laid stronger 
hold • 

Daily upon me, mixed with pity too 
And l<i\’e : ivr where hope is, there love 
^ will he 

For the abject multitude.*' And when we 
chanced • 

One day to'meet a hungcr-bKtcti girl, * 
Who crept alorfg fitting her languidtgait 
Unto a heifer's motion, by a cord 
Tied to her arm, uid pftkiiig thus from 
the lane * [hands 

Its sustenance, while the girl with pallid 
Wfis busy knitting in a heartless inood 
Of solitude, and at the sight iny friend 
In agitation said. “ 'Tis against thai 
That we are fighting,” I with him believed 
That a benignant spirit was abroad 
Which might not be withstood, that 
poverty , 

Abject as this would iu a Ijttle time 
Be found no more, that we should sec 
the earth 

llnthwarted in her wish to recompetise 
The meek, the lowly, patient child ol toil. 
All institutes for eVer blojted oUt 
That legilhsed exclusion, empty 'pomp 
Abolished, sensual state and cruel power, * 
Whether by edict of the one or few ; 
And finally, as sum and crown of all, ‘ 
Should sec the people having a strong 
hand 

Ill fratning their own laWs; Whence 
better days 

To all mankind. But, these things set 
ff apart, 

Was not this single (ft/nfldencK! qjiough 
To animate the mind \hat‘ evjer turned 
A thought to human welfare ? That 
hcncefotth 

Captivity by mandate U(jthout law 
Should cease ; and open accusation 
To sentence in the heating of the wotld, 
And open punishment, if not the air- 
Be free to breathe in, and ih 6 hei^i of 
man 
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pread nothing. 'From this height I shall 
not stoop « 

To humbler matter that detained us oft 
In thought or conversation'public acts, 
And public persons, afid cratftions 
wrought • 

Within the breast* as cvertvarying winds 
Of record or report swepW over us ; 

But I might here, instead, '^oat a tale,^^ 
Told by ray Patriot fn^d, of sad events 
Tii^t prove to what low depth had 
struck the nx^ts, • 

How widely spread t^e Ijpughs. of that 
old tree * • 

Which, as a deadly mischief, and a foul 
And black dishonour, P'rance was wearv 
of. , • 

Oh", happy time of ynuth^l lov^^s. 
tthus 

The story might begin,} oh, balmy time. 
In whicii a love-knot, on a lady's brow. 
Is lairer than the fairest star InaHcavcg ! 
So might—and^Vrith that prelude did be¬ 
gin • / • 

nie recoixl j* and, in faithfnPverse, was 
^iven • 

The doleful sequel. 

• d3ut our liktio bark 
On a sftrong river boldly hath been 
launched ; 

4pd from the driving current should we 
turn 

To loiter wilfully within a creek. 
Howe’er attractive. Fellow voyager ' 

* See " Vaudracour and J alia,” p. tj8.~Kd. 


Wquld’st thou not chide ? Yet deem 
not my pains lost: 

For Vaudracour and J ulia (so were named 
The ill-fated pair) in that plain tale will 
draw ^ 

Tears from the hearts of otliers, when 
their own 

: Shall beat ncj morc»* ThoU, also, there 
f. banvst read. 

At leisure, how the^^namoiired youth was 
drive.n. 

By public power abased, to fatal crime, 
nature’s rebellion against monstrous law; 
How, between heart and heart, oppression 
' thrust 

Her iniradates, severing whom true love 
had joined. 

Harassing both ; until he sank and 
pres'sed • 

The coLieh his fate had made for him ; 
supine, 

Save when the stings of viperous remorse. 
Trying their strength, enforced him to 
start up. 

Aghast and prayerlcss- Into a deep 
wood [kind; 

Ht fled, to shun the haunts of human 
There dwelt, weakened in sjiirit more and 
mf)re ; 

Nor could the voice of Freedom, which 
through Fi'ance 

Full speedily resounded, public hope, 

■ Or personal memory of his own worst 
wrongs, 

House Jiini : but, luddeii in those gloomy 
shades, » ^ 

His days he wasted,--an mibecilc mind. 
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CyXTINl^D 

J.T was a l>eautiful and silent day 

That overspread the countenance of earth. 

Then fading with unusual quietness,--- 
V A day as beautiful as e’er was given 

•,’To soothe regret, though deepening what 
it soothed, 

' When by the gliding Loire I paused, and 
cast 

Upon J;ijis rich dom^s, vineyard amL 
tilth, ^ ^ . • 

Green ipeaSi<^'>^)»5und, and mauv-col- 
ourednv’oods, 

Again, and yet again, a farewell look : 

Then from the quiet of that scene’passed 
on, «> • 

Bound to the fierce Metropolis. From 
his throne 

The King had fallen, and that invading 
host—' 


I Presumptuous cloud, on whose black 
I front was written 
j The tender mercies of the dismal wind 
. That bore it—on the plains of Liberty 
Had burst innocuous. Say in bolder 
words. 

They—who had come elate as eastern 
hunters 

Banded beneath the- Great Mogul, when 
he 

Erewhik; went forth fronf Agra or Lahore, 
Rajahs and Omrabs in his train, intent 
fo drive their prey enclosed within a ring 
Wide as a province, but, the signal given* 
Before the point of the life-threatening 
spear 

Narrowing itself by moments—they, ra^ 
men. 

, Had .seen the anticipated quarry turned 
! Into 'aveiigers, from whose wrath they 
fled 

I In tertor- Uisappuintmeni and dismay 

1 • 



THE PRELUDE 


536 

Remained for all whose fancies had run 
wild 

With evil expectations ; conhdeuce 
And perfect triumph for the better cause. 

The Sta?^, as if to stamp the final seal 
On her security, and to tlie world 
Show what she wa«^ a high and fearless 
soul, ,, 

Exulting in defiance,^or heart-stung 
By sharp resentment, or belike to taunt 
With spiteful gratitude; the batl1(‘dl.eaguc. 
That had stirred up her slackening 
faculties 

To a new transition, when the King was 
crushed, , 

Spared not the empty throne, and in 
proud haste 

Assumed th&body and venerable name 
Of a Kepubuc. Lamentable criincs, 

'Tis true, had gone before this hour, dire 
work 

Of inassacn*, in which the senseless sword 
Was prayed to as a judge; but these 
were past. 

Earth fiee from them for ever, as was 
thought,— 

Ephemeral monsters, to be seen but once ! 
Tilings that could only show themselves 
and die. 

Cheered with this hope, to Paris 1 re- 
tmned, 

Andranged,with ardourheretolore unfelt, \ 
The spacious city, and in progress passed | 
The prison where the unhappy Monarch ' 
lay. . 

Associate with his children and his wife 
In bondage; and the palace, lately 
stormed 

With roar of cannon b>’ a furious host, i 
I crossed the square (an empty area then.') | 
Of the Carrousel, where .so late had lain I 
The dead, upon the dying hcai>ed, and 
gazed 

On this and other spots, as doth a man 
Upon a volume whose contents he knows 
Are memorable, but from him locked up. 
Being written in a tongue he cannot read. 
So that he questions the mute leaves with 
pain. 

And half upbraids their silence. But 
that night f 

I felt most deeply in what world I was. 
What ground I trdd on, and what air ^ 
breathed. 

High was my room and lonely, near the 
roof 

Of a large mansion or hotel, a lodge 
That would have pleased me in more quiet 
times; 

Nor was it wholly without pleasure then. 
With uuextinguished taper I kept watch, 

‘ Reading at intervals ; the fear gone by 


Pressed on me almost like a feat to come. 

I thought di ^ose ^ptember massacres. 
Divided fronf me by one'little month. 

Saw ,them and touched : the rest was 
, conjuredT up 

From tragic fij tions or true history, 
Remembrancdi and dim admonishments. 
The horse is laught his manage, and no 
star ' 

Of wildest coursf: but treads back fcis 
own steps; 

Fof the spent hurricane the air provides 
As fierce a suocesior ; t/ie tide retreats r 
,But to return out of its In'diug-place 
, In the great deep ; all things ba^-e second 
, birth ; 

The earthquake is not satisfied at once ; 
A^^d in lljls way I wrofight qpon tnVself,'^ 
Until I seemed to hear a voice that fried. 
To the whole city, “ Sleep no more.” The 
tranre 

Fled with the voice to which it h^d giren 
« birtif; ,, 

But vainly conime.iiLs of.a calmer mind 
Promised spft peace and^swfr^ forgetful¬ 
ness. t 

The place, all hushed and silent as it*Was, 
Appeared unfit fnr the n>posc of night, 
Defenccle.ss as a wood where tiggrs roam. 

With early morning towards the Palace 
■walk ^ • 

Of Orleans eagerly I turned -. as yet 
The streets were still; not so those long 
Arcades ; 

There, "‘nid ^jeal of ill-matched sounds 
and cries, 

That greeted me on entefing, 1 could 
hear 

Shrill voices from the hawkers in the 
throng, ' - 

Bawling, " Denunriation of the Crimes 
Of Maximilian R<V.)espierre; ” the hand. 
Prompt as the vqice, held forth a printed 
speech, * 

The same that had been recently pro- 
iiounr.ed, t 

When Robespierre, not ignorant for what 
m.irk 

Some words of indirect reproof had been 
Intended, rose in hardihood, and dared 
The man who had an ill surmise of him 
To bring his charge in openness; where- 
• at, , , [stirred,, 

When a dead pause endued., and nd one 
In silence of all present, from his seat 
Loiivct walked single through the avenue. 
And took his station in the Tribune, say¬ 
ing. » 

“ I, Robespierre, accuse thee !Well is 
known • 

The inglorious issue of that charge, and 
'how ^ ' 
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He, vrho had launched the st^tling thun¬ 
derbolt, » 

The one bold man, whose ^Aice the attack 
had sounded, • • 

Was left without a follower to discharge 
His perilous duty, and rjtire lamenting 
That Heaven’s best aid wasted upon 
men i • 

Who to themselves are false. 

' I Bat these are tiling 

Of which I speak, only as they ^vre 
storm 

Or sunshine to my jlidi\*idual mind, j 
No further. Let me th?n relate that^l 
now— I 

In some sort seeing with iny proi)er eyes 
That Liberty, and Life, and*Death would 1 
^oon , • % • 

To ■y^e remotest corners of the land 
Lie in the arbitrement of those who ruled 
The cajpital City ; what was struggled 
for; 

And by what combatants victory mifsi 
be wor*; - . ’ | 

T»hc iuderiskm^n the.ir parl»wlu>st aim 1 
Seemed best, and the straightforw'aril' 
•path of those 

Who in alt.ick ar in ^efence "'ere strong 
Through their impiety —mv inmost soul 
Was agitated ; yea. I could almost 
, Have prayed that throughout earth upon 
* all men, 

Bv patient exercise of reason inade- 
Worlhy of liberty, all spirits filled 
With zeal expanding in Truth’s holy 
light, 

The gift of tongues might fall, and power 
arrive * 

From the four quarters of the winds to 
do 

For France, what without help she could 
not do, I 

A work of honour ; khink not that to 
this * I 

•I added, work of safety : from ull doubt! 
Or trepidation fur the’end of thiugH { 
was I, far as angels are from guilt. 


Yet did I grieve, nor only grieved, j 
but thought 

Of opposition and of remedies: 

An insignificant stranger and obscure. 
And one, moreover, riittle graced wit^ 

Of elpgiienc^evSa in my native speech, 
And all unfit far tumult or intrigue. 

Yet would I at this time with willing 
heart 

Have undertakefi for a cause so great 
Service however dangerous. I revolved. 
How much the destiny of Man had still 
Hung upon single persons ; that there 
was, 


Tihnscendent to all local patrimony. 

One nature, as there is one sun in heaven ; 
That objects, even as they are great, 
thereby 

Do come within the reach ‘6f humblest 
eyes; 

That Man is only woak through his mis- 
ttfust • 

And want of hope where evidence divine 
Proclaims to him that hope should be 
mt^st sure ; 

Nor did the iiie.xperienec of niy youth 
Preclude conviction, that a spirit strong 
In hope, and trained to noble aspirations, 
A spirit Lhoroughly faithful to itself. 

Is fot Society’s unreasoning herd 
A domineering instinct, serves at once 
For way and guide, a fluent receptacle 
That gathers up each petty straggling 
nil • 

And vein of w-ater, glad to be rcjlled on 
In safe oliedieiice : that a mind, whose 
rest 

Ts where it ought to be, in self-restraint. 
In circumspection and simplicity. 

Fall', rarely in entire discomfiture 
Below its aim, or meets with, from with¬ 
out. 

A treaoliPry that foils it or defeats ; 

And, lastly, if the means on human will, 
Frail human will, dependent should be¬ 
tray 

Him who too boldly trusted them, I felt 
That 'mid the loud distractions of the 
world 

A sovereign voice subsists within the soul, 
•\rbiter undisturbed of right and wrong. 
Of life and death, in majesty severe 
Enjoining, as may best promote the aims 
Of truth and justice, either sacrifice. 
From whatsoev'er region of our cares 
Or our infirm affections Nature pleads. 
Earnest and blind, against the stern de¬ 
cree. 

On the other side, 1 called to mind 
those truths 

That are the common-place^ of the 
schools— 

(A theme for boys, too hackneyed for 
their sires,) 

Yet, with a rcvelatinn's^iveliness. 

In all their comprehensive bearings 
• known 

And visible to philosophers of old. 

Men who. to business of the world un¬ 
trained, 

Lived in the shade; and to Harmodius' 
known 

And his compeer Aristo^iton, known 
To Brutus—that tyrannic power is weakt 
Hath neither gratitude, nor faith, nor 
love. 
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|hc great City, where ! 


Upon our native country’s sailed ^ound. 
A patriot of ^the world, how coulcTl glide 
Into communy n with her sylvan shades, 
Ercwhile my funeful haunt ? It pleased 
rfce more« 

To tabidc in 
found 

The general af" still busy with the stir 
Of that first fnvmorable onset made 
l^y a strong levy of humanity 
Upon the traffickers in Negro blood ; 
l^ffgrL which, though defeated had 
recalled ^ 

To notice oldtfbrgcftten {tiinciples, 

^\nd through the nation spread a novel 
heat 

CJf x'irtuous feeling. For myself, I owrr 
That this particular strife had wapted 
c pawaw 

To rivet my affections ; nor did now 
Its unsuccessful issue much excite 
Mv sorrow ; for I brought with«me the 
\ faith , 

That, if France prospered, good men 
would not loi'-g 

Pay fruitless-worship to Immunity, “ 
.\Ti'd this most lottcn branch of Imi^ian 
shame. 

Object, so seemed itnof sifpcrfluous pains. 
Would fall together with its pardht tree. 
What, then, were my emotions, when in 
arms ^ 

Britain put forth her free-born strength 
- in league, 

Oh, pity and shame I with those con¬ 
federate Powers ! 

Not in mv single self alone 1 found, 

But in the minds of all ingetyjous youth, 
Ciiangc and subversion from that houf. 
No shock 

Given to my moral nature had I kijown 
Down to that very moment; neither 
lapse 

Nor turn of sentifeient tjhat might be 
named 

A revolution, save at this one time; 

All else was progress on the self-same 
path » • 

On which, with a diversity of pace, 

I had been travelling: this a stride at 
once 

Into another region. As adight 
And pliant harebell, swinging ju 

To thee unknown ! i ♦ # n some grey rock-*-ifei — 

Iwicc had the trees let fall. had 1 • ^ 

Their leaves, as often Winter had put on Wantoned, fast rooted on the ancient 
His hoary crown, since I had seen the; tower ' 

surge , , I Of my beloved country,, wishing nQt 

-Beat against Albion s shore, since ear of) ^ happier fortune than to wither tliere : 

mine -Now was I from that pleasant station 

Hsd caught the accents of my native | joj-n fjoice4« 

speech j tossed about in whirlwind. I* re- 


Nor the support of good or evil met\ 
To trust in ; that the godhead which is 

Can never utterly be charmed or stilled ; 
That nothing hath a natural right last 
But equity and reason ; that all else 
Meets foes irrccniicilable, and at best 
Lives only by variet^v of disease.' 

Well might my wishes be intenst;, my' 
thoughts • 

Strong and perturbed, not doubting at 
that time «, 

But that the virtue of one paramount 
mind 

Would have abashed those impious crests 
—have quelled • 

Outrage and bloody power, and—in de¬ 
spite 

Of what the People long had been and 
were 

Through ignorance and false teaching, 
sadder proof 

Of immaturity, and—in the teeth 
Of desperate opposition from witliout— 
Have cleared a passage for just govern¬ 
ment. 

And left a solid birthright to the State, 
Redeemed, according to example given 
By ancient lawgivers . 

Ill this Iraiiie of mind. 
Dragged by a chain of harsh necessity. 

So seemed it,—now I thankfully acknow¬ 
ledge. 

Forced by the gracious providence of 
Heaven,— 

To England I returned, else (though 
assured 

That I both was and must be of small 
weight. 

No better than a landsman on the deck 
Of a ship struggling with a hideous storm) 
Doubtless, I should have then made com¬ 
mon cause 

With some who perished ; haply perished 
too, • 

A poor mistaken and bewildered offer- 

iiig,— 

.Should to the breast of Nature have gone 
back? 

With all my resolutions, all mv hopes, 
A Poet only to myself, to men 
Useless, and ev6n, beloved Friend 1 a 
soul 
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Yea. afterwards—truth luo^t painful to 
record !— a 

Exulted, in the triumph Af my soul. 
When Englishmen by thousands were 
o’erthrown, . • 

Left without glory on thcpeld, or driven. 
Brave hearts ! to shamfful flight. It 
was a grief,— ' • 

Grief cal 1 it not, 'twas anytliing but that,-— 
./*• conflict of sensatidhs without iianio. 
Of which he only, who may love the 
Of a village steeple, as I do, can judge. 
When, ill the^congrtgatl^'u hctidiug all 
To their great Father, prayers wer# 
offered up. 

Or praises for our country’s victuBic",; 
And, ’mid the simpic worshippers, per- 
Vhanca * 1 ■ 

I or^y. like an uninvited guest 
Whom no one owned, sate silent, shall 
1 ^cld. 

.Fed on the day of vciigeai^c yet to 
come. • 

• Oh ' n^uoii l^ve they to accuuiu for, 

-Who could tear, • 

By violence, at one decisive rent. 

From the best^youtjyi in England their 
dear pride, 

Their joy, in England; this, too, at a 
. time 

Tn which worst losses easily might wean 
- The best of names, when patriotic love 
Did of Itself in modesty give way, 

Like the Precursor when the Deity 
Is come Whose harbinger he was ; a 
tinte , 

In which apostasy from ancient faith 
Seemed but conversion to a higher creed ; 
Withal a season dangerous and wild, 

A time when «jage Experience would 
have snatched 

Flowers out of any hedge-row to com¬ 
pose * 

■ A chaplet in contempt of his grey locks. 

• When the proud fleet that bears the 

red-cross flag 

In that unworthy service was prepared 
^To mingle, I beheld the vessels lie, 

A brood of gallant creatures, on the deep; 
I saw thefn in their rest, a sojourner 
Through a whole mouth of culm angf 
glassy Jays^*, . • 

In that TlelightTul Island which protects 
Their place ot convocation—there I 
Heard, * 

Each evening, pacing by the still sea¬ 
shore, 

A nioaltory sound that never failed,— 
The sunset cannon. While the orb went 
down 

In the tranquillity of nature, came 


Tfiat voice, ill requiem ! seldom heard 
by me 

Without a spirit overcast by dark 
! Imaginations, sense of woeslo Come, 
i Sorrow for human kind, and pain of 
' heart. 

! . 

I Iq France, the mtn, who, for their des- 
• derate ends, 

I Had plucked up iilfercy by the roots, were 
1 glad 

' pf this new enemy. Tyrants, strong be- 
j fore 

I In wicked pleas, were strong as demons 
j now ; 

I Ami*thus, on everv side besc't with foe' 

; The goaded laud ivaxcd mad ; the crimes 
' of lew 

I Spread iiiLo IlladIle^s of the many ; blasts 
j From hell came sanctified like airs from 
j heaven. 

j The sternness of the just, the faith of 
I those 

I Who doubted not that Providence had 
I tunes 

, Of vengeful retribution, theirs who 
j throned 

i The human Understanding paramount 
> .\iid made of that their God, the hopes 
of men 

■ Who were content to barter short-lived 
I pangs 

I'or a j>aradise of ages, the blind rage 
Of insolent tempers, the light vanity 
j Of iiiteniieddlers, steady purposes 
' Of the suspicious, slips of the indiscreet, 
j And all the accidents of life were pressed 
Into one service, busv with one work. 
The Senate stood aghast, her prudence 
quenched. 

Her wisdom stifled, and her justice scored. 

Her frenzy only .active to extol 

Past outrages, and shape the way for new. 

Which no one dai'ed to oppose or mitigate. 

• 

Domestic carnage now filled the whole 
year 

With feast-days; old men from the 
chimney-nook. 

The maiden from the bosom of her love. 
The mother from the cradle of her babe. 
The warrior from the fifld—all perished. 
aU— 

{■Friends, enemies, of all parties, ages, 
ranks, 

' Head after head, and never heads enough 
F'or those that bade them fall. They 
found their joy, 

Thev made it proudly, eager as a diild, 
fif like desires of Innocent little ones 
Mav with such heinous appetites be com¬ 
pared,) 

Pleased in some open field to exerci&e 
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A toj; that fnimics with revolving wings 
The motion of a wind-mill; though the 
air 

Do of itself blow fresh, and make the 
vanes'a 

Spin in his eyesight, that contents him 
not. 


For sacrihre, and struggling with fond 
mirth ‘ » 

And levity infdxmgeons, where the dust 
Was jaid with tears. Then suddenly the 
^ scene 

Changed, andi the unbroken dream en¬ 
tangled me 


But, with the playfiliiig at arm's length, i In long oratv>|is, which I strove to plead 
he sets _ '* ■ Before unjust tribunals,—with a voice 

His front against tftc blast, and runs Labouring, a brain confounded, aneW^ 
am.iin, _ sense. . 

That it may W'hirl the faster. Death-like, of treacherous desermn, felt 


Amid the depth 
Of those enormities, even thinking miiid> ^ 
Forgot, at seasons, whence they had their ' 
being : 

Forgot that such a sound was ever heard 
As Liberty upon earth : yet all beneath ’ 
Her innocent authority was wrought, ' 
Nor could have been, without her blessed 
name. 

The illustrious wife of Roland, in the ■ 
hour ' 

Of her composure, felt that agony, 1 
And gave it vent in her last words. O ' 
Friend ! i 

It was a lamentable time for man, ! 

Whether a hope had e’er been his or not; 

A woful time fur them whose hopes siir- : 

vived i 

The shock ; most woful for those few who , 
still 

Were flattered, and had trust in human , 
kind : 

They had the deepest feeling of the grief. ■ 
Meanwhile the Invaders fared as they j 
deserved : 

The Herculean Commonwealth had put 
forth her arms, 

And throttled with an infant godhead's 
might 

The snakes about her cradle ; that was 
well. 

And as it should be : yet no cure for them 
Whose souls were sick with pain of whaL 
would be 

Hereafter brought in charge against man¬ 
kind. 

Most melancholy at that time, O Friend ! 
Were my day-thoughts,—my nights were 
miserable : 

Through months, through years, long 
after the last beat 

Of those atrocities, the hour of sleep ^ 
To me came rarely charged with natural 
gifts. 

Such ghastly visions had I of despair 
And tyranny, and implements of death|; 
And innocent victims sinking under fear. 
And momentary hope, and worn-out 
prayer, 

Each in his separate cell, or penned in 
crowds 


In the last pl-v-e of«-refuge*—my own soul. 

W'hen I began in youth’s delightful 
prime 

j To -yield myself to Nature, when that 
; 'strong , , , 

,'\t.d holy'passion overcame i,ic first. 

Nor day nor night, evening or muru, was 
free 

From its oppression. But, (>• Pojyer 
Supreme ! 

Without W^hosc call thJk world would 
cease to breitthe, ^ 

Who from Due fountain of Thv ^race dost 
! fill 

' The veins that branch thruugli every 
frame of life, ' 

Making man what he is, creaturt! divine. 
In single or in social cinincncc. 

Above the rest raised infinite ascents •,, 
When reason that enables him to be 
Is not seqii(‘stered—what a change is 
here ! 

How different ritual for this after-wor¬ 
ship. 

What countenance to promo'-e this second 
love ! 

The first -was service paid to things which 
lie 

Guarded within the bosom of Thy will- 
Therefore to serve was high beatitude ; 
Tumult was therefore gladness, and the 
fear 

Ennobling, venerable ; 

And waking thoughts 
happiest dreams. 

But as the ancient Prophets, borne 
aloft 

In vision, yet constrained by natural laws'” 
With them to take a troubled human 
heart, 

iWanted not consol^j|ions. nor a creed 
Of reconcilement, then they de¬ 

nounced. 

On towns and cities, wallowing in the 
abyss 

Of their offences, puniiihment to come; 
Or saw, like other men, with bodily eyes. 
Before them, in some desolated place. 
The wrath consummate and the threat 
fulfilled; 


sleep secure, 
more rich than 
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So, with devout humility be it said, 

So, did a portion of that vifit fall 
On me uplifted from the v^tagc-g^ound 
Of pity and sorrow to a st%te of being 
That through the time's exceeding fierce¬ 
ness saw 1 

Glimpses of retribution, ^rrible. 

And in the order of sublime behests : 
But, even if that wore not. amid the awe 
Of,unintelligible chastisement, * 

Mot only acquiescences of faith ^ 
Survived, but daring sympathies w’ith 


power, • • • 

Motions not treacherous of profane 
why 

Within the folds of no ungentle breast, 
Their dread vibration to tins hour pro- 
j, longed’ ♦ \ , 

Wild^lasts of music thus could find tlieir 
way 

Into the midst of turbulent events ; 
So'that fv'urst tempests might be listened 
to. , * * 

Then was yie ^uth i^gceived into inv 
• heart. ^ ^ ' 

That, unaer heaviest sovow earth can 
tiring, I 

If from the aflliftion somewl eie do not i 
gro^' 

Honour which could not else have been, 
a faith, 

A elevation, and a sanctity. 

If new strength be not given nor old 
restored. 

The blame is ours, not Nature's. When 
a taunt 

Was taken up by scoffers in their pride. 
Saying, “ BeTiold the harvest that we 
reap 

From popular government and equality,” 
I clearly saw that neither these nor aught 
Of wild belief engrafted on their names 
By false philosophy h^ caused the woe, 
Biit a terrific reservoir of guilt 
^nd ignorance filled up from age to age, 
That could no longer hold its loathsome 
charge. 


UnBer worst trials, was I driven to think 
Of the glad times when first I traversed 
France 

A youthful pilgrim : above ^l reviewed 
That eventide, wlien under windows 
bright 

With happy faces ^and with garlands 

?Vnd through a rainbow'-arch that 
spanned the street. 

Triumphal pomp for libertv confirmed, 
I placed, a dear'compauion at my side. 


. The town of Arras, whence with promise 
else s high 

Issued, on delegation to sustain 
HuiuJlnity and right, that Kobespierre. 
He who thereafter, and in h<wv short 
tunc ! 

Wielded the sceptre of the .\thcist crew. 
When llie calamity spread far and wide -- 
And this same city, that did then appear 
To outrun the rest in e.\iiltatinn, groaned 
I'lider tJie vengeance of her cruel sou. 
As Le.nr reiiruaclied the winds—I could 
almost 

Have quarrelled with that blameless 
spectacle 

For lingering yet an image in my mind 
To mock me uudi-i such a strange reverse. 


O Friend ' few’ happier moments have 
been mine 

Thau that whicli told the downfall of this 
Tribe 

So dreaded, so abhorred. The day de¬ 
serves 

A separate record. Over the smooth 
sands 

Of Leven’s anijile estuary lay 
My journey, and beneath a genial sun, 
With distant prospect among gleams of 
I sky 

And clouds, and intermingling mountain 
: tops, 

' In one inseparable glory clad, 

' Creatures tif one ethereal substance met 
, 111 consistory, like a diadem 


fiut burst and spread in deluge through i Or crown of burning seraphs as they sit 


the land. 


! In 


Underneath that 


And as the desert hath green spots, the | 
sea I 

Small islands scattqped amid stormv' 
waves. 

So that disdl^wM^^eridd did not want 
Bright sprinklings of all human excellence. 


To 


silver wands pf saints in 
rapturous joy. 


Yet 


which the 
Heaven 

Might point-, with 
not the less. 

For those examples, in no age surpassed. 
Of fortitude and'ener^^y and love. 

And human nature faithful to herself 


the empyrean, 
pomp 

Celestial, lay unseen the pastoral vales 
Among whose happy fitWs I ,had grown 
up 

iijprom childhood. On the fulgent spec* 
taclc. 

That neither passed away nor changed, 
I gazed 

Enrap-; but brightest things are wont 
to draw 

Sad opposites out of the inner heart. 

As even their pensive influence drew 
from mine. 

How could it otherwise ? for not in vain 
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That very nioriiing had I turned inside Longing (or skill to paint a scene 4o 
To seek the ground where, 'mid a throng bright / 

of graves. And cheerftl, but the 'foremost of the 

An honoured teacher of my youth was '*band 

laid. A? lie approached, no salutation given 

And on the stone were graven by his In the familhr language of the day, 
desire ! Cried, “ RoiSespierre is dead ! ”—nor 

Lines from the churchyard elegy qf'Gray. j was a 'doubt, 

This faithful guide, speaking'from his ' After strict question, left within my 
death-bed, l mind " 

Added no farewell to his parting counsel, Tb,at, he and his supporterSikall were 
But said to me, “My head will soon lie fallen. 

low : ” , " * 

And when I saw the turf that covered* (Ireat was iny transport, deep my 
him, ] gratitude 

After the lapse of full eight years, those T<' everlasting Justice, by this flat 

words, j .Made in^iiiicst. “ Cqme now, ye golden 

With stiiind of vtiice and couiiteii.uice of I liiurs,” >• ‘ 

the Man, \ Said I forth-pouring on those open sands 

Came back iqioii me. so that some few j A hymn rjf triumph ; “ as the morning 
tears [now] comes 

Fell from me In iny own desjiite. But ; From out the bostim t>f the night, come 
I thought, still traversing that wid<‘- i ' ye : '• 

spread plain, : Thus f.ir our tw.st is 'Tiffed ; behold I 

With tender pleasure of the ve.rscs graven j They wh^» with clumsy'' tVesperation 
Upon his tombstone, whispering to my- brought ' , 

self : A river of Blood, and preached that 

die loved the Poets, and, if now aliv'c, nothing else< 

Would have loved me, as one not desti- Ccjuld cleiinse the Augean stable, by the 
tute might 

Of promise, nor belying the kind hope 1 Of their riw'ii helper have been swe;'^ 
That he had formed, when I, at his com- ! awav ; 

maud, i Their madness stands declared and 

Began to spin, with t<.>il. my earliest j visible . 

songs. Llscwhere will safety now be sought, and 

earth 

A.S 1 advanced, all that I .saw or felt March firmly towards righteousness and 
Was gentleness and peace. Upon a small peace.”— 

And rocky island near, a fragment stood Then schemes I framed more calmly, 
(Itself like a sea rock) the low remains when and how 

(With shells encrusted, diurk with briny The madding factions might be tran- 
weeds) qniUised, 

Of a dilapidated structure, once And how throu^i hardships manifold 

A Komish chapel, where the vested and long 

priest The glorious renovation would proceed'. 

Said matins at the hour that suited Thus intiTruptcd by uneasy bursts 
those Of exultation, I pursued my way 

Who crossed the sands with ebb of morn- .\long that very shore which I had 
ing tide. skimmed 

Not far from that still ruin all the plain lu former days, when—spurring from the 
Lay spotted a variegated crowd Vale 

Of vehicles and travellers, horse and foot. Of Nightshade, and St.^Mary’s moulder- 
Wading beneath the conduct of their ing fane, 

guide ' VAnd the stone abbot; ifjra,.cirpuit made 

In loose procession through the shallow : In wantonne.ss of heart, u joyous band 
stream Of school-boys hastening to their distant 

Of inland waters ; the great sea mean- home ” 

while Along the margin of th;: moonlight sea— 

Heaved at safe distance, far retired. I ' We beat with thundering hoofs the level 
paused, ! sand. 
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CONCLUDED | « 

time forth, Authority • in 
if)r had ceased. 


BOOK ELEVENTH 


Fsom that 
France 

Put on a milder face ; Ten 
Yet everything was waiiting*that niigtil 
give 

O/Jrage to them who looked for good by 
light , 

Of rational Experience, for the shoots 
*And hopeful blo^urris of a ^gcoiid spring : j 
Yet, in me, confidence w'as iiniiupaircd ; ' 
The Senate's language, and the jiublic 
acts > 

And mcasui'es of the Ciovernntcnf. tliougli 
" both • * • 


At gravest heads, by enmity to France 
Distempered, till they found, in every 
blast , 

Forced from the strcet-distuiming news¬ 
man’s hum, 

For her great cause rf c<r>rd or prophecy 




i utt«jr ruin. How might we believe 
hat wisdom could,, in any shape, come 
near 

Men clinging to delusions so insane ? 

Atid thus, exj^cnence proving that no 
few 

our opinions had been just, we took 
' Like ,j.'redil to ourselves where less was 
due. 

And thought that other notions W'ere as 
sound. 


Weak^ and of heartless omen, liad not 
jKiwer 

To claims me ; in the People was my 
• trii.-t : m y 

And, in the virlfies x.^hich mine eye.s had 
seen, • ^ • 

I fenew thiit^'ound e-xternal "could not 
t^ike • 

Life from the youne Republic : that new 
foes' * • 

Would oiflv folkm', in the path of shame. 
Their brethren, and her triumphs be in 
the end 

Great, universal, irresistible. 

This intuition led me to confound 
One victory with another, higher far,— 
Triumphs of unambitious peace at home. 
And noiseless fortitude. Beholding still 
Resistance strong as heretofore, I thought 
That what was in degree the same was 
likewise 

The same in quality,—that, as the worse 
Of the t>vo .spirits then at strife remained 
Untired, the better, surely, would pre¬ 
serve , ♦ 

The that first had roused hiin. 

* 'l^outh maintains. 

In all conditions of society, 

Cbmmunion more direct and intimate 
With Nature,—hence, ofttimes, with 
reason too— 

Than age or manhood, even. To Nature, 
then. 

Power had reverted ; habit, custom, law. 
Had left an interregnufn’s open space ' < 
- For her tc^mq£g,igjieut itr, uncontrolled- 
Hence coul^Ts^bow Babel-like their 
task. 

Who, by the recent deluge sl^pified. 
With their whole aouls went culling from 
the day 

lu petty promises, to buUd a tower 
For their own safety ; laughed with iny 
compel 


Yea, could not but be right, because we 
saw 

That fiiolish men opposed them. 

To a strain 

More aniinated I might here give way. 
And tell, since juvenile errors are my 
the.nie. 

What 111 those days, through Britain, was 
performed 

To turn all judgments out of their right 
course ■ 

But this is passion over-near ourselves. 
Kc.ilitv too rlose and too intense. 

And interini.xed with something, in my 
mind. 

Of scorn and condemnation personal, 
Thai would profane the. sanctity of verse. 
Our Slu'i>herds, this say merely, at that 
time 

.Acted, or seemed at least to act, like men 
Thirsting to make the guardian crook of 
law rotate, 

A tool of murder ; they who ruled the 
Though with such awful proof before 
their eyes 

TJjat he, who would sow death, reaps 
death, or worse. 

And’can reap nothing better, child-like 
longed 

To imitate, not wise enough to avoid : 

Or left (by mere timidity betrayed) 

The plain straight road, for one no better 
chosen ^ 

Than if their wish had been to undermine 
^jyjstice, and make an end of Liberty. , 

But from these bitter truths 1 must 
• return 

To my own history. It hath been told 
That I A'as led to take'an eager part 
In arguments of civil polity. 

Abruptly, and indeed before my time: 
1 had approached, like other youths, the 
.shidd 
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Of human nature from the g<'>kicn sic^. 
And would have fought, even to the 
death, to attest 

The quality of the metal which I saw. 
What thei^. is best in individual man. 

Of wise in passion, and sublime in power, 
Benevolent’ in small societies. 

And great in large ones, I had oft 
revolved. 

Fell deeply, but nof thoroughly under¬ 
stood " 

By reason : nay, far from it ; they were 
yet. 

As cause was given me afterwards to 
learn. 

Not proof against the injuries of th<» day ; 
Lodged only at the sanctuary's door. 
Not sate within its bosom. Thus pre¬ 
pared, 

A.nd with such general insight into evil. 
And of the bounds whicli sever it from 
good. 

As books and common intercourse; w'ith 
life 

Must needs have given—to the iiiexjjeri- 
cnced mind. 

When the W’orld travels in a beaten road. 
Guide faithful as is needed—I began 
To meditate with ardour on the rule 
And manugeinetit of nations ; what it is 
And (jught to be ; and strove to learn 
how tar 

Their j>owcr or weakness, wealth or 
poverty, 

Their happiness or misery, depends 
Upon their laws, and fashion of the State. 

O pleasant exercise of hope and Joy ! 
For mighty were the aiixiliars which then 
stood 

Upon our side, us who were strong in love! 
Bliss was it in that dawn to be alive. 

But to be. young was very Heaven ! O 
times. 

In which the meagre, stale, forbiddii^ 
ways 

Of customidaw, and statute, took at once 
The attraction of a country in romance ! 
When Reason seemed the most to assert 
her rights 

When most intent on making of herself 
A prime enchantress—to assist the work, 
Which then wk's going forward in her 
name ! 

Not favoured spots alone, but the wholv 
Earth, 

The beauty wore of promise—that which 
sets 

(As at some moments might not be unfelt 
Among the bowers of Paradise itself) 
The budding rose above the rose full 
blown. 

t See D. i6S.—£4. 


What temper at the proqiect did not 
wake ' 

To happines' unthought of ? Tlie ihett 
Were roused, and lively natures rapt 
*'away ! 

They who had fed their childhood upon 
dreams, i 

The play-felldWs of fancy, who had made 
All powers' of swiftness, subtilty, and 
strength 

Their ministers,—^who in lordly wise Uad 
stirred 

Among the grandest objects of the sense, ^ 
And dealt wHli whatsoever they found 
there 

As if they had within some lurking right 
Tc» wield it ;—they, too, who of gentle 
inoiid 

Ii.id watched all gentle inoiions, and to 
these ^ 

Had titled their own thoughts, srhemers 
more mild, , 

,A nd in tli.* region of their peaceful selves;— 
Now was it that both louiid, the mcik 
and lofty "'i 

Did both find helpers to'tlftir hearts' 
desire, 

And stulT at hand, plastic as they could 
wish,— 

Were called upon to exercise their skill, 
Not in Utopia,—subterranean fields,—• 

Or some secreted island. Heaven kilo's^ 
where ! 

But m the very w'orld, which is the world 
Of all of us,—the place where, in the end,, 
We find our liappiness, or not at all! 

Why should I not confess that Earth 
was then ' 

To me, what mi inheritance, new-fallen. 
Seems, M’hen the first lime visited, to one 
Who thither comes to find in it his home ? 
He walks about and kx>ks upon the spot 
With cordial transport, moulds it and 
remoulds. 

And is half pleased with things that are 
amiss, 

' Twill l>e such Joy to see them disappear. 

An active partisan, I thus convoked 
From every object pleasant circumstance 
To suit my ends ; I moved among man¬ 
kind 

With genial feelings still predominant; ' 
t When erring, erring on the better part. 

And in the kinder 

Indulgent, as not nniUimrlaed that men 
See as they have been taught—Antiquity 
Gives rights to error; and aware, no less. 
That throwing off oppression must be 
work 

As well of License as of Liberty; 

And above all—for this yras more than 
all— 
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Not caring if the wind did now and then 
Blow keen upon an etnincnos that gave 
Prospect so la^ge into ful^irity; 

In brief, a child of NatureJ as at first. 
Diffusing only those aliecHons widfcr 
That from the cradle had grown up with 
me, •' 

And losing, in no other vrily than light 
Is lost in light, the weak in the more 
strong. , 

, I ' • 


Put now, become oppressors in their 
turn, 

Frenchmen had changed a war of self- 
defence 

For one of conquest, losing/sight of all 
Which they had struggled fur: up 
mounted now, 

Opcnlv in the eye sf earth and heaven, 
,Tlic ^cale of liheity. I read her doom. 
With anger ve.xedi«with disappointment 


sore. 

In the main outline, such it migh> be \ But not dismayed, nor taking to the 

sh.'ime [rose 

While resentment 


said 


Was my condition, till with open war J Of a false prophet 
Britain opposed the liberties of France. | Striving to hide, what nought could heal. 


This threw me first out^of the pale of love; 
Soured and corrupted, upvj(ards to the 
source, ^ t 

My sentiments : was not, as hitherto,* 

A swallowing up of lesser things in great. 
But change of them into their contraries ; 
And tliui. a wav was opened for mistakes 
And false conclusions, in degreous grots. 
In kind more 'dangerous. What had 
been a Iprid/, • 

Was now jhame ; my likiii%s and my 
loves * '* . 

Kan in new channels, leaving old ones ! 
dry*; • 

And hence a blow that, in maturcr age, 
Would but have tnuebed the judgment, 
a struck more deep 
Into sensations near the heart : mean¬ 
time. 

As from the first, wild theories were 
afloat. 

To whose pretensions, sedulously urged. 

1 had but lent a careless car, assured 
That time was ready to set all things 
right. 

And that the multitude, so long op¬ 
pressed, 

W'ould be oppressed no more. 

« *But when events 


the wounds 

Of mortified presumption, I adhered 
More firmly to old tenets, and, to prove 
Their temper, strained them more ; and 
thus, in heat 

Of contest, did opinions every day 
Cirow into conse<juciire, till round my 
mind 

They clung, as if they were its life, nay 
more, 

Tlie very being of the immortal soul. 

This was the time, when, all things 
tending fast 

To depravation, speculative schemes— 
That promised to abstract the hopes of 
Man 

Out of his feelings, to be fixed thenceforth 
For ever in a purer element— 

Found ready welcome. Tempting region 
that 

For Zeal to enter and refresh herself. 
Where passions had the privilege to work. 
And never hear the sound of their own 
names. 

But, speaking more in charity, the dream 
Flattered the young, pleased with ex¬ 
tremes, nor least 

With that which makes our Reason's 
Brought less encouragement, and uuto | > naked self 

• these j The object of its fervour. What delight! 

The immediate proof of principles no How glorious ! in self-knowledge and self- 
'* more ! rule. 

Could be entrusted, while the events | To look through all the frailties of the 
themselves, i world. 

Worn out in greatness, stripped of i .^nd, with a resolute mastery shaking 
novelty, ! off • 

Less occupied the mind, and sentiments i Infirmities of nature, time, and place. 
Could through m'y* understanding’s ^I^ild social upon personal Liberty, 
natural 


No longer" b;,e^ tffeir ground, by faith 
maintained ^ 

Of inward consciousness, and hope that 
laid • 

Her hand iqion her object—evidence 
Safer, of universal application, such 


I which, to the blind restraints of general 
laws 

Superior, magisterially adopts 
One guide, the light of circumstances, 
flashed 

Upon an independent intellect. 

Thus ex]3ectation rose again ; thus hope. 


As could not be impeached, was sought I From her first ground expelled, grew 
elsewhete. prond once more. 


W.P, 


N N . 
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Oft, as my thoughts were turned, to 
human' kind, 

I scorned indifference; but, inflamed 
with thirst 

Of a secur% intelligence, and sick 
Of other longing, I pursued what seemed 
A more exalted nature ; wislicd that Man 
Should start out Ai his earthy, worm- 
like state, t' r 

And spread abroad the wings of Liberty, 
Lord of himself, in undisturbed deliglit -- 
A noble aspiration ! yet I feel 
(Sustained by worihicr as by wisPr 
• thoughts) 

The aspiration, nor shall ever rease 
To feci it ;—but return w«; to our course. 

Enough, ’tis true—could such a plea 
excuse 

Those alierrations—had the .clamorous 
friends 

Of ancient Institutions said and doin* 

To bring disgrace upon their Very ikuiu-s ; 
Disgrace, of which, custom and written 
law, 

And sundry moral sentiments as iirops 
t)r emanations of those iustilulcs. 

Too justly bore a part. A veil h.ad been 
Uplifted; why deceive oiirselws? in 
sooth, 

’Twas even so : and sorrou for the man 
Who either had nt»t eyes wherewitli to 
see, 

Or, seeing, had forgollcii ! A strong 
shock 

Was given to old opinions ; all men's 
minds 

Had felt its power, and mine was holli 
let loose. 

Let loose and goaded. After what lialh 
been 

Already said of patriotic lou*. 

Suffice it here to add, that, .somewhat 
stem 

lu teinperainent. withal a hajipy iiiai.^ 
And therefore bold to look on jLiiiiful 
things, 

Free likewise of the world, and thencc! 
more bold, 

I summoned my best skill, and toiled, 
intent 

To anatomise t#ie frame of social life. 
Yea, the whole bodj' of society 
Searched to it.s heart. Share with mg,, 
Friend ! the wish 

That some dramatic tale, endued with 
shapes 

Livelier, and flinging out less guarded 
words 

Than suit tiie work we fashion, might 
set forth 

What then I learned, or think I learned, 
of truth. 


And the errors into which t fell, betrayed 
By preseiiK objects, and by reasonings 
false / 

From their beginnings, inasmuch as drawn 
Out bf a lieai*. that had been turned aside 
FrrsiVNaturc’s way by outward accidents. 
And which was thus confounded, more 
and in or# 

Misguided, ^nd misguiding. Si*- I fared, 
|J)r,igging all precepts, judgments, max- 
! ill IS, creeds, * » 

Lil«c culprits to the bar ; calling the mllid, ^ 
Suspiciously, cj^tablish in plain day 
Her titles aiyl her honburs ; now be- • 
lievirig, 

Now disbelieving; endlessly perplexed 
W'illi irnpuly', motive, right and wrong, 
the ^ouiul f 

Ot oblig^iou, what the rule ^and whence * 
The sanction ; till, doinaudiiig kirinul 
proof. 

And seeking it in every thing, I los^ 
feeling of conviction, and, in fine,' . 
i Sick, wearied out with ftontrarieties, 
j Yielded up niorai questions l!i despair. 

I , •> * • 

This was the crisis*of that strong 
I disease, 

I This th(‘ soul’s la£t and lowest ‘ ebb ; I 
; dnKjpcd, * 

' Deoiniiig our blessed reason of least use 
! Where w'anted most : “ The lurdi^'’^ 

' attributes 

I Of will and choice,” I bitterly exclaimed, 
'“What arc they but a mockery of a 
Being 

I Who hath in no concerns of his a test 
Of good and evil; knowsirnot what to 
fear 

Or hope for, wdiat to covet or to shun; 

' And who, if those could be discerned, 

I would yet 

! Be little profited, would see, and ask 
i Where is the oblfgatioiia to enforce ? 

' And, to acknowledged law rebellious, still. 

As selfish passion urged, would act amiss : 
The dupe of folly, of the slave of crime.” 

Depressed, bewildered thus, T did not 
walk 

With scoffers, seeking light and gay re' / 
venge 

From indiscriminate laughter, nor sate 
^ down 

In rcconcilcmcnl wit9i^kA*^er, waste 
Of intellect; such slotn I cSfu}d not brook, 
(Too well 1 loved, in that my spring of 
life, 

Pains-taking thoughtsi and truth, their 
’ dear reward) 

But turned to abstract science, and there 
, sought 

* Work for the reasoning faculty enthrpnpd 
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Where Ihc disturbances of space and Descending, have I faithfully retraced 
time— ^ Tfle perturbations of a youthful mind 

Whether in matters variriis, proporlieii IJndoralong-livedstormof great events— 
Inherent, or from human iyill and power A story destined for thy ear, who now. 
Derived—find no adinisfioii. Thru it Among the fallen of nations, dost abide 
was— • Where Etiia, over hill and*valley, casts 

Thanks to the bounteods (liver of all His shad(rtv s*TCtchiiig towards Syracuse, 
good !— • TIh' citv of 'nmoleon ! Righteous 

That the beloved Sister iif who>,e sigln •Heaven : 

Tlmsc days wore passed, now sjiealvinc 'How'are the niightv prostrated ! They 
« m a voice • firsr. * 

Of sudden adiiifaiitjon—like a liroo^v Thev first of all th.it breathe should have 
Th.1t did but cros^ a lonely road, and now • awaked 

Is seen, heard? fe/t, Sind taugiit at every W hen the great vijiee was heard from out 
turn. • thr tombs 

Companion never lost through many a Of .'incient IieiT'es. If I suffered grief 
league— ■ h'or *H-reqnit<-il Frailer, by many deemed 

Maintained for me a savinft intercourse A trifliT onlv m her proudest day : 

WUti my« true* self ; for, Aiough Have be< n distressed to think’of what 

glimnicd and changed she oner 

Much, as it seemed, I was no further iTcunisedrnow is ; a f.ir more sober cause 
changed Thine eyes must see of sorrow in a land, 

.Tlrian as a clouded and a w.injiig iiiomi : i To the reanimating influence lost 
She wliispored^till that brightness woTild Of meinorv, to virtue lost and hope. 

retnrnf ^ • 'I'liougli with the wreck of loftier vears 

She, in tljr midst of all, pre.swved me i.1 il I l‘estrewii. 

A IViol, made me teek beneath that name. 

And that alone, iiiv office upon eartli ; Hut indignation works where Jiope is 
And, 1aiKtlv\as keren^cr will be shown, not. 

If willing audience fail not, Nature s self, And thou, O Friend ! wilt be refreshed. 
I5v all V'arieties of human love There is 

Assisted, led me back through opening One great society alone on earth : 

day The noble Living and the noble Dead. 

To those sweet counsels between head 

and lieart Thine be such eiaiverse strong and 

W'hciice grew that genuinu knowledge, saii.itive, 

fraught with peace, A ladder for thy spirit to reascend 

Which, thnyigh the later sinkings of this To health and joy and pure contented- 
cause, ness ; 

Hath still upheld me, and ui>hoIds me To me the grief confined, that thou art 
now gone 

III the catastrophe (for so they dream. From this last spot of earth, where Free* 
And nothing less), when, firiallv to close dom now 

And seal up all thc«gains of Fi.iiice, a Stands single in her only sanctuary ; 

Pope • A lonely wanderer art gone, by pain 

• Is summoned in, to crown an Emperor— tTompelled and sickness, at this latter day, 
. This last opprobrium, when we see a This sorrowful reverse for all mankind. 

people, 1 feel for thee, must utter what I feel; 

;That once looked up in faith, as if to The sympathic:, erewliilc in part dis- 
Heaven charged, 

' For manna, take a lesson from the dog Gather afresh, and will have vent again : 
Returning to his vomit; when the sun My own delights do scarcely seem to me 
That rose in splendour, was alive, and My own delights ; the flirdly Alps them- 
moved * • selves. 

In exultation vfiih a living pomp Those rosy peaks, from which the Mom* 

Of cloufis-*'^??^ory’s natural retinue— iiig looks 

Hath dro'^ped all functions by the gods .Abroad on many nations, are no more 
bestowed, • For me tliat image of pure gladsomeness 

And, turned intp a gewgaw, a machine. Which thev were wont to be. Through 
Sets like an Opera phantom. kindred scenes. 

Thus, O Friend I For purpose, at a time. How different 1 
Through times of honour aud through Thou tak'st thy way, carrying the heart 
times of shame : and soul 
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That Nature gives to Poets, now by 
thought f 

Matured, and in the summer of their 
strength. 

Oh ! wrap him in your shades, ye giant 
woods, % [field 

On Etna's side : and thou, O flowery 
Of £nna ! is there not some nook of thine, 
From the first play-\iiue of the ii^^ant 
world * 

Kept sacred to restorS'tive deliKht, 

When from afar invoked by anxious love ? 

• 

Child of the mountains, among shep¬ 
herds reared. 

Ere yet familiar with the classic page, 

1 learnt to di'eam of Sicily ; and lo. ^ 

The gloom, that, but a monient past, was 
deepened 

At thy command, at her command gives 
way ; 

A pleasant promise, wafted from her 
shores, • 

Comes o’er my heart : in fancy I behold 
Her seas yet* smiling, her once happy 
vales; [name 

Nor can my tongue give utterance to a 
Of note belonging to that honoured isle. 
Philosopher or Bard, Einped<icles, 

Or Archimedes, pure abstracted soul! 
That doth not yield a solace to my grief : 
And, O Theocritus,^ so far have some 
Prevailed among the powers of heaven 
and earth. 

By their endowments, good or great, that 
they 

Have had, as thou reportest, miracles 
Wrought for them in old times : yea, 
not unmoved. 

When thinking on my own beloved friend, 
I Theocrit. Idyll, vii. 78 .— Ed. 


I hear thee tell how bees with honey fed 
Divine Comates, by his impious lord 
Within a cnb-sl iinprisoned; how they 
came t 

Laden from Ifooming grove or flowery 
ifield. 

And fed him there, alive, month after 
mouth, I 

Because the goatherd, blessed man ! had 

lips 

Wet with the Mutes’ nectar. ^ 

^ Thus I soi^hc 

The pcu.-iivo moments by this calm fire¬ 
side, • * 1 

|\nd find a thotisand bounteous images 
To cheer the thoughts of those I love, and 
»mine. 

Our prayers have been accepted : thou 

• wilt i/and ' * * 

On Etna's summit, above earth anc^jsea. 
Triumphant, winning from the invaded 

heavens ^ 

Tlmughts ^w’ithoiit bound. magnificAit, 

* designs, • 

Worthy of poets att^ecLthcir harps 
111 woc>d or& echoing cave, ^Usciplinc 
Of heroes ; or, in reverence to the {Uids, 
*Mid temples, served by sapient priests, 
and choirs • 

Of virgins crowned with ros^s. tNot in 
vain 

Those temples, where they in their ruins 
yet 

Survive for inspiration, shall attract 
Thy solitary steps : and on the brink 
Thou wilt recline of pastoral Arethusc ; 
Or. if that fountain be in truth no more. 
Then, near some other spring—which, 
by the name * 

Thou gratulatest, willingly deceived— 

I see thee linger a glad votary. 

And not a captive pining for his home. 


BOOK TWELFTH 


IMAGINATION AND TASTE. HOW 
IMPAIRED AND RESTORED 

Long time have human ignorance and 
guilt 

Detained us, on^hat spectacles of woe 

Compelled to look, and inwardly op¬ 
pressed 

With sorrow, disappointment, vexing 
thoughts. 

Confusion of the judgment, zeal decayed. 

And, lastly, utter loss of hope itself 

And things to hope for ! Not with these 
began 

Dur song, and not with these our song 
must end,— 


Ye motions of delight, that haunt tho» 
sides [airs. 

Of the green hills ; ye breezes and soft 
Whose subtle intercourse with breathing 
flowers. 

Feelingly watched, might teach Man's 
• haughty race * 

*tHow without injury tQytake^io give 
Without offence ; yc tflshow 

The wondrous influence of potifer gently 
used, ■ 

Bend the complying be:^s of lordly pines. 
And, with a touch, shift the stupendous 
clouds 

Through the whole compass of the sky; 
ye brooks. ’ 
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Muttering along the stones, a busy noise , illuminate the abyss o1 ages past. 
By day, a quiet sound ii^sMent night ; Sage, warrior, patriot, hero ; for it 
Ye waves, that out of the zreat deep steal ' seemed 

forth I ■ That their best virtues were not free from 

In a calm hour to kiss' .Irc pebbly shore.. taint < 

Not mute, and then retire, fcariifg no , Of something false and we^, that could 


storm ; 

And you, ye groves, whose ministry it is 


not stand 

The open eye of Reason. 


And you, ye groves, wliose ministry it is. t he open eye of Jieason. Then I said. 
To interpose the covert or your shades^; “ (Ti^to the Poets, they will speak to thee 
£ven as a sleep, between the heart of man I More perfectly o% purer creatures ;—yet 
And outward troubles, between man j If reason be liobility in m.'in, 

himself, • j Can aught be more ignoble than the man 

Not scildom, v,d hi| owjj uneasy heart : ;*VVhf)m they delight in, blinded as he is 
Oh ! that I had a must* and a voice j Bv prejudice, the miserable slave 
Harmonious as your own, that I inigltt Of low ambition or distempered love ? ” 

What ye have done for me.* The mofning ; such strange passion, if I may once 
• shincSf # • more 

Nor heede^h Man’s perverseness ; Sifting Review the past, 1 warred against myself— 

^returns,_ ' ^ bigot to a new idolatry— 

I saw the Spring return, and could re-1 ^ cowled monk who hath forsworn 


jdice. 


the world. 


In common with the childrenMf her luve, | Zealouslv laboured to cut off my heart 
Pirtino /in _ HniiD'h,:. or Riinrtinir on frt.sh ' croin all the soufces of hcc form 


Piping on*boughs, or sporting 
• fiilds,. r 
Or boldiv seeking pleasure neart 


former 


strength 


Or boldiv seeking pleasure rfearcr heaven simple waving of a wand. 

Off wings that navigate cerulean skies. The wizard instantaneously dissolves 
So neither were complacency, ,ior peace. Palace or j^ovc, even so could I um 
Nor tgoder yearniilfes, wanting for mv A^ readny by syllogistic, w'ords 

gjpfj ■ [ rho.se mysteries of being w'hich fa 


Through these 
• Nature still 


distracted times ; 


Palace or grove, even so could I uosoul 
As readily by syllogistic. W'ords 
Tho.se mysteries of being w'hich have 
made. 

And shall continue evermore to make. 

Of the whole human race one brother* 
hixid. 


Glorying, I found a counterpoise in her. wtioie numan race one 

’Which, when the spirit of evil reached its ncxia. 

J , .. What wonder, then, if, to a mind so far 

Maintained for me a secret happiness. Perverted, even the vi.sible Unive,rse 

. __ .. f • 1 • L Fell under the dominion of a taste 

Friend . hath Legg spiritual, with microscopic view 

i • , Was scanned, as I had scanned the moral 

Of mtellectual power, fostering love, world ’ 

Dispensing truth, and, over men and 

things, O Soul of Nature ! excellent and fair 1 

Where reason Yet might hesitate, difius- That didst rejoice with me, with whom 1, 
ing • * too. 

Prophetic sympathies of genial faith : , Rejoiced through early youth, before the 

So was 1 favoured—such my happy lot— w'inds 

Until that natural graciousness of mind And roaring waters, and in lights and 
Gave way to overpressure from the times shades 

And their disastrous issues. What That marched and countermarched 
availed, about the hills 

When spells forbade the voyager to land, In glorious apparition. Powers on whom 
That fragrant notice of a pleasant shore I daily waited, now aUj^cyc and now 
Wafted, at intervals, from many a bower .Ml ear ; but never long without the heart 
Of blissful gratitude and fearless lov^’ Employed, and man’s unfolding intellects 
Dare liavcw4li]^ wiSh was mine to s^* O Soul of Nature t that, by laws divine 
And hope l!bat future times would surely Sustained and governed, still dost over*' 
see, , flow 

The man to come, parted, as by a gulpb. With an impassioned life, what feeble 
From him wber bad been ; that I could ones 

no more Walk on this earth ! how feeble have I 

Trust the elevation which had made me been 

one. When thou wert in thy strength ! Nor 

WitU the great family that stUl sqrvive^ tl^s through stroke 
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Of human suffering, such as justifies i Far less did rules prescribed by passive 
Remissness and inaptitude of mind, taste. < ^ 

But through presumption ; even in Or barren int^ineddling subtleties, 

pleasure pleased ‘ • Perplex her mjnd ; but, wise as women 

Unworthily.,disliking here, and there j are 

Liking ; by rules of mimic art transferred '■ When genial circumstance hath favoured 
To things above all art; but more,—for i them, 

this, « ^ ! Sue welcomed what was given, and 

Although a strong infection of the aije, j craved no more ; 

Was never much my Lahit—giving way ■ Whate’or the sceng presented to her vicy 
To a comparison of scene with scene, i That was the best, to that she ,^3^ 

Bent overmuch on superficial things, | 'attuned ^ 

‘Pampering myself with meagre novelties \ By her benign s’mpVcity^qf life, 

Ojf colour and proportion ; to the moods ' And through a* perfect hajjpiness of soul. 
Of time and season, to the intvral power, i tv^hose variegated feelings were in this 
The affections and the spirit of the jrface, Sisters, that they were eacli’some new 
Insensible. Nor only did the love “delight. 

Of sitting thus in judgment interrupt Birds m tdie bower, aad lambs in. the 
My deeper feelings, but another caus(’, * green'held. 

More subtle and less easily explained, 1 Could they have known her, would have 
That almost seems inherent in the ; lo^’Cl1 ; inetliought 
creature. 

A twofold frame of body and of mind. 

I speak in recollection of a time 
When the bodily eye, in every stage of 
life 


Her very presence such a swjetne''.s 
f breathed, , 

That flowers, and trees, and even the 
silent hnis, ^ , I 

And every thing she looked* ofi, should 
have had • 


The most despotic of our senses, gained j have had * 

Such strength in me as often held my ] An inti mat i<m how she hore herself 

mind Towards them and to all creatures. God 

In absolute dominion. Gladly here, delights 

Entering upon abstruser argument. In such a being; for, her common 
Could I endeavour to unfold tlic means thoughts 
Which Nature studiously employs to Arc piety, her life is gratitude, 
thwart 


This 'tyranny, summons all the senses 
each 

To counteract the other, and themselves. 

And makes them all, and the objects with 
which all 

Are conversant, subservient in their turn 

To the great ends of Liberty and Power. 

But leave we this: enough that my de¬ 
lights 

(Such as theywere) were sought insatiably. 


Even like this maid, before 1 was called 
forth 

From the retirement of my native hills, 

I loved whate’er I saw 'nor lightly 
loved. 

But most intensely: never dreamt of 
aught 

More grand, more fair, more exquisitely 
framed Lfeet 

Than those few noo&s to which my happy 


Vivid the transport, vivid though njt<Were limited. I had not at that time 


profound ; 

I roamed from hill to hill, from rock to 
rock. 

Still craving combinations of new forms. 
New pleasure, wider empire for the sight. 
Proud of her own endowments, and re¬ 
joiced r 

To lay the inner faculties asleep. 


Lived long enough, nor in the least sur* 
vived 

The first diviner influence of this world. 
As it appears to unaccustomed eyes. 
Worshipping them among the depth of 
things, 

As piety ordained; could I submit 
To measured admiration, or to aught 


Amid the turns and counterturns, the Ll^at should preclude himility and love? ■ 
strife I felt, observed, and ; ^did not 

And various trials of our complex being, I judge, ' . 

As wc grow up, such thraldom of that Yea, never thought ot judging; witfai 


sense 

Seems hard to shun. And vet I knew 
a maid, 

A young enthusiast, who escaped these 
bonds; 

Her eye was not the mistress of her heart; 


the gift 

Of all this glory filled ahd satisfied. 
And afterwards, when through the got-. 
geous Alps 

Roaming, 1 carried with me thd same 
heart: 
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In truth, the degradation—^howsoe'er 
Induced, effect, in whatsoe’er degree. 

Of custom that prepareSl aT parti^ scale 
In which the little oft jputweighs the 
great ; I • 

Or any other cause that hath ,been 
named ; 

Or lastly, aggravated bjfc the times 
And their impassioned siounds, which 
well might make * 

Wie milder minstrelsies of rural scenes 
Inaudible—was transient; I had known 
Too forcibly, too early in my life, * 
Visitings of' iiifaginaKvc 'bower 
For this to last; I shooff the habit off, 
Entirely and for ever, and a^in 
In Nature's presence stood, as ngw I 
stand, * 

A sihiisitiyc bciill;, a creattve V>ul. ■ » 

ere are in our existence spots of time, 
That ^ith distinct pre-emiiiciice retain 
.'a renovatmg virtue, whence^ depressed 
By false opiniun and contentious thought. 
Or aught > of ^eaviqf or more deadly 
• weighs . • 

In^irivial occupations, and the round 
Of ordinary iiitcrcourse, our minds 
Are nourished sand invisibly repaired ; 

A virtae, by which pleasure is enhanced. 
That penetrates, enables us to mount, 
^hen high, more high, and lifts us up 
when fallen. 

This efficacious spirit chiefly lurks 
Among those passages of life that give 
Profoundest knowledge to w'hat .jioint. 
and how. 

The mind js lord and master —outward 
sense 

The obedient servant of her will. Such 
moments 

Are scattered everywhere, taking their 
date 

From our first childhood. 1 remember 
well, * 

That once, while yet my inexperienced' 
hand 

• Could scarcely hold a bridle, with proud 
hopes 

I mounted, and we journeyed towards the 
hills : 

An ancient servant of my father’s house 
Was with me, my encourager and guide : 
We had not travelled long, ere some ngs* 
chance . »* 

Disjoiifed my comrade ; and, 

throfign fear 

Dismounting, down the rough and stony 
moor , 

l;led my horse, and, stumbling on, at 

length 

Came to.a bottom, where in former times 
A murderer had been hung in iron chains. 


The gibbet-mast had mouldered down, 
\ the bones 

And iron case were gone : but on the turf. 
Hard by, soon after that fell deed was 
wrought, 

Some unknown hand ha{^ carved the 
murderer’s name. 

The monumental letters were inscribed 
In times long past*; but still, from year 
^o year. 

By superstition o? the neighbourhtxid. 
The grass is cleared away, and to this 
• hour 

The characters are fresh and visible : 

A. casual glance had shown them, and I 
fled, 

Falfermg and faint, and ignorant of the 
road : 

Then, reascending the bare common, saw 
A naked pool that lay beneath the hills. 
The beacon on the bUinmit, and, more 
near, 

A girl, who bore a pitcher on her head, 
.\iid seemed with difficult steps to force 
her way 

Against the blowing wind. It was, in 
truth. 

An ordinary sight; but I should need 
Colours and words that arc unknown to 
man. 

To paint the visionarv dreariness 
Which, while I looked all round for my 
lost guide. 

Invested moorland waste, and naked 
pool. 

The beacon crowning the lone eminence. 
The female and her garments vexed and 
tossed 

By the strong wind. When, in the 
blessed hours 

Of early love, tlie loved one at my side, 
I roamed, in daily presence of this scene* 
Upon the naked' ix>ol and dreary crags. 
And on the melancholy beacon, fell 
A spirit of pleasure and youth’s golden 
gleam ; 

And think ye not with radiance more 
sublime 

For these remembrances, and for the 
power. 

They had _ left behind ? So feeling 
comes in aid 

Of feeling, and divers^y of strength 
Attends us, if but once we have been 
strong. 

Oh ! mystery of man, from what a depth 
Proceed thy honours. I am lost, but see 
In simple childiiood something of the 
base 

On which thy greatness stands; but 
this I feel. 

That from thyself it comes, that thou 
must givei 
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Else never caost receive. The days gone 
by » / 

Return upon me almost from the dawn 
Of life : the hiding-places of man's power 
Open ; I would approach them, but they 
close. i; 

I see by glimpses now ; w'hen age conies 
' on. 

May scarcely see at all T a^nd I w'ould gp-'e. 
While yet we may, as far as w’ords*«an 
give, • ® 

Substance and life to what I feel, enshrin¬ 
ing. 

Such is my hope, the spirit of the Past 
For future restoration.—Yet another 
Of these memorials :— 

One Christmas-tihie, 
On the glad eve of its dear holidays. 
Feverish, and tu'ed, and restless, I went 
forth 

Into the fields, impatient for the sight 
Of those led palfreys that should bear us 
home ; 

My brothers and myself. There rose a 
crag, 

That, from the meeting-pomt of two high¬ 
ways 

Ascending, overlooked them both, far 
stretched ; 

Thither, uncertain on which road to fix 
My expectation, thither I repaired. 
Scout-like, and gained the summit ; 
’twas a dav 

Tempestuous, dark, and wild, and on the 
grass 

I'sale half-sheltered by a naked wall; 
Upon my right hand couched a single 
sheep. 

Upon my left a blasted hawthorn stood ; 
With those companions at my side, I 
watched. 

Straining my eyes intensely, as the mist 
Gave intermitting prospect of the co,.«u 
And plain beneath. Ere we to school 
returned,— 


That dreary time,—ere we had been ten 
days 

Sojourners in father's house, he died; 
And 1 and my. three brothers, orphan^ 
thpn, 

Follojved hisi body to the grave. Th% 
event, 

With all the sprrow that it brought, 
appeared < 

*A’chastisement; and when I called to 
* mind ■> Icraf^ 

That day so lately past, when from*l||^c 
I looked in such anxiety of hope ; 

With trite reflectioiitf of morality, 

Y^t in the deepest passion, I bowed low 
To Ciod, Who thus corrected my desires r 
And,, afterwards, the wind and sleety 
lain, 

Aik^ all thqi'j’business of the elements', 
The single sheep, and the one blasted tfee. 
And the bleak music from that old stone 
wall. 

The noise of wood and water, and th'e mife 
Tha'i on the line of each lOf those two 
roads f. e " 

Advanced innsuch indispinab}e shapes 
All these were kindred spectacles apd 
sounds 

To which I oft repaircfl, and thence yyould 
drink, • 

As at a fountain ; and on winter nights, 
Down to this very time, when storm and 
rain * 

Beat on mv roof, or, haply, at noon-day,, 
While in a grove I walk, whose lofty trees. 
Laden with summer's thickest foliage,, 
rock 

In a strong wind, some working of the 
spirit, *' 

Some inward agitations thence are 
brought, 

Whate’er their office, whether to beguile 
Thoughts over busy in the course they 
took, 

Or animate an hour jof vacant ease. 


BOOK THIRTEENTH 


IMAGINATION AND TASTE, HOW 
IMPAIRED AND RESTORED 

CONdLuDED 

From Nature doth emotion come, and 
moods 

Of calmness equally are Nature's gift : 

This is her glory ; these two attributes 

Are sister horns that constitute her 
strength. 

Hence Genius, bom to thrive by inter¬ 
change 

Of peace and excitation, finds in her 


His best and purest friend; from her 
receives 

That energy by w'hich he seeks the truth,. 
From her that happy stillness of the mind 
>^Jpch fits him to ^recei^ it when un¬ 
sought. * » 

' •• 

Such benefit; the humblest intellects 
Partake of, each in their degree; 'tis 
mine * [felt; 

To speak, what I myself have known and: 
Smooth task t for words find easy way,, 
inspired 
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By gratitude, and confidence in truth. 
Long time in search of knowledge did I 
range ■ S * 

The held of hiiman life, 'f. heart and 
mind § • 

Benighted ; but, the dawn beginrwng 
now 

To re-appear, ’twas proved that not in 
vain • 

I had been taught to reverence a Power 
Tknt is the visible qualky and shape * 
And image of right reason ; that matij^res 
Her processes by steadfast laws ; gives 
^ birth • ' • 

To no impatient or fallacious hopes, , 
No heat of passion or excessive zeal. 

No vain conceits ; provokes to no quick 
turns » 

«Of self-applaudin| intellect : ftut tranks 
Tom^kness, and exalts bv humble faith : 
Holds up.beforc the mind intoxicate 
With pjesent objects, and the busy 
dance • , , 

'Of things that fiass away, a temperate 
show * m • 

■Of object# Uiat endure ; ^ikI by this 


The promise of the present time retired 
Int^ its true proportion; sanguine 
schemes. 

Ambitious projects, pleased me less ; 
I sought 

For present good in life’s familiar face, 
And built thereon my hopes of good to 
come. 

% 

* 

* With soLtling judgments now of what 
would last 

1 .^^d what would disapp 'ar ; prepared 
• to find 

! Presumption, folly, madness, in the men 
I Who thrust themselves upon the passive 
world 

.\s Killers of the world ; to see in these. 
Even when the public welfare is their aim. 
Plans without thought, or built on 
I theories 

j Vague and unsound : and having brought 
I the books 

Of modern statists to their proper test. 
Life, hiimun life, with ah its sacred 
claims 

I Of .sex and .'ige, and lieavcn-descctided 


joursc • 

Disposes her, when over-fondly se*- 
■On thrcavmg of> iiiciynbrances, to seek 
In man,•and m the frame of social life, 
Whate’er there is desirable and good 
■Of kindred permanence, unchanged in 
form 

.And function, or, through strict vicissi¬ 
tude 

Of life and death, revolving. Above all 
Were re-established now those watchful 
thoughts^ 

'Which, seeing little worthy or sublime 
!In what the Historian’s pen so much de¬ 
lights 

'To bhazon—power and energy detached 
From moral purpose- -early tutored me 
'To look with feelings af fraternal love 
■Upon the unassuming things that hold 
A silent statioa iu this beauteous world 

• Thus moderated, thus composed, I 
found 

Once more in Man an object of delight. 
Of pure imagination, and of love ; 

And, as the horizon of my mind enlarged, 
Again I took the intellectual eye 
■For my instructor, studious more to seci 
O'reat truths, th^ touch and handle 
litthfon^? . 

iKnowledge'Vas given accordingly ; my 
trust ■• 

iBecame more firp in feelings that had 
stood 

The test of such a trial; clearer far 
Jdy sense of excellence—of right and 
wrong: 


lights, 

Murlal, or those beyond the reach of 
death ; 

And liavmg thus discerned bow dire a 
thing 

Is wor.'-hip])ed in th:it idol proudly named 
“ The Wealth of Nations.” where alone 
that wealth 

Is lodged, and how increased ; and hav¬ 
ing gained 

A more judicious knowledge of the worth 
.\nd dignity of individual man. 

No composition ol the brain, but man 
Of whom we read, the man whom we 
behold 

With our own eyes—I could not but 
inquire— 

Not with less interest than heretofore. 
But greater, though in spirit more sub- 
' dued— 

Why is this glorious creature to be 
found 

One only in ten thousand ? What one 
is, 

Why may not millions be ? What bars 
arc thrown 

By Nature in the way Jf such a hope ? 
Our animal appetites and daily wants, 
^re these obstructions insurmountable ? 
If not, then others vanish into air. 

” Inspect the basis of the social pile : 
Inquire,” said 1, ” how much of mental 
power 

And genuiae virtue they possess who live 
Bv bodily toil, labour exceeding far 
Tbcir due proportion, under all the 
weight 
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Of that injustice which upon ourselves 
Ourselves entail." Such estimate / to 
frame 

1 chiefly looked (what need to look 
beyond ?) 

Among the ratural abodes of men. 

Fields with their rural works ; recalled 
to mind 

My earliest notices* with these rf-om" 
pared * * 

The observations maAc in later youth. 
And to that day continued.—For, the 
time i 

Had never been when throes of mighty 
Nations 

And the world’s tumult unto me could 
yield. * 

How far soe’er transjiorted and possessed. 
Full measure of C(>nteiit ; but still 1 
craved 

An intermingling of distinct regards 
And truths of individual sympathy 
Nearer ourselves. Such often might be 
gleaned 

From the great City, else it must have 
proved 

To me a heart-depressing wilderness; 

But much was wanting: therefore did 
I turn 

To you, ye pathways, and ye lonely 
roads ; 

Sought you enriched with everything I 
prized, 

With human kindnesses and simple joys. 

Oh ! next to one dear state of bliss, 
vouchsafed 

Alas ! to few in this untoward w'orJd, 
The bliss of walking daily in life s ]?rime 
Through held or forest with the maid we 
love, 

While yet our hearts are young, while yet 
we breathe 

Nothing but happiness, in some lone 
nook. 

Deep vale, or any where, the home of 
both. 

From which it would be misery to stir : 
Oh 1 next to such enjoyment of our 
youth. 

In my esteem, next to such dear delight. 
Was that of wandering on from day to 
day • 

Where 1 could meditate in peace, and 
cull 

Knowledge that step by step might lead 
me oh 

To wisdom : nr, as lightsome as a bird 
Wafted upon the wind from distant lands. 
Sing notes of greeting to strange fields or 
groves, 

.Which lacked not voice to welcome me 
in turn: 


And, when that pleasant toil had ceaseA 
to please, 

Converse wiW'men, where if we meet a 
face I 

We almost fleet a friend, on naked 
I heaths 

With long flhig ways before, by cottage 
bench, « 

Or well-spring where the weary traveller • 
rests. 

• * 

1^'ho doth not love to folkm 'wiClh his 
eye 

The windings df a fjiiblic tvay ? the sight, 
•Familiar object as it is. hath wrought 
On mv imagination since the morn 
(.)f icliildhood, when a disappearing Une, 
One daily f/rcsent to my eyes, that 
. crossed • . ’ < 

The naked summit of a far-ofl hill t 
Beyond the limits that my feet had trod. 
Was like an invitation into spac/'. ^ 
Bniindlesi, oi‘ guide into eternity'. * ‘. 
Yes, soiiictliing of tJie grandeur urhich 
invests • • 

The mariiiar.who sails the*rearing s0a 
Through stormsind darkness, early ip my 
mind 

Surrounded, too, {.he w^daderer» of the 
earth ; • 

Grandeur as much, and loveliness far 
more. 

Awed have I been by strolling Bedlamites ; 
From many other uncouth vagrants 
(passed 

Ill fear) have walked with quicker step ; 
but why 

Take note of this ? Wheq I began to 
enquire, 

To watch and question those I met, and 
speak 

Without reserve to them, the lonely roads 
Were open schools in which 1 daily read 
With must delight the passions of man¬ 
kind, 

Whether by words, looks, sighs, or tears,* 
revealed ; 

There saw into the depth of human soulsg 
Souls that appear to have no depth at all 
To careless eyes. And—^now convineed 
at heart 

How little those formalities, to which 
With overweening trust glone we give 
The name of Education, have to do 
vJ^Vith real feeling and jneggOBy ; bow vain 
A correspondence with^^a\jclhg world 
Proves to the most; and called to msdse 
good search 

If man’s estate, by dooi^ of Nature yoked 
With toil, be therefore yoked with ignor¬ 
ance ; 

Tf virtue be,indeed so hard to rear, 

And intellectual strength so rate a boon— 
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I prizRd such walks still more, for there Here might I pause, and bend in rever- 
l found t , ' ence 

Hope to my hope, and to ray pleasure To Nature, and the power of human 
peace ' J minds, 

And steadiness, and hcalifg and repose To men they arc men within them* 
To every angry passion. There I heard, se'vcs. |in. 

From mouths of men obscure and lowly. How oft high service is performed with- 
truths * When all the external man is rude in 

Replete with honour ; soui?ds in unison , %|jow,— 

Wjth loftiest promises of good an<i fair^ jNot like a temple .rich with pomp and 

i gold. 

There are who think that strong a^lee- ; But a mi-re mountnin ehapcl, that pro- 
^ tion, love , , , ' " tects 

Known by whatever name, is falsely Its simple worshippers from sun and 
deemed )■ shower. 

A gift, to use a term W’hich they would Of these, said I, shall be my song ; of 
use, ^ • these. 

Of vulgar naturethat its growth reipiires ; If future years iiiatiire me for the task. 

' Retirement^ leisure, language i^irificd"* Will I record the praises, making verse 
By tdanners studied and elaborate ; i Deal boldly with .substantial things ; in 
That wJioso feels such passion in its i truth’ 

. strength ! And sanctity of pa.ssion, sjieak of these. 

Must live, withjn the very light and 'xir That lusticc ma\ be dime, obeisance paid 
Of courteoi^ usages refined by art. ! Where it is due : thus haply shall I teach, 
"^rue is it, whe.ft oppi^ssion worse than Inspire ; through unadulterated ears 
deatfi • - * Roil’- rapture, tenderness, and hope,— 

Salutes the being at his biTth. where grace my theme 

Of culture hatlj been utterly unknown. No other than the verv heart of man. 
And poVerty and laLfuir in excess .As found among the best of those who 

From day t(‘ day pre-occiipy the ground live. 

Of the aficctions, and to Nature's self Not unexalted by religious faith, 

, Oppose a deepen nature ; there, indeed. Nor uninformed by books, good books. 
Love cannot'be ; nor does it thrive with though few, 

ease In Nature’s presence : thence may I 

Among the close, and overcrowded haunts select 

Of cities, wiiere the human heart is sick, Sorrow, that is not sorrow, but delight ; 
And the eye feeds it not, and cannot feed. And miserable love, that is not pain 
—Ves, in thuse wanderings deeply did I To hear of, for the glory that redounds 
feel Therefrom to human kiiid, and what we 

How we mislead each other : above all, are. 

How books mislead us, seeking their Be mine to follow with no timid ste.p 
reward ; Where knowledge leads me : it shall be 

From judgments of the wealthy Few, ' rny pride 

who see j That I have dared to tread this holy 

^ By artificial lights ; hov. they debase I. ground. 

The Many for the pleasure of those Few ; Speaking no dream, but things oracular ; 
Effeminately level down the truth i Matter not lightly to be heard by those 

’ To certain general notions, for the sake ' Who to the letter of the outward promi.se 
“Of being understood at once, or else 1 'o read the invisible soul: by men 

Through want of better knowledge in the adroit 

heads ; In speech, and for communion with the 

That framed them; flattering self-con-1 world ^ 

oeit with wordr. ' Accomplished ; minds whose faculties 

That, while they most ambitiously sl\! are then 

forth . ■’ fMost active when they are most eloquent. 

Extrinsic -dlflerefices, the outward marks j And elevated most when most admired. 
Whereby society has parted man j Men may be found of other mould than 

From man, neglect the uniVersal heart. ' these, 

• { Who are their own upholders, to them- 

Here, calling up to mind what then I selves 

saw, ' Encouragement, and energy, and will, 

A youthful traveller, and see daily now Expressing liveliest thoughts in lively 
In the familiar circuit of my home, ■ I words 



556 


THE PREI.UDE 


As native passion dictates. Others, jLoo, That unto him hath also been vouchsafed 
There aTfe among the walks of homel^ life An insight (hat in some sort he jJossesses, 
Still highet, men for contemplation A privilege wnereby a work of his, 

framed, . Proceeding from a source of untaught 

£ hy, and unpractised in the strife of | things, ■ 

phras«f'; 1 Creative and enduring, mav become 

Meek men, whose very souls perhaps , A power like one of Nature’s. To a hope 
would sink • ‘ Not less ambKious once among the wilds 

Beneath them, summoned to suc|j^ntc^- Of Sariun’s*Plain, ray youthful spirit was’ 
course: • raised; 

Theirs is the language of the heavens, the There, as I ranged at will the p^tffral 
power, I joy: , downs T' 

The thought, the image, and the silrtit Trackless an(^sm<|Oth, or paced the bare . 
Words are but under<agcnts in their souls ; white rc^ids * 

When they are grasping with their great-• Lengthening in solitude their dreary line, 
est strength, . Time with his retiuue of ages fled 

They do not breathe among them : this I B,tckwards, nor checked his flight until I 
speak I saw, * , . 

In gratitude to God, Who feeds our hearts (Xir dini^incestral Past in vision clear ; * 

For His own service ; knnweth, loveth us. Saw multitudes of men, and, he*:; and 


When we are unregarded by'the world ; there, 

• A single Briton clothed in wolf-skin )se5,t. 
Also, about this time did I receive ! Vi'ith shield 'and stone-axe, stride across 
Convictions still more strong than here- the wold ; * 

tofore. The voice of spears wa^^hejfird, the ratt- 

Not only that the inner frame is good, ling sfeer • » * 

And graciously composed, but that, no Shaken by aftns of mighty boiv. in 
less, strength, 

Nature for all conditions wants not power Long mouldered, «f baAiaric m&jesty. 

To consecrate, if wc have eyes to see, I called on Darkness—but bWore the 
The outside of her creatures, and to word 

breathe Was uttered, midnight darkness seenwd 

Grandeur upon the very humblest face to take ' 

Of human life. I felt that the array All objects from my sight: and lo I 
Of act and circumstance, and visible again 

form, The Desert visible by dismal flames ; 

Is mainly to the pleasure of the mind It is the sacrificial altar, fed 

What passion makes them ; that mean- With living men—how deep the groans ! 

while the forms the voice 

Of Nature have a passion in themselves, Of those that crowd the giant wicker 
That intermingles with those works of thrills 

man The monumental hillocks, and the pomp 

To which she summons him: although Is ^for both worlds, the living and the 
the works dead. • , 

Bemean, have nothing lofty of their c'jvii; At other moments—(for through that 
And that the Genius of the Poet hence wide waste * 

May boldly take his w'ay among mankind Three summer days I roamed) where'er 
WLerever Nature leads; that he hath the Plain * 

stood Was figured o'er with circles, lines, or 

By Nature’s side among the men of old, mounds. 

And so shall stand for ever. Dearest That yet survive, a work, as some divine. 
Friend ! ^ Shaped by the Druids, so to represent 

If thou partake the animating faith Their knowledge of the heavens, and 
That Poets, even as Prophets, each with * image forth 

*'rrbe constellations —{ charmed 
Connected in a mighty scheme of truth. Into a waking dream, \ rerejcie 
Hove ewAv \\\s Qwtv petviViat iacxxVt'v, VTihat, mttv \Mi\vevm% e^es, wlxcce'ec 1 
Heaven's gift, a sense that fils h'lm tot turned,*' 

perceive Beheld long-bearded teachers, with white 

Objects unseen before, thou wilt not wands 

blame Uplifted, pointing to the starry sky. 

The humblest of this band who dares to Alternately, vtd plain i>eloWi'' while 
hope breath 
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Of music swuyed their motions, and the 
vraste , , 

Rejoiced with .them and'me in those 
sweet sounds. ) 

S 

This for the past, and things that raay 
be viewed 

Or fancied in the obscurity sf years 
From monumental hints: 2iid thou, O 
Friend ! , 

PlJased with some 'unpremeditated 
strains 

^ That served those wanderings to beguile. 
• hast said * ^ " 


fit 

That then and there ray raiiid had cxer- jTo be transmitted, and to other eyes 


We, wed as strangers: and 1 may not 
'speak 

Thus wrongfully of verse, however rude. 
Which on thy young imagination. 

trained (far. 

In the great City, broke lik^ light from 
Moreover, eacli man's Mind is to herself 
Witness and judge : and I remember 
Well 

That m life's every-day appearances 
I seemed about Ibis time to gain clear 
sight 

Of a new world—a world, too, that was 


cised 

Upon the vulgar forms of present things. 
The actual world of our fanflliar days. 
'■*Yet fiigher-powe? : Jiad caught fn vt 
them a tone. 

An image,* and a character, by books 
Not hitherto reflected. Call we this 
A’ partial judgment—and >,^t why ? £•>/ 
/Agn 


Made visible ; as ruled by those fixed 
laws 

Whence spiritual dignity originates. 
Which do both give it being and maintain 
A balance, an ennobling interchange 
Of action f^oni without and from within ; 
The excellence, pure function, and best 
pow'er 

Both of the object seen, and eye that sees. 


3t)bK FOURTEENTH 


CONXLUSION 


Was nothing either seen or heard that 
checked 

In one of those excursions (may they ne’er ' Those musiiigs or diverted, save that 
Frxie from remembrance !) through the 
Northern tracts 

Of Cambria ranging with a youthful 
friend, 

I left Bethgelert’s huts at coaching-time. 

And westward took my way, to see tJie 
sun 


once 

The, sliepherd’s lurcher, who, among the 
crags. 

Had to his joy unearthed a hedgehog, 
teased 

His coiled-iip-prey with barkings turbu¬ 
lent. 


Rise, from the top of Snowdon. To the j This small adventure, for even such it 


door 


seemed 


Of a rude cottage at the mountain’s base i In that wild place and at the dead of 
We came, and roused the shepherd who \ night, 

attends Being over and forgotten, on we wound 

The adventurous stran|[er’s steps, a trusty In sileucc as before. With forehead beiit 
guide ; , b^arthward, as if in opposition set 

Then, cheered by short refreshment. Against an enemy, 1 jianted up 

sallied forth. i With eager pace, and no less eager 

1 thoughts. 

- It was a close, warm, breezeless sum-: Thus might we wear a midnight hour 
mer night. j away. 

Wan, dull, and glaring, with a dripping ; Ascending at loose distance each from 
iog 'i each, ^ 

Low-hung and tbiclc that covered all the And I, as chanced, the loremost of the 
. sky ; ^ band; 

But, un^couxJ^fed, we began to climb jWben at my feet the ground appeared to 
The mountgii^sicft. The mist soon girt brighten, 

us touud, \ And with a step ox two seemed bxightec 

And, after ordinary txaveWer? ta\k \ stiW -, 

With our codductor, pensively we sank 1 Nor was time given to ask or learn the 
Each into commerce with his private | cause. 


thoughts t 
Thus did we braast the ascent, and by 
mjrself 


For instaii'.ly a light upon the turf 
Fell like a flash, and lo ! as I looked up. 
The Moon hung naked in a firmament 
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Of azure without cloud, and at‘ my .feet That men, least sensitive, see, hear, per* 
Rested h silent sea of hoary mist. * ceive,, * 

A hundred hills their dusky backs up- And canndt cnoose but feel. The power. 

heaved which >lil 

All over this still ocean : and beyond, Aclfl'iowledgl when thus moved, which 
Far, far Veyond, the solid vapours “ Nature thus 

stretched. To bodily sense exhibits, is the express 

In headlands, tongfies, and promontory Rcseniblanc(f of that glorious faculty 
shapes, , That highel^ minds bear with them as 

Into the main Atlantic, that apj>cared , their own. 

To dwindle, and give up his majestv. This is the very'spirit iu which th^ deal 
jL^siirped. upon far as the siglit could With the whole compass of the uniwr.se ; 
reach. • They from their ijative selv 9 S can send 

^ Not so the ethereal vault; encroachment abroad «• * 

none »' Kindred mutations: for themselves 

Was there, nor loss, only the uiferiorl create 

stars .Mike existence ; and, whene'er it dawns 

Had disappeared, or shed a fainter light Created 4)r\hcm, catcJi it. or are qaught 
In the clear presence of the full-orbed Uy its iifl’vitable mastery, • * 

Moon. Like angels stopped upon the wkig by 

Who, from her sovereign t’lev^lioll, gazed sound 

Upon the billowy ocean, as it lay Of harmonv from Heaven’s tf'cm^tc.st 

All meek and silent, save that through • sph«-cs^ 

a nft— Them the enduring and tlie transient both 

Not distant from the shore whereim we Serve to exalt ; • they fciiild up greatest 
stood, thing# • • * 

A fixed, abysmal, |gloomy, breathing- From least suggestions; ever ot the 
place— watch. 

Mounted Ithe roar of waters, torrents. Willing to work an*i to bt wrought Upon, 
streams They need not extraordinary cmls 

Innumerable, roaring with one voice ! To roii'^e them ; in a world of life they 
Heard over earth aud sea, and, in that live, • 

hour. Ry sensible impressions not enthralled. 

For so it seemed, felt by the starry But by their quickening impulse made 
Ii«avcns. more prompt 

To hold fit converse with the spiritual 
Wien into air had partially dissolved world. 

That vision, given to spirits of the night And with the generations *»£ mankind 
And three chance human wanderers, in Spread over time, past, present, and to 
calm thought come. 

Reflected, it appeared to me the type Age after age, till Time shall be no more. 

Of a majestic intellect, its acts Such minds are truly from the Deity, 

And its possessions, what it has and For they are Powers; and hence the 
craves. highest bliss • • 

W'hat in itself it is, and would becnire.. That flesh can know is theirs—the con* 
There I beheld the emblem of a mind scioiisness * 

That feeds upon infinity, that broods Of Whom they arc, habitually infused 
Over the dark abyss, intent to hear Through every image and through evei^ 

Its voices issuing forth to silent light thought. 

In one continuous stream ; a mind sus- And all affections by communion raised 
tained From earth to heaven, from human to 

By recognitiopji of transcendent power, divine ; 

In sense conducting to ideal form, ' Hence endless occupation for the Soul, 
In soul of more than mortal privilege. “lYhether discursive or intuitive ; 

One function, above all, of such a mina Hence cheerfulness for acts of {tally life, 
Had Nature shadowed there, by x>utting Emotions which best fbre«gjit need Hot 
forth, fear, 

’Mid circumstances awful and sublime. Most worttfy then of trust when most 
That mutual domination which she loves intense. • 

To exert upon the face of outward things. Hence, amid ills that vex and wrongs that 
So moulded, joined, abstracted, so en- crush 

dowed Our hearts—^i£ here the words of Holy 

With interchangeable supremacy, Writ 
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May with fit reverence be applied—that 
peace • , 

Which pas^eth. understanding, tb.lt re¬ 
pose I 

in moral judgments whim from''this 
pure source 

Must Come, or will by man be sought in 
vain. ‘ 

ph ! who is he that hath his whole life, 
* long ' 

Preserved, enlarged, this freedom in bim- 

Self ? tin 
For this alone is genuine "Uierty : 

Where is the favoured being who hath f 
held 

That course unchecked, unerring, .*nd 
piitired. , 

In one peijjetual progress snxCioth a.td 
h'right ?— 

A humbler destiny have wc retrac?d, 
tuU of lapse and hesitating ohnico. 
And backward wanderings al(,.ig thor'v 
ways : 

Yet—conpSsseu’ roui.*d by inoiiiititni 

S()litftd<'l>, 

Within whoso solrtnii temple I received 
M> earliest visutations, careles- then 
Of whaF was gi\Tn m.. ; and wliich now I 
ran’fce, 

A meditative, oft a suffering man— 

EXj 1 declare—iii accents which, from 
truth 

Deriving eheerful confidence, shall blend 
Their modulation with these vocal 
streams— 

That, whatsoever falls niv better mind. 
Revolving with the accidents of life. 

May have sustained, that, howsoe’er mis¬ 
led. 

Never did I, in quest of right and wrong. 
Tamper with conscience from a private 
aim ; 

Nor was in any publifc hope the dupe 
Of selfish passions; nor did ever yield 
Wilfully to mean cares or low pursuits. 
But shiuiik with apprehensive jealousy 
l^rom every combination which might aid 
The tendency,, too potent in itself. 

Of use and custom to bow down the soul 
Under a growing weight of vulgar sense. 
And substitute a universe of death 
For that which, moves with light and life 
. informed. 

Actual,,divine, and tme. To fear ana 
love,.„ •» • 

To love as prime and chief, for there fear 
ends, " 

Be .this ascribed ; to early intercourse, 
Inpresenceof sublime or beautiful forms, 
With the' adverse principles of pain and 
joy— 

Evil as one is rashly named by men 


Who knibw not what they speak. By 
■' love subsists 

All lasting grandeur, by pervading love ; 
That gone, we are as dust.—Behold the 
fields 

In balmy siTring-time full of rkiiig flowers 
And joyous ci'^atures ; see that pair, the 
lamb 

Andtthe lamb's mother, and their tender 
ways 

Shall touch thee to the heart ; thou call- 
cst this love. 

And not inaptly so. for Jove it is. 

Far as it carries thee. In some green 
bower 

Rest, and be not aloue, but have thou 
there 

The (Jtic who is thy choice of all the 
world : 

There linger, listening, gazing, with de¬ 
light ' 

Impa.ssioned. but delight how pitiable ! 
I’nlO'is this love bv a still higher love 
Be hallow’cd, love that breathes not with¬ 
out awe ; 

Love that adores, but on the knees of 
prayer, 

By heaven inspired; that frees from 
chains the soul, 

Lifted, in union with the purest, best. 

Of earth-born passions, on the wings of 
praise 

Bearing a tribute to the Almighty’s 
Til rone. 

This spiritual Love acts not iiur can 
exist 

Without Imagination, which, in truth. 

Is but another name for absolute power 
And clearest insigJit, amplitude of mind. 
And Reason in her most exalted mood. 
This f.acully hath been the feeding source 
Of our long labour : we have traced the 
stream 

From the blind cavern whence is faintly 
" hi'ard 

Its natal murmur; followed it to light 
-^iid open day ; accompanied its course 
Among the ways of Nature, for a time 
Lost sight of it bewildered and cii- 
gul[)hed ; 

Then given it greeting as it rose once 
more 

In strength, reflecting from its placid 
> breast 

The works of man and face of human life ; 
And lastly, from its progress have we 
drawn • 

Faith ii. life endless, the sustaining 
thought 

Qf human Being, Eternity, and God. 

Imagination having been our theme, 
So also hath that intellectual Love, 
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For they are each in each, ami cannot 
stahd 

Dividually.—Here must thou be, O Man ! ^ 
Power to thyself; no Helper hast thou , 
here; j 

Here keepe*^ thou in singleness thy state: I 
No other can divide with thee this work: 1 
No secondary hand can intervene I 
To fashion this abilitv ; ‘tis thine, | 

The prime and vital principle is thme i 
In the recesses of thy nature, far 
From any reach of outward fellowship. 
Else is not thine at all. But joy to hin', j 
Oh, joy to him who here hath sown, hath 
laid 

Here, the foundation of his future years ! 
For all that friendship, all that love can 
do. 

All that a darling countenance can look 
Or dear voice utter, to complete the man. 
Perfect him, made imperfect in himself. 
All shall be his : and he whose soul hath 
risen 

Up to the height of feeling intellect 
Shall want no humbler tenderness ; his 
heart 

Be tender as a nursing mother’s heart ; 
Of female softness shall his life be full. 
Of humble cares and delicate desires. 

Mild interests and gentlest symputhies. 

Child of my parents ! Sister of my soul! 
Thanks in sincerest verse have been else¬ 
where 

Poured out for all the early tenderness 
Which I from thee imbibed : and ’tis 
most true 

That later seasons owed to thee no less ; 
For, spite of thy sweet influence and the 
touch 

Of kindred hands that opened out the 
springs 

Of genial though* in childhood, .'ind in 
spite 

Of all that unassisted I had marked 
In life or nature of those charms minute 
That win their way into the heart by 
stealth 

(Still to the very going-out of youth) 

T too exclusively esteemed that love. 
And sought that beauty, which, as Milton 
sings. 

Hath tenor in *it. Thou didst soften 
down 

This over-sternness ; but for thee, dear 
Friend! 

My soul, too reckless of mild grace, had 
stood * 

In her original self too confident, 
Ketaiued too long a countenance severe ; 
A rock with torrents roaring, with the 
clouds 

Familiar, and a favourite of the stars: 


But thou didst plant its crevices with 
flowers, , 

Hang it with shrubs that twinkle in the 
breeze, t 

Andnteach tne little bu'ds to build their 
nests 

And warble in its chambers. At a time 
When Nature.idestined to remain so long 
Foremost iil my affections, had fallen 
back 

7nto a second place, pleased to h^otue 
A handmaid to a nobler than herifeif. 
When every day brought with it some 
new sense 

Of exquisite regard for common ihings. 
And all the earth was budding witn these 
1 gifts 

Of more refilled hiimaiiity, thy bredtfa, 
De;ir Sistir ! was a kina of gentler spring ' 
That went before my steps. Theriafter 
came 

One whom with thee friendship had egrly 
paired : 

She came, no more a phantom to adorn 
A moment, but an inmiii''c of the heart, 
And yet a -pkit, there for n.e inshrined 
To penetrate tne lofty and the low ■ 

Even as one essence of pervading light 
Shines, in the brightest of ten tl.ousand 
stars, » 

And, the meek worm that feeds her lonely 
lamp 

Couched in the dewy grass. 

With such a theme, 
Coleridge ! with this my argument, of 
thee 

Shall I be silent ? O capacious Soul! 
Placed on this earth to love and under¬ 
stand. 

And from thy presence shed the light 6f 
love. 

Shall I be mute, ere thou be spoken of ? 
Thy kindred influence to my heart of 
I hearts 

, Did also And its way. Thus fear relaxed 
Her over-weening grasp ; thus thoughts ^ 
I and things 

i In the sclf-haimting spirit learned to take 
\ More rationed proportions ; mystery. 

The incumbent mystery of sense and 
soul, 

Of life and death, time and eternity. 
Admitted more habituallv a mild 
Iiterposition— a serene delight 
Hn closelier gathering cares, such as-l>e« 
come ■» ’ 

A human creature, howsoever endowed, 
Poet, or destined for a humbler name; 
And so the deep enthusiastic joy, . 

The rapture of the hallelujah sent 
From all that breathes and is, was 
chastened, stemmed 

And balanced by pathetic truth, by trust, 
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In hopeful reason, leaning the stay i Ancf moral notions too intolerant. 

Of I^ovidence,; and in reverence fur < Sympathies too contracted. Hence, 
duty, a I when called 

Here, if nettd be, strugglingirwrith stcft’ms, | To take a station among men. the step 
and there ■ i Was easier, the transition lAorc secure. 

Strewing in peace life's humblest ground | More profitable also ; for, the mind 
with herbs, , • > Learns from such tinaely exercise to keep 

At every season green, sweet%t all hours, j Li wA^esome separation the two natures, 

^ The one that feels« the other that ob> 
And now, O Friend ? this history is serves, 
brought • 

To its appointed close : the discipline •Vet one wgrd more of personal con* 
•And consuminaflon or a FJjel s mind, errn ; — 

In every thing that stood most prominent, tSince I withdrew unwillingly from France, 
Have faithfully been pictured ; we have I led an uiidoineslic wanderer’s life, 
reached • In London chtefly harboured, whence I 

The tirfte (our guiding objeCt ^rom the roamed, 

• filst) • • • • Tarrying at w'ill in manv a pleasant spot 

Whenawe may, not prcsuniptnuusly, I Of rural England’s cultivated vales 
hope,* Or Cambrilii solitudes. A youth—(he 

Suppose .my powers so far confirmed, bore 
.* and such • • * The name of Calvert—it shall live, if 

My knowledge. Us to make me capable wtjrds 

Of building ul^ a jW«irk that shall ciidin'e. | Of irune can give it life.) in firm belief 
YA nmch«h;ith been uinittecll as need That bv endowments not from me with- 

• held [cay 

Of books how much : and even of the Good might be furthered---in ^ last de- 
othe* wealth* • By a bequest sufficient for m^^needs 

That is cilllccted among woods and fields. Enabled me to pause for choice, and 
Far more : for Nature's secondary grace walk 

Hq^h hitherto been barely touched upon. At large and unrestrained, nor damped 
•The charm more superficial that attends tpo soon 

Her works, as they present to Fancy’s By mortal cares. Himself no Poet, yet 

choice _ Far less a common follower of the world. 

Apt illustrations of the moral world. He deemed that my pursuits aud labours 
Caught at a glance, or traced with curious lay 

pains. • Apart from all that leads to wealth, or 

even 

Finally, and above all, O Friend ! (I A necessary maintenance insures, 

spe^ Without some hazard to the finer sense ; 

With due regret) how much is overlooked He cleared a passage for me, and the 
In human nature and her subtle ways, stream 

As studied first ^n our«owu hearts, and Flowed in the bent of Nature. 

then. , Having now 

lb life among the passions of mankind, Told what best merits mention, further 
Varying their composition and their hue, pains 
.'y Where’er we move, under the diverse Our present imrposc seems not to require, 
v ' shapes . And I have other tasks. Recall to mind 

That individual character presents The mood in which this labour was begun. 

To an attentive eye. For progress meet, O Friend ! The termination of my 


r 


Along this intricate and difficult path, 
Whate’er was wsy[itiag, something had I 
gained, 

As'one of many schoolfelkiws compelled, 
'In hardy iA(^p|!nd0nce, to stand up 
Amid conflitning intere^s, and the shock 
Of various tempers ; to endurC and note 
What was-not understood, though known 
to be; 


Among the niysteries of love and hate, 
'Honour and shame, locdcing to right and 
left, 

Uni^ecked bx lhnoceahe too delicate, 

• ' ,• '■ -'O ' ■■ 


] course , 

I Is nearer now, much nearer: yet even 
p then, 

iTff that distraction and intense desire, 

I said unto the life whicJi I had lived. 

Where art thou ? Hear I not a voice 
from thee 

Which 'tis reproach to hear ? Anon I 
rose 

As if on wings, and saw beneath me 
stretched 

Vast prospect of the world which I had 
been 
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An(| was ; and hence this Song, which 
like a lark 

I have protracted, in the unwearied 
heavens 

Singing, a'.'d often with more plaintive 
voice 

To earth attcmpcro^l and her deep-draw’n 
sighs. 

Yet centring all in k)ve, and in £hc eiiil 
All gratulant, if rigntly understood. 

Whether to me shall be allotted life. 
And, with life, power to accoiniilisli 
aught of worth, 

That will be deemed no insuflicient plea'i 
For having given the sto^v' of myself. 

Is all uncertain : but, beloved Friend ! 
When, looking back, thou seost, in clearer 
view 

Than any liveliest sight of yesterday. 
That summer, under whfjse indulgent 
skies, 

Upon smooth Quanttick's airy ridge wc 
roved 

Unchecked, oi loiteied ’mid her .sylvan 
combs. 

Thou in bewitching words, with happy 
hea^ 

Didst chmnt the vision of that Ancient 
Man, 

The bright-eyed Mariner, and rueful wocs 
Didst utter of the Lady Chnstabel : 

And I, associate with such labour, steeped 
In soft forgetfulness the livelong hours. 
Murmuring of him who, joyous hap, was 
found. 

After the perils of his moonlight ride. 
Near the loud waterfall ; or her w’ho sate 
In misery near the miserable. Thorn ; 
When thou dost to that summer turn thy 
thoughts. 

And hast before thee all which,then we 
were. 

To thee, in memory of that happiness. 
It will be known, by thee at ]e.ist, my 
Friend ! 

Felt, that the history of a Poet’s mind 
Is labour not unworthy of n^gard : 

To thee the work shall justify itself. 

- The last and later portions of this gift 
Have been prepared, not with the buoy¬ 
ant spirits^ 

That were our daily portion when wc first 
Together wantoned in wild Poesy, ^ J - 


But, under p,ressure of a private grief. 
Keen and ^n'during, which the mind and 
heart, 

Thr.t in this' neditative history 
Have been laid open, needs must make 
me feel 

More deeply^ yet enable me to bear 
More firmlj ; and a comfort now hath 
risen 

From hojie thal thou art" near, and -dlt 
,, be soon % 

Restored to us in renovated health ; 
When, after 'the ’first mingling of our*^ 
tears, 

’Mong other consolations, we may draw 
Seme pleasure from this offering of’my 
love^ 

Oh'! yet a few short years of useful life. 
And all will be complete, thy race be run. 
Thy nioiiumcnt of glory will bp raised ; 
Then, thoutj'i (too weak to tread thc'ways 
of truth) 

This .age fall back to Qjd idolatry, 
Tliougli Tr_eii return to servitude as ftst 
As the tide ebb.s, to ignominy and ^hame 
By nations sink together, we shall still 
Find solace—kn(,>,wing'» what wc have 
learnt to know, «. 

Rich in true b-appiness if allowed to be 
Faithful alike in fi»rwarding a day 
Of firmer trust, joint labourers in the ’ 
work 

(Should Providence such grace to us 
vouchsafe) 

Of their deliverance, surely yet to come. 
Prophets of Nature, we ^ to them will 
speak 

A lasting inspiration, sanctified 
By reason, blest by faith : w'hat we have 
loved, 

Olliers will love, and we will teach them 
how ; 

Instruct them how the Inind of m,in be¬ 
comes 6 

A thousand times more beautiful than 
the earth * 

On which he dwells, above this frame of 
things t 

fWhich, 'mid all revolution in the hopes' 
And fears of men, doth still remain un¬ 
changed) 

Jn beauty exalted, as It is itself 
Of quality and .fabric more divine. 
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TO 


THE RIGHT HONOURABLE WILLIAM, EARL OF LONSDALE, K.G. 


ETC. ETC. 


Opt, through thy fair doni.Tins, illiistriou's Peer ! 
In 3 ^nth I roamVd, on youthlul pleasures bent; 
And mused in rocky cell or sylvan tent. 

Beside swift-flowmg Lowther’s cun-rnt cleat. 
»—Now, by thy car<^ befriended appear 
Before thee, Lonsdalf, and thi%\Vork present, 
A token (may it prove a inoiiuiiient!) 

RrDAi. Mount, Westmorei.and, , 

Jnly 2f), r8T4. • 


I Clf high Respect and gratitude sincere. 
•Gladly would I ha\’e wAed till uiv task 
Had reached its close; but Life is insecure, 

I And IIopc full oft fallacious as a di<‘ani : 

TliPrefore. for wiiat is here produced, I ask 
I Tliy favour ; trusting that thou wilt not deem 
1 Jlie offering, though imperfect, premature. 

WILLIAM W'ORDSWORTH. 


PREFACE TO THi; 

.Tue Titlc-paRe aniionnc^ that tins 
is: only a portion of a poom ; • and tliK 
Reader must betion; apprised that it be¬ 
longs to thc*sccftfnd pait of a long and 
laborious Wflrk, which is to Consist of 
three*p#rts.—The Anthoi^will candidly 
acknowledge that, if the first of thesi* had 
been coifipieted,*and »n sncli a inauncr 
as to satiSfv his own mind, he should have 
preferred the natural order of publication, 
anfl have given that to the world first ; 
but, as the second division of the Work 
was designed to refer more to ji.issmg 
events, and to an existing state of things, 
than the <tthers were meant to do. more* 
continuous exertion was naturally be¬ 
stowed upon* it, and greater progress 
made here, than in the rest of the iioeni ; 
and as this part does not depend upon 
the preceding, to a degree winch will 
materially injure its own peculiar interest, 
the Author, complying with the earnest 
entreatiesof soixip valn#d Friends, presents 
^he following pages to Lhe Public. 

. It may be prtmor to state whence the 
poem, of which The Excursion is a part, 
dbrives its Title of The Kech’sic.— 
Several years acu, when the Autln^ir re¬ 
tired to his nanve moimtains, with the 
•hope of being enabled to construct a 
literary Work that might live, it was a 
reasonable thing that he should lake a 
review of his own mind, and examine 
how far^ Nature and • Education had* 
qualified hjjni foif such emjiloyment. As 
subsidiary to this preparation, he under¬ 
took to record, in verse, th0 origin and 
l«ogress of his own powers, as far as he 
was acquainted with them. That Work, 
addressed to a dear Friend, most distin¬ 
guished for his knowledge and genius, 
and to whom the Author’s Intellect is 
deeply indebted; tias been long finished ; 


EDITION/)F 1814. 

and the xrsiilt of the investigation which 
gave ris>(* to it was a determination to 
compose a jiliilosophical poem, contain¬ 
ing views of Man, Nature, and Society ; 
.iiul to be entitled, the Reclii.se ; as hav¬ 
ing for its pnnciiial subject the sensiations 
and opinions of a pout living in retire¬ 
ment.—The prp]jaratory poem is bio¬ 
graphical. and conducts the history oi 
the Autlior’s mind to the point when he 
was emboldened to hope that his facul¬ 
ties were sufiiciently matured for enter¬ 
ing upon the arduous labour which he 
had proposed to hmis< If ,- and the two 
Works have the same kind of relation to 
each other, if he may so express himself, 
.*)s the ante-chapel has to the bodv of a 
gothic church. Continuing this allu.sion, 
he may be permitted to add, that his 
minor Pii;ces. which have been long be¬ 
fore tlie Public,, when they shall be pro¬ 
perly arranged, will be found bv the atten¬ 
tive Reader to have such connection with 
the main Work as nia>' give them claim 
1*1 be likened to the little cells, oratories, 
and .sepulchral recesses, ordinarily in¬ 
cluded in those edifices. 

The Author would not have deemed 
himself justified in saying, upon this 
occasion, so much of pierfonnances 
either unfinished, or unpublished, if be 
had not thought that thc^abour bestowed 
by him upon what he has heretofore and 
^ow laid before the Public, entitled him 
to candid attention fur such a statement 
as he thinks necessary to throw light upon 
his endeavours to please and. he would 
hope, to benefit his countrymen.— 
Nothing further need be added, tlian that 
the firs: and third parts of The Recluse 
.will corsist chiefly of meditations in the 
Author’s own person ; and that in the 
intermediate part (The Excursion) the 
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inte^'eatidU^of diaracters speaking 


IS 


.employod/'and something of a dramatic 
form adopted. 

It is not the Author’s'intentionformally 
to annouiMe a system : it was more 
animating to him to proceed in a different 
course ; and if he shall succeed in con¬ 
veying to the iifind clear thorghts, 
lively images, and strong feelings, the 
Reader will have fio difficulty in ex¬ 
tracting the system for himself. And 
in the mean time the following passage, 
taken from the conclusion of the first 
book of The Recluse, may be .acceptable, 
as a kind of Prospectus of the design and 
scope of the whole Poem. 

“On Man, on Nature, and on Human Life, 
Musing ill solitude. 1 oft pi’rreive 
Fair trains of imagery before me rise. 
Accompanied by feelings of delight 
Pure, or with no unpleasiiig sadness mixed ; 

And I am conscious of aficrtmg thoughts 
And dear remembrances, whose presenre Mx»tlies 
Or elevates the Mind, intent to weigh 
The good and evil of our mortal state. 

—To these emotUms, whenceson'er they come. 
Whether from breath of outward circumstance. 
Or from the Soul—an impulse to herself— 

1 would give utterance m numerous verse. 

Of Truth, of Grandeur, Beauty, I^n'e, and Hope, 
And melancholy Fear subdued bv F'aith ; 

Of blessed consolations in distress ; 

Of mural strength, and intellectual Power ; 

Of joy in widest ronunonalty spread ; 

Of the individual hliiid that keeps her own 
Inviolate retirement, subject there 
To Conscience only, and the law supreme 
Of that Intelligence which governs all— 

X sing:—* fit a.udience let me find though few ! ’ 

So prayed, more gaining than he asked, the 
Bard— 

In holiest mood. Urania, I shall need 
Thy guidance, or a greater Muse, if such 
Descend to earth or dwell in highest heaven ! 
For I must tread on shadowy ground, nftist sink 
Deep—and, aloft hsceiiding, breathe in worlds 
To which the heaven of heavens is but a veil. 
All strength—all terror, single or in bands, ^ 
That ever was put forth in personal funn— 
Jehovah—with his thundi^, and the rhoir 
Of shouting Angels, and the empyreal thrones— 
I pass them unalarmed. Not Chaos, not 
The darkest pit of lowest Erebus, 

Nor aught of blinder vacancy, scooped out 
By help of dreams—can breed such fear and awe 
As fall upon us of^n when we look 
Into our Minds, into the Mind of Man— 

My haunt, and the main region of my song. 

—Beauty—a living Presence of the earth, 
Surpassiiig the most fair ideal Forms 
Which craft of delicate Spirits hath composed 
From earth's materials—waits upon my steps; 


Pitclt«s.her (eats before me as I move. 

An hourly iiAigCibour. Paradise, and groves 
Elysian, Fortunate Fields—like those of old 
Sought in the Atlantic Main-^hy should they b* 
A history onl]^ departed things, 

Orea mere fiction of what never was ? 

For the discerning intellect of Man, 

When wedded to this goodly universe 
In Jove and holy passion, shall find these 
A simple produce of the common day. 

long before bhs.sful hour arrives, 

VtoiiU chant, in lonely peace, the spousal varse 
Of, this great consummation :—and, ffV words 
Which speak of nothiiig more than ■wU.it we are. 
Would I arouse''the sensual '.Tom their sleep ' 
Of Death, and 'win the vacant and the vain 
To noble raptures; while my voice proclaims 
How exquisitely the individual Mind 
(A'.id the progressive powers perhaps no less 
Of the whglc species) to the external Wtjrld 
I,, fitted :s.-and bow exquisitely,.-too— ‘ 

Thome this but little heard of among ngm— 

The external World is fitted to the. Mind ; 

And tlu‘ cn-ntinii (by no lower name 

Can It be railed) which they with blciiBed might 

Ajcoiniilish this is our high argument. 

—Such grateful haunts forc^oiiw, if 1 oft 
Must turn slsewherr—to tiv^vel Mear the tribes 
And fellowsiiips of men, and sec. ilL^ights 
Of madding passt'ons nnitually iiiflaiqgd: 

Must hear Humanity in fields and groves 
Pifie solitary angiusli; cr n^ust hang. 

Brooding above the terce confederate storm 
I Of SOI row, barricadoed evcrincre ® 

I Within the walls of cities—may these sounds 
I Have their authentic eoniiiient; that even th^se 
* Hearing, I be not dowmeast or forloi'n !— 

[ Descend, prophetic Spirit! that iuspir'st 
i Tiic human Soul of universal earth, 

! Dreaming on things to come ; and dost possess 
J A metropolitan temple in the hearts 
Of mighty Poets ; upon me bestow 
A gift of genuine insight; that ^y Song 
With star-like virtue in its place ma^ shine. 
Shedding benignant influence, .and secure. 

Itself, from all malevolent effect 
Of those mutations that extend their sway 
Throughout the nether sphere I - -And if with 
this 

I mix more lowly mm^ter; with the thing 
Contemplated, describe the Mind and Man 
Contemplating; and who, and what he wa^— • 
The transitory Being that beheld 
This V' IS ion; when and where, and how he 
lived;— 

Be not this labour useless. If such theme 
May sort with highest ob^cts, then— dread 
Power ! 

Whose gracious favour is the primal source 
Of all illumination—may my Life 
Express the image of a better time, 

LMore wise desires, and simpler manners;—nurse 
rMy Heart in genuine freedomall pure 
thoughts * 

Be with me;—so shall thy unfailHiig love 
Guide, and support, and (meer me to the end 1 '* 
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* ■ BOOK FIRST 


TH ^WANDERER *, 

ARGUMENT 

A summer forenoon.—^The A^hor reaches a 
ruined Cottage upon a Contmuii, and there 
meets with a revered Friend, the Wanders, 
•of whose education and Course of life he gives 
an account.—The Wanderer, while resting 
under the shade of the Trees that surfounu 
the Cottage, vlates the History of its last 
Inhabitant. • 




’Twas summer, and the sun had mounted 
high; , 

Southward the# landscape ^distinctly 
^glared ’ 

Through a pale steam; but all the 
northern downs, 

•InPclejfrcst air ascending, fliowcd far off 

'A surface dappled o’er wiAi shadSws 

J^roQi br^iojinjfcloudif; shadows that lay 
iy spots • 

Ddfermined and unmoved, with steady 
brains • 

Of briplit and ple^ant sunshine inter¬ 
posed ; 

To him most pleasant who on soft cool 
moss 


Extends his careless limbs along the front 
Of some huge cave, whose rocky ceiling 
casts 

A twilight of its own, an ample shade. 
Where the wren warbles, while the 
drcamfhg man. 

Half conscious of the soothing melody. 
With side-long eye looks out upon the 
scene. 

By power of ||iat impending covert, 
thrown. 

To finer distance. Mine was at that hour 
Far other lot, yet with good hope that 
soon 

• Under a shade as grateful I should find 
Rest, and be welcomed there to livelier 
joy. % 

Across a bare wide Common I was toiling 
With languid steps that by the slippery 
turf 

Were baffled? nor coulU my weak atm 
‘ disperse ^ ## 

The hast of injects gathering round my 
face^ * 

And ever with me as I pac^ along. 

, Upon that *Dpen moorland stood a 
grove. 

The wished-for port to which my course 
was bound. 

Thither I came, and there, amid the 
gloom*^ 


Spread by a brotherhood of lofty elms. 
Appeared a roofless Hut four naked 
walls 

Th^t stared upon each other!—I 
I k>ukcd round. 

And to my wish and to my hope espied 
The Friend 1 sought; a Man of reverend 
- age. 

But stout aiyl hale, for travel unimpaired. 
Them was he seen upon the cottage* 
bench, 

Recamhent in the shade, as if asleep ; 

An iron-pointed staff lay at his side. 

Him had I marked the day before— 
alon(^ 

And stationed in the public way, with 
face 

Turned toward the sun then setting, while 
that staff 

Afforded, to the figure of the man 
Detained for conteinpLalion or repose, 
Gractdul support; his countenance as he 
stood 

Was hidd»’n from my view, and he re* 
maiticd 

Unrecognised; but, stricken by the 
slight. 

With slackened footsteps I advanced, 
and soon 

A glad congratulation we exchanged 
At such unthought-of meeting.—For the 
night 

We parted, nothing willingly; and now 
He by appointment waited for me here. 
Under the covert of these clustering 
elms. 

We were tried Friends : amid a pleasant 
vale, 

,In the antique market-village where was 
passed 

My school-time, an apartment he had 
owned. 

To which at intervals the Wanderer drew. 
And found a kind of home or harbour 
■ there. 

He loved me ; from a ^arm of rosy boys 
Singled out me, as he in sport would 
, say. 

For my grave looks, too thoughtful for 
my years. 

As I grew up, it was my best delight 
To be his chosen comrade. Many a time. 
On holidays, we rambled through the 
woods: 

We sate—we walked; he pleased me 

I with report 

I Of things which he had seen; and oftea 
' touched 
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Abstrusest matter, reasonings of the 
mind 

Turned inward; or at my request would 
sing 

Old songs, ttib product of his native hills ; 
A skilfm distribution of sweet sounds, 
Feeding the soul, and eagerly imbibed 
As cool refreshing water, by the ^fe 
Of the industrious husii^andman, diffused 
Through a parched meadow-ground, in 
time of drought. 

'Stiir.deeper weclomc found Jiis pure dis¬ 
course : 

How precious when in riper days I 
learned » 

To weigh with care his words, and to re- 
ioice 

In the plain presence of his dignity ! 

Oh I many are the Poets that are sown 
By Nature ; men endow'ed wilh highest 
gifts. 

The vision and the faculty divine ; 

Yet wantingthe accomjdishmeijt of verse, 
(Which, in the docile season of their 
youth, 

Xt was denied them to acquire, through 
lack 

Of culture and the inspiring aid of books, 
Or haply by a temper too severe. 

Or a nice backwardness afraid of shame) 
Nor having e’er, as life advanced, been 
led 

By circumstance to take unto the height 
The measure of themselves, these fa\'- 
oured Beings, 

All but a scattered few, live out their 
time. 

Husbanding that which they possess 
within. 

And go to the grave, unthough^ of. 
Strongest minds 

Are often those of whom the noisy world 
Hears least; else surely this Man had not. 
left 

His graces unrevcaled and unproclaimed. 
But, as the mind was filled with inward 
light. 

So not without distinction had he lived. 
Beloved and honoured—^far as he was 
known. ^ 

And some small portion of his eloquent 
speech. 

And something that may serve to set in 
view 

The feeling pleasures of his loneliness. 
His observations, and the thoughts his 
mind 

Had dealt with —1 will here record in 
verse; 

lYbich, if with truth it correspond, and 
sink 

Or rise as venerable Nature leads, 


The high and Render Muses shall accept 
With gracious smile, deliberately pleased. 
And listenmgtTime rew^ with sacred 
inraise. ' 

i. 

Among the hills of Athol he was bom ; 
Where, on a^sfnall hereditary farm. 

An unproductive slip of rugged ground, 
I?is Parents, witli their numerous og- 
s]>ritig, dwelt; 

A virtuous household, though exceeding 
poor! * * , 

Pure livers were they all, austere and 
* grave. 

And fearing God ; the very children 
'taught ^ 

Stern self-sospect, a reverence for God’s 
‘ word,* ' 

And an habitual piety, maintained * 
With strictness scarcely known *on Eng¬ 
lish ground. ■ * • 

i ' * 

From his sixth vear, the Boy of whom 
I speak, ■* ^ . 

In summer.‘^tenjled cattle oii tfie mils; 
But, through the inclement and thepttiil- 
ous days , 

Of long-continuing "“winter, he r^aired. 
Equipped w'ith satchel, to a school, that 
stood 

Sole building on a mountain's dreary^ 
edge, 

Remote from view of city spire, or sound 
Of minster clock! From that bleak 
tenement 

He. many an evening, to liis distant home' 
In solitude returning, saw tihe hills 
Grow' larger in the darkness; all alone 
Beheld the stars come out above his head. 
And travelled through the wood, with no 
one near - 

To whom he might confess the things he 
saw. ' : 

So the foundations of his mind were 
laid. . 

In such communion, not from terror free. 
While yet a child, and l^^ig before bis 
time. 

Had he perceived the presence and the 
power 

Of greatness : ahd deep feelings had im- 
pressed 

So vividly .great objects that they lay 
Upon his mind like sutstamcas, whose 
presence^ 

Perplexed the bodily sense. He had re¬ 
ceived *■ 

A precious gift: for, as he grew in years. 
With these impressions would he still 
compare 

All his remembrances, thoughts, shapeH, 

„ and fonns; 



Andt being still unsatisfied vrith aught 
Of dimmer character, he ttience attained 
An active power to fasten images 
Upon his brain; and on their pictured 
lines • 

Intensely brooded, even till they* ac¬ 
quired 

The liveliness of dreams. l){or did he fail. 
While yet a child, with a child’s eagerness 
Incessantly to turn his^ear and eye • 
On all things which the moving seasons 
brought • 

To feed such appetite—»or this alone 
Appeased his yearning :*-in the after¬ 
day • 

Of boyhood, many an hour in caves for¬ 
lorn. • " 

And ' mid ^ the follow depth^of nahed 
^rags • 

He sate^ and even in their fixed linea¬ 
ments, 

■Ox^frofti the power of a pqpuliar eye, 

'Or by creativg feeling overBbrne,” ' 

Or by predqmi^nce of thought oppressed, 
Jive# in fixed an 3 stea^ lineaments 
He tracca an ebbing and a mowing niiiirl. 
Expression ever varying ! 

. • Thus informed, 

He had small need df books : for many a 
tale 

Traditionary, round the mountains hung, 
And many a legend, peopling the dark 
woods, 

NourisJied Imagination in her growth. 
And gav(! the Mind that apprehensive 
power 

By which she is made, quick to recognise 
The moral properties and scope of things. 
But eagerly he read, and read again, 
Whate’er the minister’s old shelf supplied; 
The life and death of martyrs, who sus¬ 
tained. 

With will inflexible, those fearful pangs 

‘‘Triumphantly displayed in records left 
Of persecution, and the Covenant—times 
Whose echo rings through Scotland to 

• this hour! 

And there, bv lucky h.ap, had been pre¬ 
served \ 

A straggling volume, torn and incomplete, 
That left half-told the preternatural talc, 
Romance of giants, chronicle of fit nds, 
Ftefuse in gEftuii'ire of wooden cuts , 

• Strange and uncouth ^ dire faces, figur^ 

dive, • 

Sharp-kneed, sharp-elbowed, and Ican- 
ankled too, . 

With long and ghostly shanks—^forms 
which ond seen 
Could never be forgotten I 

In his heart. 

Where Fear sate thus,a cherished visitant. 
Was wanting yet the pure delight of love 
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By^ sound diffused, or by the breathing 
* air, 

Or by the silent looks of happy things. 

Or flowing from the universal face 
Of earth and sky. But he had felt the 
power ^ 

Of Nature, and already was prepared, 

ByJhis intense coneeptions, to receive 

the lesson deep of love which he. 
Whom Nature, bji whatever means, has 
taught 

To feel intensely, cannot but receive. 

Such was "the Boy—but for the grow¬ 
ing Youth 

Whj^jL soul was his, when, from the naked 
top 

Of some bold headland, he beheld the sun 
Rise up, and bathe the world in light ! 
He looked— 

Ocean and earth, the solid frame of earth 
And ocean’s liquid mass, in gladness lay 
Beneath him :—Far and wide the clouds 
were touched, 

And in their silent faces could he read 
Unutterable love. Sound needed none, 
Nor any voice of joy ; his spirit drank 
The spoetacle : sensation, soul, and form. 
All melted into him ; they swallowed up 
His animal being ; in them did he live. 
And bv them did he live ; they were his 
life. 

In such access of mind, in such high hour 
Of visitation from the living God, 
Thought was not; in enjoyment it ex* 
pirt'd. 

No thanks he breathed, he proffered no 
request ; 

Rapt into still communion that tran¬ 
scends 

The imperfect 
praisi'. 

His mind was 
power 

That iiiad(' him 
love ! 

A Herdsman on the lonely mountain 
tops, 

Such intercourse was his, and in this sort 
Was his existence oftentimes possessed. 
O then how beautiful, how bright, ap¬ 
peared , 

The written promise! Early had he 
learned 

To reverence the volume that displays 
TJie mystery, the life which cannot die ; 
But in the mountains did he feel bis faith. 
All things, responsive to the writing, 
there 

Breathed immortality, revolving life, 
And greatness still revolving; incite: 
There littleness was not: the least of 
things 


offices of prayer and 
a thanksgiving to the 
I it was blessedness and 
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Seemed infinite; and 
^aped 

Her prospects, nor did he believe,—he 
saw. 

What wonder if his being thus became 
Sublime ana comprehensive ! Low de¬ 
sires. 

Low thoughts had there no place;,.yet 
was his heart •* * 

Lowly ; for he was mAik in gratitude, 

Olt as he called those ecstasies to mind. 
And whence they flowed , and from thexfji 
he acquired •. 

Wisdom, which works thro’ patience ; 
thence he learned 

In oft-recurring hours of sober thdught 
To look on Nature with a humble heart. 
Self-questioned where it did not under¬ 
stand. 

And with a superstitious eye of love. 

So passed the time ; yet to the nearest 
town 

He duly went with what small overplus 
His earnings might supply, and brought 
away 

The book that most had tempted his 
dc.sires 

While at the stall he read. Among the 
hills 

He gazed upon that mighty orb of song. 
The divine Milton. Lore of differcnl 
kind, 

The annual savings of a toilsome life, 

His School-master supplied ; books that 
explain 

The purer e;lemcnts of truth involved 
In lines and numbers, and, by charm 
severe, 

(Especially perceived where nature 
droops 

And feeling is suppressed) preserve the 
mind 

Busy in solitude and poverty. 

These occupations oftentimes decei 'ed 
The listless hours, while in the hollow 
vale, 

Hollow and green, he lay on the green 
turf 

In pensive idleness. What could he do. 
Thus daily thirsting, in that lonesome 
life, * 

With blind endeavours ? Yet, still up¬ 
permost. 

Nature was at his heart as if he felt. 
Though 5*01 he knew not how, a wasting 
power 

In all things that from her sweet influence 
Might tend to wean him. Therefore with 
her hues. 

Her forms, and with the spirit of her 
forms. 

He clothed the nakedness of austere truth. 


While yet he lingered in the rudimetiti 
Of science, dna among her simplest laws. 
His triangles—they were the 'Stars of 
heaven, ' 

The, silent stars ! Oft did he take delight 
To measure the altitude of some tall crag 
That is the eagle’s birth-place, or some 
peak t. 

Familiar with forgotten years, that shows 
Ttiscribed upon ite visionary sides, * 
The history of many a winter sti^m. 

Or dbscure records of the path of Tire. 

«- • « 

And thus before his eighteenth year 
* was told, 

.^cc;imiilated feelings pressed his heart 
With still ipcicasing weight; he was o’er- 
f piiwesed • . 

Bv Nature ; by the turbulence subdued 
Of his own min'd ; by mystery and hope, 
•And the fir.st virgin passion of a i^oul^ 
Cojamimin,g •/.iLh the glorious universe.' 
Full often wished he that the winds might 
rage , * «• 

When they a'cre silent: far bio*,c fosidly 
now • 

Than in his earlier season did he love 
Te Tipcsiuous nights-jrthe conflict and the 
sounds * 

Th'it live in darkness. From his intellect 
And from the stillness of abstracte(| 
thought 

He asked repose ; and, falling oft to win 
Tlie peace required, he scanned the laws 
of light 

Amid the roar of torr *nts, where they send 
From h illow clefts up to thq clearer air 
A cloud of mist, that smitten by the sun 
Varies its rainbow hues. But vainly 
thus. 

And vainly by all other means, he strove 
To mitigate the fever of his heart. 


in study, afid in ardent 
much wanting to 


reared 


In dreams, 
thought. 

Thus was he 
assist 

The growth of intellect, yet gaining more. 
And every moral feeling w his soul 
Strengthened and braced, by breathing 
in content 

The kt'.en, the wholesome, mr of poverty, 
A]^ drinking from the well of homely 
life. 

—But. from past Ubertyi. and trfed re- ' 
straints, - 0 * 

He now was,summoned to select the 
course 

Of humble industry that promised best 
To yield him no unworthy maintenance. \ 
Urged by his Mother, he essayed to teach 
A village-school—^but wandering thoughts 
were then 
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. A misery to him ; and the Youth re- Se'cene it was, unclouded by the cares 
signed • • Of ordinary life ; unvexed, unwarped 

A task he was unable to perform. By partial bondage. In his steady 

• course. 

That stern yet kindly ^irit, who,con- No piteous revolutions had he felt, 
strains No wild varieties of joy and grief. 

The Savoyard to quit his^aked rocks. Unoccupied by sorrow of its own. 

The free-born Swiss to leave his narrow Hi%* heart lay opAi; and, by nature 

vales, * tuned 

.Spirit attached to rejiions inountainotls And constant disposition of his thoughts 
Like their own stedfast clouds) did now To sympathy with man, ho was alive 
impel * To fill that was enjoyed where’er he went. 

His restless mind td lo( 9 k abroad with And all that was endured ; fur, in him- 
hope. • self 

—An irksome drudgery seems it to plod Happy, and quiet in his cheerfulness, 
on. , He rfad no painful pressure from without 

Through hot and dusty WAy& or pelting That made him turn aside from wretched- 
•storm^ • • • ness 

A v^rant Merchant under a heavy load With oiward fears. He could afford to 
Bent as he moves, and needing frequent sufTep 

rest; With those whom he saw suffer. Hence 

d(t such travellers iikd,their <^n it came 

delight; • That in our best experience he was rich. 

And their ItarcipservicQ, deemed debasing And in tlic w'isdom of our daily life. 

• iiow^ • • For hciice, minutely, in his various 

Gained merited respect id simpler limes ; rounds. 

When squire, and priest, and they who He had observed the progress and decay 
rotund them dwelt Of many minds, of minds and bodies too ; 

In rus4iic sequestration—all dependent The, history of many families ; 

Upon the Pedlar's toil—supplied their How thev had prospered ; how they were 
wants, o’erthrown 

or pleased their fancies, with the wares By passion or mischance, or such misrule 
he brought. Among the unthinking masters of the 

Not ignor.ant was the Youth that still earth 

no few As makes the nations groan. 

Of his adventurous countrymen were led This active course 

By perseverance in this track of life He followed till provision for his wants 
To., competence and ease :—to him it Had been obtained ;—the Wanderer then 
offered resolved 

Attractions manifold;—and this he chose. To pass the remnant of his days, imtasked 
—His Parents on the enterprise bestowed With needless services, from hardship 
Their farewell benediction, but with free. 

hearts ^ His calling laid aside, he lived at ease: 

Foreboding eVil. From his native hills But still he loved to pace the public roads 
• He wandered far; much did he see of And the wild paths; and, by the summer's 
men, warmth 

Xheir maimers, their enjoyments, and Invited, often would he leave his home 
pursuits. And journey far, revisiting the scenes 

Their pa 5 Sions\nd their feelings ; chiefly That to his memory were most endeared, 
those —Vigorous in health, of hopeful spirits, 

' Essential and eternal in the heart, undamped 

, That, 'mid the simpler forms of rural life. By worldly-inindednesS^or anxious care ; 
Exist more sirilple in their elements, • Observant, studious, thoughtful, and 
And speak a plainer l^guagc. In thcM refreshed 

wovds. • By knowledge gathered up from day to 

A lone Enthusiast, and among the fields, day : 

Itinbrant in this labour, h« had passed Thus had he lived a long and innocent 
' The better portion of his time ; and there liie. 

Spontaneously h'hd his affections thriven 

Amid the bounties of the year, the peace The Scottish Church, both on'himself 
And liberty td nature ; there he kept and those 

, In solitude and solitary thought With whom from childhood he grew up, 

' His mind in.a Just equipoise of love. had held 
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'shade 

Unnoticed did'I stand some minutes’ 
space. *■ 


The strong hand of her purity ; and I His eyes as if in drowsiness half shut, 
still ' i The shadows rff the breezy elms above 

Had watched him with an unrelenting J Dappling his face. He had not hpard the 
eye. I ^und 

This he remembered in his riper age | Of my approaching steps, and in the 
With gratituue, and reverential thoughts. 

But by the native vigour of his mind, 

By his habitual wanderings nut of dAors. i 
By loneliness, and goodness, and»Rindv' At length I hailed him, seeing that his 
works, • i hat , , 

Whate’er, in docile childhood or in youth. Was moist with water*drops, as if the 
He had imbibed of fear or darker thought ■ •biiin 

Was melted all away ; so t£ue was this. Had newly scuopc^ a running stream. 
That sometimes his religion seemed to | Hi* rose, « 

me iVnd ere our lively greeting into peace 

Self-taught, as of a dreamer in the wnods ; Had settled, “ ’Tis,” said I, “ a burning 
Who to the model of his own pure heart ' * day : ,, 

Shaped his belief, as grace divine iii- , My lips ar^^ parched wit«t thirst, but .you, 
spired, | it seenis, ‘ 

And human reason dictated wHh awe. ; Have somewhere found relief.” *' He, 
—And surely never did there live on ; at the word, 

earth i Pointing towfrds a sweet-briar, Ifadeuio 

A man of kindlier nature. The rough ’ * 

sports 

And teasing ways of children vexed not 
him ; 

Indulgent listener was he to the tongue 
Of garrulous age ; nor did the sick man’s 
tale. 

To his fraternal sympathy addressed. 

Obtain reluctant hearing. 

Plain his garb ; 

Such as might suit .1 rustic Sire, pre¬ 
pared 

For sabbath duties ; yet he was a man 
Whom no one could have passed without 
remark. 

Active and nervous was his gait ; bis 
limbs 

And his whole figure breathed intelligence. 

Time had compressed the freshness of 
his cheek 

Into a narrower circle of deep red. 

But had not tamed his e.yc j that, under 
brows • 

Shaggy and grey, had meanings which 
it brought 

From years of youth ; which, like a Being 
made 

Of many Beings, he had wondrous skill 
To blend with knowledge of the years to 
come, • i 

Human, or such as lie beyond the grave. ' 


climb' 

The fence where that Ji.si)j,nng shrub 
looked ^put * », . » I 

Upon the publii; way. It was plot 
Of garden ground run wild, its niaUcd 
weeds , ^ 

Marked with the sfrps of those,^whom, 
as they passed. 

The gooseberry trees that shot in long 
lank slips, * 

Or currants, hanging from their leafless 
stems. 

In scanty strings, had tempted to o'er- 
leap 

The broken wall. I looked mound, and 
there, * 

Where two tall hedge-rows of thick alder 
boughs 

J oined in a cold damp nook, espied a well 
Shrouded with willow-flowers and plumy 
fern. 

My thirst I slaked,^aud, from the cheer¬ 
less spot 

Withdrawing, straightway to the shade 
returned ^ , 

Where sate the old Man on the cottage- 
bench ; 

And, while, beside him, with uncovered 
head, 

I yet was standing, freely to respire, 

1 ^id cool my temples in Kie fanning air. 
^I^us did he spgak. ” I see around me 
here * ^ • 

Things which you cannot ace'*, wo die, 
my Fri(y:id, 


So was He framed ; and such his course 
of life 

Who now, with no appendage but a staff. 

The prized memorial of relinijuished i Nor we alone, but that which each man 


toils. 

Upon that .cottage-bench reposed his 
limbs. 

Screened from the sun. Supine the 
Wanderer lay. 


loved • 

And prized in his peculiar nook of earth 
Dies with him, or is changed ; and very 
soon 

Even of the good is no memorial left. 
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—^The Poets, in their elegies and songs 
Lamentipg the desparted, call the groves, 
They call upon the hills and strcagis to 
mourn, » * 

And senseless rocks ; nor idly ; for tftiey 
speak. 

In these,their invocations,*' 4 gith a voice 
Obedient to the strong creative power 
04human passion. Syn^-tathies there anr 
More tranquil, yet perhaps of kindred 
birth, • 

That steal upov the medU'ative mind. 


Nof speaking much, pleased rather with 
the joy 

Of her own thoughts : by some especial 
care 

Her temper had been fraiAcd. as if to 
make 

A Being, w'ho bj’ adding love to peace 

JMign%Iive on earth a life of happiness. 

Her wedded I’artiXT lacked nf)t on his 
side 

! Tlif humble worth that satisfied her 

i * heart : . 


And grow with thought* Beside yon; Frugal, affectionate, sober, and withal 
spring I stood, •; Keenly industrious. She with pride 

And eyed its waters till we seemed to feci: would loll 

One sadness, they and I. ^Foi them a' That he was often seated .at his loom. 

bond 0 summer, ere the mower was abroad 

Of ^othe^hood is broken : "time na.s ' Among the dewy grass—in c.-irly spring. 
Been, 1 lire the last star had vanished.—They 

When, every day, the touch of human | whf> passed 

• •haifd ,1 i .At rveniiig, from behind the garden fence 

Dislodged the {latural sleep fliat bii?ds j Might liear his busy spade, which he 
them ui> I would ply. 

,Ui my^rtt'il stillness ; afld thc^ ministered ! After his daily work, until the light 
To humati cornforf. Stooping down to , Mad failed, and every leaf and flower 


Stooping 

Tlrink, 

Upon the slim)^fc»ot-stone I (spied 
The usefcss fragnicut%f a wooden bowl, 
Green unth the moss of years, and subject 
only > 

n the soft handling of the elements : 
There let it lie—how foolish are such 
thoLiglits ! 

Forgive them ;—^never—never did my 
steps 

Approach this door but she who dwelt 
within • • ' 

A daughter's w'clcome gave me, and I 
loved her 

As my ow'n child. Oh, Sir ! the good die 
first. 

And they whose hearts are dry as summer 
dust • 

■ Burn to the socket. Many a passenger 
Hath blessed poor Margaret for her 
» gentle looks. 

When she upheld the cool refreshment 
(Irawn \ 

From that forsaken spring ; and 110 one 
came 

But he was vrelcome ; no one went awav 
But that it seefhed she loved him. She ^ 
I dead, ^ * 

The light extin^isbed of her lonely hut, 
The hut itself abandoned to decay, 

' And she forgotten in the qqiet grave. 

I speak," continued be, " of One whose 
stock 

Of virtues bloomed beneath this lowly 
roof. 

She was a Woman of a steady mind, 
Teoder hod deep in her excess of love; 


flower 

were lost 

In the dark hedges. So their days were 
spent 

In peare and comfort ; and a pretty boy 
Was their best hope, next to the God in 
heaven. 

Not twenty years ago, but you I think 
Can sr.ircely bear it now in mind, there 
c.iinc 

Two blighting seasons, whert the fields 
were left 

With half a harvest. It pleased Heaven 
to add 

A worse afflict ion in the plague of war: 
This happy Land was stricken to the 
heart ! 

A W.iiulerer then among the cottages, 

I, with niy freight of winter raiment, saw 
The hardships of that season : many rich 
Sauk down, as in a dream, among the 
poor : 

And of the poor did many cease to be. 
And their place knew them not. Mean¬ 
while, abridged 

Of daily comforts, glac^y reconciled 
1 To numerous self-denials, Margaret 

struggling on through those calam 
itoiis years 

With cheerful hope, until the second 
autumn. 

When her life’s Helpmate on a sick-bed 
Is y. 

Smitten with perilous fever. In disease 
He lingered long ; and, when his strength 
returned, 

He found the little he had stored, to meet 
The hour of accident or crippling age, 
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Wassail consumed. A second infant how 
Was added 4 o the troubles of a time 
Laden, for them and all of their degree. 
With care and sorrow ; shoals of artisans 
From ilbrecfiiited labour turned adrift 
Sought daily bread from public charity, 
They, and their wwes and children— 
happier far , ‘ , 

Could they have livk-'d as do the little 
birds 

That peck along the hedge-rows, or the 
kite ^ ' 

That makes her dwelling on the moun¬ 
tain rocks ! 

It 

A sad reverse it was for him who long 
Had filled with plenty, and possessed in 
peace. 

This lonely Cottage. At tl\e door he 
stood. 

And whistled many a snatch of merry 
tunes 

That had no mirth in them ; or with his 
knife 

Carved uncouth figures on the heads of 
sticks— 

Then, not less idly, sought, through 
every nook 

In house or garden, any casual work 
Of use or ornament; and with a strange, 
Amusing, yet uneasy, novelty. 

He mingled, where he might, the various 
tasks 

Of summer, autumn, winter, and of 
spring. 

But this endured not; his good humour 
soon 

Became a weight in which no pleasure 
was : 

And poverty brought on a petted mood 
Vnd a sore temper : day by day he 
drooped. 

And he would leave his work—and to the 
town , 

Would turn without an errand his slack 
steps : 

Or wander here and there among the 
fields. 

One while he would speak lightly of his 
babes. 

And with a cruq] tongue : at other times 
He tossed them with a false unnatural 

joy •• ^ 

And ’twas a rueful thing to see the looksf 
Of the poor innocent children. ' Every 
smile,’ 

Said Margaret to me, here beneath these 
trees, 

* Made my heart bleed.’ ” 

At this the Wanderer paused; 
And. looking up to those enormous elms. 
He said, “ 'Tis now the hour of deepest 
noon. 


At this stilL season of repose and pieace. 
This hour when all things which are not 
at rest 

Arecmeerful ;tArhile this multitude of flies 
With tuneful hum is filling all the air ; 
Why should a tear be on an old Man’s 
cheek ?, * 

Why should we thus, with an imtoward 
i mind, ^ ^ 

And in the weakness of humanity. 

From natural wisdom turn dkg hearts 
away; . < 

To natural cemfort shut our eyes and 
1 ears; 

And, feeding on disquiet, thus disturb 
Tht‘ calm of nature with our r^tless 

thniitfSts ? ” 


thou^! 


V 


He spake with somewhat of a sf»lemn 
tone : * 

But, when ^ ended, there was int' his 
f face * 

Such easy cheerfulness, *a l^ok so mild, 
That for a little tftne it Aole away , 
All recollet?fcion^; and that sftnjlle tile 
Passed from my mind like a forgftitten 
sound. , 

A while on trivial things wc Held dis¬ 
course, * 

To me soon tasteless. ,In my own des¬ 
pite, 

I thought of that poor Woman as of one 
Whom I had known and loved. He had 
rehearsed 

Her homely tale with such familiar 
power. 

With such an active counteuance, an eye 
So busy, that the things of which he 
spake 

Seemed present; and, attention now 
relaxed, 

A heart-felt chillness crept along my 
veins. “ « 

I rose; and, having left the breezy shade,,, 
Stood drinking comfort from the warmer 
sun, ^ 

That had not cheered me long—ere, 
looking round t 
Upon that tranquil Ruin, I returned. 

And begged of the old Man that, for my 
sake, 

He would resume his story. 


* Hf replied. 

It were a wantomtessf And would 
demand 

Severe reproof, if we were men whose 
hearts * 

Could hold vain dalliance with the misery 

Even of the dead : contented thence to 
draw 

A momentary pleasure, never marked . 

By reason, barren of all future good. 
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But we have known th^ ^here is often Said Margaret. ' for I knew it was his 
found hand ^ ‘ 

In mournful thoughts, and always might That must have placed it there; and ere 
be found, ^ • that day 

A power to virtue friendly ; wer’t not so. Was ended, that long '^aisxious day, I 
1 am a dreamer among men, indeed learned. 

An idle dreamer ! ’Tis«a common tale. From one who byjny husband had been 
An ordinary sorrow of mSn’s life, ^ sent 

A talc of silent suffering, hardly cloth^a Witii the sad new^, that he had joined a 
Bn bodily form.—Bift without further troop 

'bidding • Of soldiers, going to a distant land. 

I will proceed. , i*—He left me thus—he could not gather 

WhUe thus it ijjred with them, j heart 
To whom this cottage, till those hapless ■ To take a farewell of me : for he feared 
years, ; Tlubt I should follow with my babes, and 

Had been a blessed home, it was my j sink 

bhance • • ' Beneath the misery of that wandering 

To’trave]»in a Country far rewnnte 1 life.’ 

And when these lofty elms once more i i ^ 

appeared, Margaret tell with many 

What jjleasaiit expectations lured me <»n . ’ i j j r j 

the flat Common t^With cpiick And, when she ended. I had little power 
step I reached and was glad to take, 

The thrcslfoldf liftcd.with light hand the from her own mouth 

• -lateh • • served 

Blit, when I entered, Mhrgaret looked at *^f***||r both. But long we had not 
me taikecl 

A little whil^; then turned her head built up a pile of better thoughts, 

And with a brighter eye she looked 

Cr\nnr,l, Iaisb elf liner /Inrun iinnn n aFOUlld 


Speechless,—and, sitting down upon a . j ^ x ■ 

chair As if she had been shedding tears of joy. 

Wept bitterly, I wist not what to do. iwas the time of early 

Nor how to speak to her. Poor Wretch ! _ , ’ .... j * i 

at last f "“S'’ ■'vith her garden tools ; 

She rose from off her seat, and then —O And well remember, o’er that fenc she 


Sir 1 looked. 

I cannot UU how she pronounced my And, whiio i paced along the foot-way 
name 

With fervent love^andwith a face of grief ^ blessing after me. 

Unutterably helpless, and a look cheerfulness, and with a 

That seemed to cling upon me, she en- . 

quired That seemed the very sound of happy 

If I had seen Jer husband. As she spake thoughts. 

A strange surprise and fear came to niy [ I roved o'er many a hill and many a 
heart. 


Nor had I power to answer ere she told With my accustomed load ; in heat and 


*That be had disappeared—not two 
mbnths gone. 

He left his neuse : two wretched days 
had past. 


cold. 

Through many a wood and many an 
open ground, 

In sunshine and in shade, in wet and fair. 


And on the third, as wistfully she raised Drooping or blithe of heart, as might 
Her head frqip off her pillow, to look befal: * 

forth, • My best companions now the driving 

'Like one in trouble, £or returning lighf^ winds. 


Within*her chamber-casement she espied .^.nd now the * trotting brooks ’ and whis- 


A folded bsf^er, lying as if placed 
To meet her waking eyes^ This trem¬ 
blingly , 

She opened—found no writing, but 
beheld 

Pieces of monev carefully enclosed. 


Silver and gold, 
sight,' 


pering trees, 

.And now the music of my own sad steps, 
With manv a short-lived thought that 
passed between. 

And disappeared. 

I journeyed back way. 


* I shuddered at the Wlien, in the warmth of midsummer, the 

wheat 
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Was yellow ; and the soft and bladed 
gfass, 

Springing afresh, bad o’er the hay-field 
spread 

Its tender vcrilure. At the door arrived, 
I found that she was absent. In the 
shade, v 

Where now we sit, I waited her retufit. 
Her cottage, then a cheerful object, wore 
Its customary look,—only, it seemed. 

The honeysuckle, crowding round the 
porch. 

Hung down in heavier tufts'; and that 
bright weed. 

The yellow stone-crop, sufTcred to .*akc 
root 

Along the window’s edge, profusely grew 
Blinding the lower panes. I turned aside, 
And strolled into her garden.. It ap¬ 
peared 

To lag behind the season, and had lost 
Its pride of neatness. Daisy-flowers 
and thrift 

Had broken their trim border-lines, and 
straggled 

O’er paths they used to deck : caniations, 
once 

Prized for surpassing beauty, and no 
less 

For the peculiar pains they had required, 
Declined their languid heads, wanting 
support. 

The cumbrous bind-weed, with its 
wreaths and bells. 

Had twined about her two small rows of 
peas, 

And dragged them to the earth. 

Ere this an hour 
Was wasted.—Back I turned my restless 
steps ; 

A stranger passed ; and, guessing whom 
I sought. 

He said that she was used to rumble far.— 
The sun was sinking in the west; and, 
now 

1 sate with sad impatience.. From within 
Her solitary infant cried aloud : 

Then, like a blast that dies uway self- 
stilled, 

The voice was silent. From the bench I 
rose ; ^ 

But neither could divert nor soothe my 
thoughts. 

The spot, though fair, was very desolate— 
The lunger I remained, more desolate : 
And, looking round me, now I first 
observed 

The comer stones, on either side the 
porch, 

With dull red stains discoloured, and 
stu^ o’er 

With tufts and hairs of wool, as if the 
sheep, 


That fed upoi? t^e Common, thither came 
Familiarly, and found a couching-place 
Even at her threshold. Deeper shadows 
tdil ^ 

From these tall elms ; the cottage-clQCk 
struck eight;— 

I turned, and' saw her distant a few 
steps. * * 

H^r face was pale and thin—^her figure, 
too, * * 

Wastchanged. As she unlocked door, 
she .said, , , 

‘ It grieves me .you have waited here so 
I long. 

But, in good truth, Tve wandered much 
•of late ; 

And, sonictinfes—to mv shame I speak 

• —ha\1* need 

Of my best prayers to bring me h'ack 
again.’ 

Wliile on the. board she spread oU¥ cven-^ 

* irig meal,*^ 

She told me—interriiptini not the work 
Which gave cmplrtynicnt* to *ner listless 
hands— . 

That she had parted with her elder chi 5 d ; 
To a kind master on a distant farm 
Now happily appreKticed .—‘1 pbreeive 
You look at me, and you have caut.e ; to¬ 
day 

I have been travelling far; and many^ 
days 

About the fields I wander, knowing this 
Only, that wh.at I seek I cannot find : 
And so I waste, my time : for I am 
changed ; 

And to myself,’ said she, f<have done 
much wrong 

And to this helpless infant. 1 have slept 
Weeping, and weeping have I waked; 
my tears 

Have flowed as if my body were not such 
As others arc ; aiid*l coukl never die. 
But I am now in mind and in my heart 
More e.'tsy ; and I hope,’ said she, ‘ that 
God 

Will give me patience to endure the thing^ 
Which I behold at home.V 

It woulfi. have grieved 
Your very soul to see her. Sir, I feel 
The story linger in my heart; I fear 
’Tis long and tedious; iiut my spirit 
• clings , 

To that poor Wofiian :—so fam^iarly 
Do I perceive her manndf, her look. 
And presence ; and so deeply do I feel 
Her goodness, that, not seldom, in my 
walks « 

A momentary trance comes over me: 
And to myself I seem to muse on One 
By sorrow laid asleep ; or borne away, 

A human being destined to awake 
To human life, or something very near 
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To human life, when he shall come again I In*, seemly order, now, with straggling 
For whom she suHered. ♦Yes, it would ! leaves 

have grieVed i Lay scattered here and there, open or 

Your very soul to see her : evermo^p shut. 

Her eyelids drooped, her ^yes downward As they had chanced to fall. Her infant 
were cast; ’ Babe 

And, when she at her tab^ gave me food, j Had from its Mother caught the trick of 
She dici not look at me. Her voice was < « P[nrf. • 

low, ^ And* sighed among its playthings. I 

Mer body was subduotl. In every aA. ! withdrew. » 

Pertaining to her house-allairs, appeared And once again entering llic garden saw. 
The careless stillness of a thinking Ihind • Mtirn plainly still, that poverty and grief 
Self-occupied f to Vhieh all outward ; Were now gome nearer to her: weeds 
things • defaced 

Arc like an idle matter. Still she sighed. The inirdened soil, and knots of withered 
But yet no niotjun of the breast .was i ^rass : 

*?en, «iii i No ridges there appeared of clear black_ 

No heavir^g of the heart. by-^he ■ mold. 

^re * ; No winter greenness; of her herbs and 

We sate.togetbcr, sighs c-nmc on my ear, ' llnwers, 

I kiiev^not how, and hardly whence they . It seemed tlie better part w'cre gnawed 
.* • came. t ■ away 

m Or tranipJod into earth ; a chain of 

Ere my departure,J.o her care 1 gave, . straw, 

J^orlier folk’s use, some tokcyis of reg.aril. Which had been twim d .ibout the slender 
Wlj|ch with a look of welcome slie re- , sti'iii 

ceived ; Of a '-onng apple-tree, lav at its root ; 

And 1 » exhorted he,j; to plate lier trust 'I'he bark was nilibled round by truant 
In ('loci's good love, and seek his lielp by sh('<-p. 

prayer. —Margaret stood near, her infant in her 

took my ^laf{^uld, when. I kissed her arms, 

babe, .And, noting that niyeyewason the tree. 

The tears stood in her eyes. I left her She said, ‘ 1 fear it will be dead and gone 
then lire Kuhert conic again.’ Whem to the 

With the best hope and coinfoit 1 could House 

give : We had returned together, she enquired. 

She thanke^ me for my wish ;—but for If I had any he.jie :—but for her babe 
my hope ; And for her littli* orphan boy, she said, 

>It seemed she did not thank rne. She had no wish to live, that she must die 

' I returned, ' Of sorrow. Yet 1 saw the idle loom 

And too my rounds along this road Still in its place ; his Sunday garments 
again , hung 

When on its sunny^bank the primrose Upon the .>se]f-saine nail; his very staff 
flower * , Stood undisturbed behind the door. 

Peeped forth, to gik^e an earnest of the And when. 

Spring. ; In bleak December, T retraced this way, 

«! found her sad and drooping : she had She told me that her little babe was dead, 
learned * j And she was left alone. She now. 

No tidings ofmer husband ; if he lived, : released 

She knew not that he lived; if he were ' From her maternal cares, had taken up 
dead, i The, employment common through these 

She knew not Jie was dead. She seemed , wilds, and gained# 

‘ the same* # i By spinning hemp, a pittance for herself ; 

•In person and appearance; but hei* And for this end had hired a neighbour’s 
hdlise • i boy , , , , 

Bespake 11 fleepy hand of negligence ; : To give her needful help. Tiiat very 

The floor was neither drymor neat, the I time 

hearth i Most willingly she put her 4vork aside. 

Was comfortless, and her small lot of i And walked with me along the miry road,. 

books. ' Heedless how far ; and, in such piteous 

Which, ia the cottage-window, heretofore I sort 
- Had been piled up against the corner. That any heart had ached to hear her, 
panes , I . begged 
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That, wheresoe'er I went, 1 still would jpisk 
For him whom she had lust. We parted 
then— 

Our final parting: for irom that time 
forth 

Did many s^sons pass ere I returned 
Into this tract again. 

Nine tedious years ; 


EXCURSION 


Chequered the green-grown thatch. And" 
so she Uv^d 

Through the long winter^ reckless and 
:^,oue ; 

Uutjl her hou^ by frost, and thaw, and 
rain. 

Was sapped ; ,and while she slept, the 
nightly ^ainps 


From their first separation, nine;.long'*■ Did chill her breast; and in the stormy 
years, ^ ' day • • 

She lingered in unquiet widowhood : Her tattered clothes were ruffled,by the 

A Wife and Widow. Needs must it hav^ ‘wind, ^ 

been Even at the side of her own fire. Yet still 

A sore heart-wasting ! I have heard, She loved this Svretched spot, nor would 
■ my Friend, ' for worlds 

That in yon arbour oftentimes she .s;ltc Hays parted hence ; and still that length 
Alone, through half the vacant sabbath of roa^ « 

day ; Aiu^j this ^nde bench, oAa torturing hope 

And, if a dog passed by, she still would ' endeared, t- 

quit ’ I Fast rooted at her heart: and here, my 

The shade, and look abroad. On this old i Friend,— 

-bench I In ,'-jckness,shj remained ; and here she 

For hours she sate ; and evermore her eye i died ; 

Was busy in the distance, shaping things , Last human tentqit of,, these ruined 
That made her heart beat quick. You j walls! ” i ‘ 

see that path, I k 

Now faint,—the grass has crept o’er its I The old Man ceased : he saw that I 
grey line ; was moved ; ^ 

There, to and fro, she paced through ' From that low bench, rising instinctively 
many a day | I turned aside in weakness, nor had 

Of the warm summer, from a belt of hemp 1 power vv . 

That girt her waist, spinning the long- | To thank him for the tale which he had 
drawn thread i told. 

With backward steps. Yet ever as there 1 1 sl<K)d, and leaning o’er'thc garden wall 
passed j Reviewed that Woman’s sufferings ; and 

A man whose garments showed the sol-' it seemed 

dicr's red, j To comfort me while with ^ brother's 


Or crippled mendicant in sailor's garb, 


love 


The little child who sate to turn the wheel' I blessed her in the impotence of grief. 


Ceased from his task ; and she with fal 
tering voice 

Made many a fond enquiry ; and when 
they. 

Whose presence gave no comfort, were 
gone by. 

Her heart was still more sad. And by 
yon gate, 

That bars the traveller's road, she often 
stood, 

And when a stranger horseman came, 
the latch 

Would lift, and m his face look wist- 
I fully: 

Most happy, if, from aught discovered 
there 

Of tender feeling, she might dare repeat 

The same sad question. Meanwhile her 
poor Hut» 

Sank to decay ; for he was gone, whose 
hand, 

thu first nipping of October frost, 
^Closed up each chink, and with fresh 
bands of straw 


Then towards the cottage 1 returned; 
and traced 

Fondly, though with an interest more 
mild, 

That secret spirit of hmnatiity 

Which, ’mid the calm oblivious tendencies 

Of nature, ’mid her plants, and weeds* 
and flowers, 

And silent overgrowings, still survived. 

The Old .Man, noting this,, resumed, and 
said, 

“My Friend! enough to sorrow you 
have given. 

The purposes of wisdom ask no more: 

ijt'or more would she have craved as due ' ■ 
to One '' 

Who, in her worst distress, hfh(^ ofttimes 
felt 

The unbounded might of prayer; and 
learned, with soul 

Fixed on the Cross, that consolation 
springs, 

From Sources deeper far thlui deepest 
pain, 
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For the meek Suffere?. ' Why lliun 
should we read 

The forms of things with an unwjrlhv 
eye ? • ^ ' 

She sleeps in the calm earth, aud peace is 
here, 


Whose meditative sympathies repose 
Upon the breast of Faith. 1 turned 
away. 

And walked along my road in happiness.” 
He ceased Ere long the sun declining 


nere, , i lie ceas( 

I well remember that thosc^very plumes, I a,shot. 

Those weeds, and the high spear-grass 7A sliJtit and mellow radiance, which be- 
o on that wall, « ^ i gan 

By mist and silent rain-drops silvere<l | To fall upon us, while, beneath the trebs, 
o’er, ' i \Ve sate on that low bencli : and now we 

As once I jiaased, Ato iny heart eon- j fell. «• 

veyed ' i Admonished thus, the sweet hour com- 

So still an image of tranquillitv, '; nig on. 

So calm aud still, ana itxiked so beajuii- ' A Imiiei warbled from those lofty elms, 
fnl s . I A thi'u-tli sang loud, and other inclodie.<>. 

Amid the ^iieas^ thoughts w,^ich ti'led At distance hoard, peopled the milder air. 

mind. The old Man rose, and, with a sprightly 

That whgt we feel of sorrow and despair ; mien * 

From rum and from change, and all the ; Of hopeful preparation, gr.isped his staff ; 

• '• gritf *' Together casting then a farewell look 

That passing “hows of Being leave be- ■ Upon those silent walls, we left the 
hind. * j , shade; 

Appe^re^an idle dream, that cfiuld iii'ijii-' .\ud, ere the stars were visible, had 
lain! j ; reached 

Nowmere, doinmioii o’er the enlightened j A \ il 1 .ige-inn.—our evening resting- 


spifit 


place 




BOOK SECOND 


THE SOLITARY 
ARGL'MKNT 

Tlie Author describes his tiav. s with Iho Wan- 
derr.r, whos^ character i'? further illusti.itcil 
—Morning scene, and view of a \']ll<ige \N'.ike 
—Wanderer’s arcouiit of a Friend wlu'in he 
pitrpos‘‘5 to visit—^View, from an einineuee, 
of the Valley which his Friend had ctioscii for 
his retreat—Sound of singing from below- 
funeral procession—Descent into the Valiev 
—Observations* drawif from ih. Waiidvn i 
at sight of a book accidentally discovered m 
a recess in the Vallej—Meeting with the 
Wanderer's friend, the Solitary—Wanderer'', 
o description of the mode of burial in this 
mountainous cUstrict—Solitary contrasts with 
this, that of me individnat carried a few 
minutes before ffom the cottage—'The cottage 
catered—Description of the Solitary’s apart¬ 
ment—Repast there—View, from the window, 
of two mountain summits ; and the Solitary’s 
description of tne companionship thev aHor|| 

I him—Account of the departed inmate of thes 
cottageir-Deacriptioa of* a grand spectacle 
upon the iBo^ntmns, with its effect upon the 
- Solitary’s mind—Leave the house. 

In days of yore* how fortunately fared 
The Minstrel I wandering on from hall 
to hall. 

Baronial coui$ or royal; cheered with 
gifts 

Munificent, and love, and ladies’ praise ; 


Now meeting mi hi< road an armed 
knight, 

Xi>\v resting with a pilgrim liy the side 

Of a clear briKik :—beneuth .in abbey’s 
roof 

One evening siiinptii<ni'.ly lodged : the 
next. 

Humbly in u religious ho>pital ; 

Or with >omt* ineriy outlaws of the 
wootl ; 

Or liaplv shroiidod in a hernut's cell. 

yirii. sleeping or awake, the robber 
vpared : 

He walked—jiri'tected troin the sword 
of war 

Hv virtue of that sacred instrument 

His harp, suspended at the traveller’s 
side : 

His dear companion wh^esoe’er he went 

Opening from land to land an easy way 

By melody, and by the charm of verse. 

Vet not the noblest of that honoured 
Race 

Drew happier, loftier, more enipassioned. 
thoughts 

From hii long journeyings and eventful 
life. 

Than this obscure Itinerant had skill 

To gather, ranging through the tamer 
grouii 1 

Of these our unimaginative days ; 

P P ' 
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Both while'he trod the earth in humblust 
guise 

Accoutred with his burlhcti and his 
staff ; 

And now, whrn free to move with lighter 
pace. 

• What wonder, then, if T, whose 
ourite school « 

Hath been tlic Adds, liie road;., and rural 
lanes, 

.Looked on this guide w'ith reverent ial 
ove ? 

Each with the other })lcased, wo now 
pursued ^ 

Our journey, under favourable skies. 
Turn wheresfic’er w’c would, he was a 
light 

irnfailing: not a hamli-t ould we pass. 
Rarely a house, that did not 3'iMd to him 
Remembrances ; or from Ins tongue call 
forth 

Some way-beguiling tale. Nor less regard 
Accompanied those strains ot apt dis¬ 
course. 

Which nature's various object-, might 
inspire ; 

And in the silence of his face I ro.id 
His overflowing spirit. Birds and beasts. 
And the mute fish that glances iu the 
stream, 

And harmless reptile coiling in tlie sun. 
And gorgeous insect hovering iu the air, 
The fowl domestic, and the household 
dog— 

In his capacious mind, he loved them all : 
Their rights acknowledging he felt for all. 
Oft was occasion given me to perceive 
Ho-w the calm pleasures of the pasturing 
herd 

To happy contemplation soothed his 
walk ; 

How the poor briile’s condition, forced 
to run 

Its course of suffering in the jiublic road,'’ 
Sad contrast ! .all too often smote his 
heart 

With unavailing pity. Rich in love 
And sweet humanity, he was, himself, 
To the degree that he desired, beloved. 
Smiles of good-will from faces that he 
knew 

Greeted us all day long; wc took our 
seats 

By many a cottage-hearth, where he 
received 

The welcome of an Inmate froin afar. 
And 1 at once forgot. I was a Stranger. 
—Nor was he loth to enter ragged Imts, 
Huts where his charity was blest; his 
voice 

Heard as the voice of an experienced 
friend. 


And, sometimij^s—^where the poor man ' 
held dispute 

With his own mind, unable to 'Subdue 
Impatiicnce through inaptness to per- 
*'-eive 

General distress in his particular lot; 

Or cherishing resentment, or in vain 
Strugglmg aguinst it i with a soul per¬ 
plexed, 

Ahcl finding in herself no steady powL/ 
To flfjivv the line of comfort th^ divides 
Cal.imily. the chastisement of heaven. 
From the injustice of our brother men— 
To him appeal was made as to a judge ; 
Who, with an understand! ig heart, 

> allayed 

The perturbatwin : listened to the plea ; 
Ke#i)lved the dubious point ; and sen¬ 
tence gave 

So grounded, so applied, that it was 
heard _ ^ 

Wkli softeuen spirit, even when it con-'', 
demned. 

Such intc.'course I witucist:'', ’"hile' 
we roved, - 

Now as his choice directed, now a.s mine ; 
Or both, with equal (^eadiuess of v. ill, 

Oiir course submitting to the changeful 
breeze 

Of accident. But wht . the rising suo 
Had three times called us to renew our 
walk. 

My Fellow-traveller, with earnest voice. 
As if the thought were but a moment old, 
Claimed absolute doiiiiiiion for the day. 
We started—and he led me towards the 
hills. 

Up through an ample vale, with higher 
hills 

Before us, mountains stern and desolate ; 
But, in the majesty of distance, now 
Set off, and to oufe ken appearing fair 
Of aspect, with aerial softness clad. 

And beautified with iporning’s purple 
beams. 

*; 

The wealthy, the luxi^ious, by the 
stress . 

Of business roused, or pleasure, ere their 
time, 

May roll in chariots, or pravoke the hoofs 
Of the fleet coursers they bestride, to 
' ' raise .. ' 

From earth the dust of morning,'slow to 
rise; . 

And they, if blest with health and hearts 
at ease. 

Shall lack not their enjoyment:—^but 
bow faint 

Compared with ours 1 who^ pacing side 
by side. 

Could, with an eye of leisure, look on all 
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Nat one hour merely, but till evening’s 
c’ose. 


That \vc beheld ; and Icadathe listening 
sense 

To every grateful sound of earth and air ; ! The simple pastimes of the day and 
Pausing at will—f>ur spirts bracett. our { place. 

thoughts • j Bv the fleet Racers, ere the sun be set. 

Pleasant as roses in the thickets blown, ■ The turf of yon large pasture will be 


And pure as dew bathing their criin-.on 
leaves. 




skimiii'’d; 

(TJftre, too, lisr lusty Wrestlers shall con- 

, , . • I tpud: • ■ 

Mount slowly, sun ! that we may jour- ■ But know we not that he, who intermits 

iiey long, • [ The appointed task and duties of the day. 

By this dark^ hill prolgcted from thy ‘ t^iitunes full^oft the pleasures of the day ; 

beams ! • , Checking the liner spirits that refuse 

Such is the summer pilgrim’s frequen^ T<i flow, when purposes are lightly 
wish : i ch 'ingcd ? 

But nuickly fri»ni ainousL our inovfting ' A length of journey yet remains un- 
fhoughls 0 • ’ traced : 

*Twas chSsed .-uvay : for, tfiwanl The ' Let us proe.ee.d.” Then, pointing with 

•western side his staff 

Of the bfoad vale, casting a casual glance. Raised toward those craggy summits, 
%W* saw a throng of peopl|—wherefore ■ hi-, intent 

met ? _ • He thus imp.irted 

Blithe 
jOn the . 

^'ielfJ ■ ^ * coaled, 

PrifUipt answer : they proclaim the | You will receive, behirc the hour of noon, 
manual .-W^ake. I flood recompense, I hope, for this day’s 

Which the bri^it seisoii favimrs.—Tabor ; toil. 

and pipe From sight i>f One who lives secluded 

In purjjose join^|o hasten or reprove there, 

^he laggard Itflstic : and repay with ! Lonesome and lost ; of whom, and whose 
boons i past life, 

Of merriment a party-coloured knot, | (Mot to forestall such knowledge as may 
Already formed upon the village-green. ' be 

—Beyond the limits of the shadow cast ! More faithfully collected from himself) 

By the broad hill, glistened upon our 
sight • 

That gav assemblage. Round them and 
above. 


let r 

not(^s of innsic, suddenly let loose ' “ In a spot that lies 

c thrilleu ear, 4 uid flags iipri-sing, | Among yon mountain fastnesses con- 


! This brief cunim unicat ion shall suflice. 

Though now sojourning there, he, like 
invself. 


Glitter, with dark recesses interposed, ! Sprang from a stock of lowly parentage 
Casement, and cottage-roof, and stems i Among the wilds of Scotland, in a tract 


of trees 

Half-veiled in vapollry cloud, the silver 
steam . 

Of dews fast melting on their leafy T 
boughs 


Where many a sheltered and well-tended 
plant. 

Bears, on the humblest ground of social 
life, 

! Blossoms of piety and innocence. 


^y the strong sunbeams smitten. Like i Such grateful promises his youth dis- 
a mast ^ 1 plavcd : 

And, having shown in study forward 
7 .eal, 


a mast 

Of gold, the Maypole shines ; as if the 
rays 

Of morning, aided by exhaling dew. 


lie to the Ministry was duly called : 


With gladsoxMe influence coiild re-ani- ■ And straight, incited By a curious mind 
, mate Filled with vague hopes, he undertook 


The f^ed garlands Wangling from its 
sides* • * 




the charge 

I Of Chaplain to a military troop 
I Cheered by the Highland bagpipe, as 
Said I, ** The music and'the sprightly I they marched 

scene • ' In plaided vest,—his fellow-country- 

Invite us : shall we quit our road, and | men. 

join I This office tilling, yet by native power 

These festive matins ? ”—He replied, ; And force of native inclination made 
“ Hot loth I An intellectual ruler in the haunts 

To linger I would here with you partake.' Of social vanity, he walked the world. 
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Ga>v and affecting graceful gaiety ; / 

Lax, buoyant—^less a pastor with his 
ffock 

Than a soldier among soldiers—lived and 
roamed 

Where Fortiifie led :—and Fortune, who 
oft proves 

The careless wanderer's friend, to him 
made known t 

A blcKjming Lady—a Conspicuous flower. 

Admired for beauty, for her sweetne>NS 
praised ; 

Whom ho had sensibility tr love. 

Ambition to attempt, and skill to win. 


The cause of Christ and civil liberty. 

As one, and 'pibving to one glorious end. 
Intoxicating service I I might -say 
A happy service ; for he was sincere 
As vanity and'fondness for applause. 
And new and shapeless wishes, would 
allow. ,, 

That righteous cause (such power hath 
freedom) bound, 

, For one hostility, in friendly league,*^' 

I Fthereal natures and the worst'^ slaves; 
' Was served by rival»advocates that came 
; From regions i-oi>pdsite is heaven and 
1 ,s hell. 

I One courage seemed to animate them ah' : 
. .Vnd, from the da.^zling conquests dailv 
gained’ , ** 

I B\»^ 11 ieir Auited efforts,’there orose 


For this fair Bride, most rich in'gifts 
of mind. 

Nor sparingly endowed witli worldly 
Hfa office");, rriinqiiiclicd ; end rol.rcd I ' 

From the world’s notice to a rural home. ! 41,^ „„„ 

Youlh-,^ ye. Hi,., hin, «■«,.earcelv I ".dTonc'ufrlc®- 

i.T vZ 

u ... III■ «.*(’ ’-r-ii j4--e,ui« : l^educed bv'reason, or to faith'Teve'alcd! 

How full their jov ! f ill, piti.ible doom | ..verweenini trust was raised ; .ind 

In thf* shnrt. rniircr* i\t r^nn iitir1rr>ar1nrl , ” , ^ 

fear 


In the short course of one uiidreadcd 

De-ithT^’ilasted all Death middeiilv > *'**‘‘‘ persoif and of thing, 

o’erthrew , Plague from this union spread," whose 

j TJic “nmgesrdid notVacily earape: <■, 
And lie. what wonder ! took a mortal 
! taint. 


possessed ! 

The Mother followed :—miserably bare 

The one Survivor stood ; he wojit, lie 
prayed 

For his dismissal, day and night, com¬ 
pelled 

To hold communion with the grave, and 
face 

With pain the regions of eternity. 

An uncomplaining apathy displaced 

This anguish ; and, indifferent *^0delight. 

To aim and purpose, he consumed Ins 
days. 

To private interest dead, and public care.* 

5 o lived he ; so he might have died. 

But now, 

To the wide world s astonishment, ap¬ 
peared 

A glorious opening, the unlookcd - for 
dawn, 

That promised everlasting joy to France ! 

Her voice of social transport reached 
even him ! 

He broke from his contracted bounds, 
repaired 

To the great City, an emporium then 

Of golden expectations, and receiving 

Freights every day from a new world of 
hope. 

Thither his popular talents he transferred: 

And, from the pulpit, zealously main¬ 
tained 


How shall I trace the change, how bear 
to tell 

That he broke faith with them whom 
he had laid « 

In earth's dark chambers, with a Christ 
tian's hope ! 

An infidel contempt of holy writ 
Stole by degrec.s upon his mind : and 
hence 

Life, like that Roman J^us, double- 
faced ; 

Vilest hypocrisy—the laughing, gay 
Hypocrisy, not leagued with fear, but 
pride. • 

Smooth words he had to wheedle simple 
souls; f 

But, for disciples of the inner school. 
Old fij^edoin was old servitude, and they 
The wisest whose opiiiioi)s stooped the 
a least 

known restraints ; and who most' 
boldly drew *> *' 

Hopeful prognostications frbiA a creed. 
That, in the iight of false philosophy. 
Spread like a halo round a misty moon. 
Widening its circle as the storms advance. 

His sacred function was' at length 
renounced; 

And every day and every place enjoyed 
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The _ nni^hacklcd layn^q^'s natural Totmentcd thus, after a wandering course 
liberty ; . _ ^ Of discontent, and inwardly opprest 

Speech, fnanners, morals, aU without dis- With malady—in part, I fear, provoked 
guise. •By weariness of lim—he fixed his home, 

I do not wish to wrong him : thouglisthe Or. rather .say, sate down by very 
course chance. 

Of private life licentiously dLsplAyed Among these rugg^ hills; where now 
Unhallowed actions—plaifted like a ^ •he dwells, 

crown , And V-astes the ^d remainder of his 

Ulion the insolent aspfring brow hours. 

Of spurious notions—worn as open signs Steeped in a self-indulging spleen, that 
Of prejudice subdueq^—s^jll he retained, • wnnt'^ not 

'Mid much abasement, ^whiit he had Its owmi voluptuousness;—011 this re,- 
received ^ «ohtd. 

From nature, an intense and glowing Witltothis content, that he will live and 
mind. • die 

Wher?f(*re. when Jiunibled‘•[.ifeerty grew Forgntlen,—.at safe distance from ‘ a 
weak. • • • ^ world 

And fnortal sickness on her face appeared. Not moving to his mind.'” 

He coloiflTPfl objects to his own do-sire " Thes.e serious words 

^s^wjth a lover’.s passion. Yet his Closed the prejiaratorv notices 

moods • • That served my Fellow-traveller to l>e- 

Of pain were Iceen as those of belter guile 

men, • *> • The wav, while we advanced up that 

NayTieeaei^ as his fortitude uras less: wide vale. 

Anch he continued, W'HVii worse days liiverging now- (as if his quest had been 
were come. Some secret of the mountains, cavern. 

To deaf .aboul iTis sparkling eloquence, fall 

StrugglThg against the strange reverse Of water, or some lofty eminence, 

with zeal ^ lienowiu'd for splendid prospect far and 

'Bhat shewed III? happiness. But, in wide) 

despite - We scaled, w’itliont a track to ease our 

Of all this outside bravery, within, steps. 

He neither felt encouragement nor hope ; A steep ascent: and reached a dreary 
For moral dignity, and strength of mind, plain, 

, Were w'anting; and sitiiplicily of life ; With a tumultuous waste of huge hill 
And reverente for himself ; and, last and trips 

best. Before us ,■ savage region ! which I paced 

Confiding thoughts, through love and Dispirited : when, all at once, behold ! 

fear of Him Beneath our feet, a little low’lv vale. 

Before whose sight the troubles of this A lowly vale, and yet uplifted high 
world Among the mountains ; cv'cn as if the 

Are vain, as bjjlows ift a tossing sea. ' spot 

JIad been from eldest time by wish of 
* The glory of the times fading away— theirs 

The splendor, which had given a festal So placed, to be shut out from all the 
• aSr world! 

To self-impoMance, hallowed it, and Urn-like it was in shape, deep as an urn ; 

veiled * With rocks encompassed, save that to 

From his own sight—this gone, he for- the south 

felted Was one small opcning|^ where a heath- 

AU joy in human nature ; was consumed, clad ridge 

d vexed, and chafed, by levity anflJ^upplied a boundary less abrupt and 
scorn, • close; 

And fruiUpM fltidignation ; galled by A quiet treeless nook, with two green 
pride; fields. 

Made desperate bv contempf of men who A liquid pool that glittered in the sun, 
■throve * And jne bare dwelling; one abode, no 

his sight in power or fame, and more '. 

won. It seemed the home of poverty and toil. 

Without desert, what he desired ; weak Though not of want: the little fields, 
men, made green 

Too we^ even for his envy or bis hate ! By husbandry of many thrifty years. 
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p£dd eheerful tribute to the moorland 
house. 

“There crows the cock, single in his 
domain : 

The small buds iind in spring no thicket 
there 

To shroud them ; only from the neigh¬ 
bouring vales 

The cuckoo, straggling up to the hiH tops, 
Shouteth faint tidings of some gladder 
place. 

Ah ! what a sweet ReccSs. llioiighl I. 
is here ! 

Instantly throwing down iny limbs at 
ease 

Upon a bed of heath full many a spot 
Of hidden beauty have I elianced t«) espv 
Among the mountains : never one like 
this ; 

So lonesome, and so perfectly secure ; 

Not melancholy—no, for it is green. 

And bright, and fertile, furnished 111 it¬ 
self 

With the few needful things that life 
requires. 

—In rugged arms how softly does it lie. 
How tenderly protected ! Far and near 
We have an image of the pristine earth. 
The planet in its nakedness : were this 
Man’s only dw’elling, sole appointed seat. 
First, last, and single, in the breathing 
world. 

It could not be more quiet : peace is here j 
Or nov/here ; days iinrufllcd by the gale 
Of public news or private ; years that 
pass 

Forgetfully; uncalled upon to pav 
The common penalties of mortal life. 
Sickness, or accident, or grief, or pain. 

On these and kindred thoughts intent 
I lay 

In silence mu.dng by my Comrade’s side. 
He also silent; when from out the heart 
Of that profound abyss a solemn voice. 
Or several voices in one solemn sound. 
Was heard ascending; mournful, deep, 
and slow 

The cadence, as of psalms—a funeral 
dirge ! 

We listened, looking down upon the hut. 
But seeing no one: meanwhile from 
below 

The strain continued, spiritual as before; 
And now distinctly could I recognise 
These words :—* Shall -in the grave thy 
love be known. 

In death thy faithfulness ? ’—“ Ck>d rest 
his soul ! ” 

Said the old man, abruptly breaking 
silence.— 

“He is departed, and finds peace at 
lasti” 


This scarcely spoken, and those holy 
strains 

Not ceasing, forth appeared in view a 
band « 

Of rustic persons, from behind the hut 
Bearing a coffin in the midst, with which 
They shaped/heir course along the slop¬ 
ing side 

I G f that small y-^lley, singing as thfy 
I moved; 

j A srffier company and few, tKlf men 
Bare-headed, and fill decently attired ! 

■ Some steps wh«hi they had thus advanced, 

I the dirge 

I Ended: and, from the stillness ti'at 
ensued ^ 

Rc^ovenq^g, to m}' Friivid I said, “ You 
siiakc, * 

Metliought, with apprehension "that 
these rites 

Ar(, paid to If^im upon whose shy’Vetrtjab 
This dav wc purposed tcv intrude.”—” I 
did so, ^ , 

But let us hpnee, that wc in^y learp the 
truth : I “ 

Perhaps it is not he but some ono^else 
For whom this pious service is performed; 
.Some other tenant of the solitudf.” 

So, to a steep and *|,;.icult descent 
Trusting ourseK^es, we wound from crag 
to crag. 

Where passage could be won ; and, .is 
the lust 

Of the mute train, behind the heathy 
top 

Of that ofi-slnping outlet, llisappeared, 
1 . more impatient in my downward 
course. 

Had landed upon easy ground; and there 
Stood waiting for my Comrade. When 
behold ^ 

An object that enticed my steps aside! 
A narrow, winding, entry opened out 
Into a platform—that lay, sheepfold- 
wise, * 

Enclosed between an uptight mass of 
rock 

And one old moss-grown wall;—a cool 
recess. 

And fanciful! For where the rock and 
wall •' 

yMct in an angle^ hung a penthouse^ 
framed ^ « 

By thrusting two rude stac/es into the 
wall , 

And overlaying them with mountain 
sods; * ■ ,^ 

To weather-fend a little turf-built wat 
Whereon a fuU-growm man might rest,^ 
nor dread 

The burning sunshine^ or a tratndent 
shower ,• . 
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But the whole plaialy wrought by chil- 
dreiv’s hands ! 


'Tis strange, I grant; and stranger still 
had been 


Whose skill had thronged the floor with i To see the Man who owned it, dwelling 

With one poor shepherd, fas from all the 
world !— 

! .Vow, if our errand hath been thrown 


a proud show 4 

Of baby-houses, curiously arranged 1 
Nor wanting ornament of walks between. 

With mimic trees inserted'in the turf. 

And gardens interposed. Pleased with ” Jjway, 

V , the sight, • ■ .-\s from thc’-,e intimations I forebode, 

I could not choose but beckon to my ^ (Iricved shall I be—less for my sake than 
Guide, * , yours. 

Who, eiiteriug,«romic^ him threw' a care-1 .liicl least of ^11 for liiin who is no more.’’ 
less glance, ' 


Impatient to pass on, when I exclaimed« 

‘ Lo I what is here ? ” and, stooping i 
d»wn, drew forth 


By this, the book w'as in the old Man’, 
hand ; 

. : And he continued, gl.incing on the leaves 

A. book, that, in ^e midst of Atones jUKl ■ An eye of scf»rn :—“ The lover,” said he, 
jposs * • ^ I <. (loomed 

And wreck of party-coloured earthen- j To love when hope hath failed him— 
ware, j w’honi no depth 

.\p0}y dispr)se.d, had lent it ^help to raise ; Of privaev is deep enough to hide. 
One of those .petty structures. “ flis j Hath yet his bracelet or his lock of hair, 
it inus^^bCq! ” 

i'xclmriied Jhe waiidPrer, “^cannot but 

i>c hT>>, . 

.\nif he is gone ! ” The book, which in 
mi; hand . 

Had oppricd of itscliP(for it was sw'oln 
With searching damp, and seemingly 
had lain 

10 the injurious elements exposed 
From week to week,) I found to be a work 
la the I'rcnch tongue, a Novel of Voltaire, 

Hisfamous Optimist. ” Unhappy Man ! ” 


And tliat is joy to him. When change 
of times 

Hath summoned kings to scaffolds, do 
but give 

The, faithful servant, who must hide his 
bead 

Henceforth in whatsoever nook he may. 
A kerrhief sprinkled with his master’s 
blood. 

And he too hath his comforter. How 
poor, 

_ Beyond all jioverly how destitute, 
Exclaimed my Friend: ‘‘here then has ! Must that Man have been left, who, 


been to him 

Retreat witlfin retreat, a shcltering-place 

Within how deep a shelter ! He had 
ffts, 

Even to the last, of genuine tenderness, 

^nd loved the haunts of children : here, 
no doubt, 

Pleasing and •pleas -*1, he shai'cd their 
simple sports, 

Or sate coinpanionless; and here the 
book. 

Left and forgotten in his careless w'uy, 

Must by the cottage-children have been 
found: * 

Heaven bless them, and their in cun- 
siderate work! 

To what odd purpose have the darliims 
‘turned 

This sa4 memorjal of tlfcir hapless friend 

• • 

“ Me,” said I, ” most doth it surprise, 
to find 

Such book in sdeh a place I ”—“ A book 
it is,” 

He amswered, “ to the Person suited 
well. 


hither driven, 

Fh'iiig or seeking, could yet bring with 
him 

No dearer reliqiie. and no better stay, 
Thau this dull product of a scoffer’s pen. 
Impure conceits discharging from a 
heart 

Hardened by iiiipioUs pride !—I did not 
, fear 

To tax you with this journey ; ”—mildly 
said 

My venerable Friend, as forth we stepped 
Into the presence of the cheerful light— 
" For I have knowledge that you do not 
shrink 

From moving spectacles ;—but let us 
on.” • 

So speaking, on he went, and at the 
word 

T followed, till he made a sudden stand : 
For lull in view, approaching through a 
gate 

That opened from the enclosure of green 
fields 

Into the rough uncultivated ground. 


Though little suited to surrounding j Beboid the Man whom he had fancied 
things: (lead! 
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I knew from his deportment, mien, and 
dress. 

That it could be no other : a pale face, 

A meagre person, tall, and in a garb 
Not rustic—dull and faded like himself ! 
He saw us not, though distant but few 
steps; a 

For he was busy, dealing, from a 51911^ 
Upon a broad leaf ^.carried, choicest 
strings 

Of red ripe currants ; gift by which he 
strove. 

With intermixture of endearing words. 
To soothe a Child, who walked beside 
him, weeping < 

As if disconsolate.—“ Thev' to the gra\'c 
Are bearing him, my Little-onc,” he said, 
“To the dark pit; but he will feel no 

£ iain ; 

ody is at rest, his soul in h('uv(>n.’’ 

More might have followed -but my 
honoured Friend 

Broke in upon the Speaker with a frank 
And cordial greeting.—V’ivid was, the 
light 

That flashed and sparkled from the 
other’s eyes ; 

He was all fire ; no shadow on his brow 
Remained, nor sign of sickness on his 
face. 

Hands joined lie with his Visitant,—a 
grasp. 

An eager grasp ; and many muineiits' 
space— 

When the first glow of ])lcasure was no 
more. 

And, of the sad appearance which at once 
Had vanished, much w'as come and com¬ 
ing back— 

An amicable smile retained the life 
Which it had unexpectcdlv received. 
Upon his hdllow cheek. “ How kind," 
he said, , 

“ Nor could your coming have been bet¬ 
ter timed ; 

For this, you see, is in our narrow world 
A day of sorrow. I have here a charge ”— 
And, speaking thus, he patted tenderly 
The sun-bumt forehead of the weeping 
child— 

“ A little mournef, whom it is my task 
To comfort;—but how came ye ?—if yon 
track 

(Which doth at once befriend us and be* 
tray) 

Conducted hither your most welcome 
feet, 

, Ye could not miss the funeral tram—they 
3ret 

Have scarcely disappeared.” "This 
blooming Child,” 

Said the old Man, “ is of an age to weep 


At any grave; or solemn spectacle. 

Inly distressed or overpowered with awe. 
He knows not wherefore ;—but the boy 
tfi^day, » 

Perhaps is shedding orphan’s tears ; you 
also 

Must have sivjtained a loss.”—“ The 
hand of t/eath,” 

Hp answered, “ has been here ; but could 
not well “ * 

Have fallen more lightly, if’^ had not 
fallen t* * 

lipon myself.The other left these 
words 

Unnoticed, thus continuing.— 

" From yon,crag, 
Down whos^.- i^cep sides,we dropped into 
•'the vfile, ' • 

We heard the hymn they sang—a 
solemn sound ’ ’ ' 

Heard any wly/re ; but in a place litic tfeis^ 
'Tij'morc than human ! Manv pi'ecious 
rites ‘ 

And customs of nu» rural*ancestry 
Are gone, ot stealing from Us? tlfis, I" 
hoj)e, t 

W’ill last f()r p\ or. Oft on^ny way ha^'o, I 
Stood still, though biF. a casual passenger. 
So much I felt the awfiilnoss of life, 

111 that one inoinont wh-'ii the corse is 
lifted 

In >-ilenc(*, with a hush of doceiicv ; 

Then from the threshold moves with son^ 
of peace, 

And confidential vearuiugs, tow’rds. its 
home. 

Its final home on earth. What traveller 
-will)— 

(How far soe’er a stranger) does not ow’n 
The bond of brf)therhood, wlien he sees 
them go, 

A mute procession on the liouseless road j* 
Or passing by somc^inglc(^tenement 
Or clustered dwellings, where agam they 
raise 

The monitory voice ? But most of all 
It touches, it confirms, and elevates, * 
Then, when the body, socAi to be con¬ 
signed •’ 

Ashes to ashes, dust bequeathed to dust. 
Is raised from the church-aisle, and for¬ 
ward borne 

X^>on the shoulders of the next in love, , 
The nearest in affection or in bicoid : 
Yea, by the very mournciS who,had knelt 
Beside the coffin, resting on*its lid 
In silent grief their unuplifted heads, - 
And heard meanwhile 4the Psalmist's 
mournful plaint. 

And that most awful scripture which de¬ 
clares -■ 

We shall not sleep, but We shall all be 
changed 1 . ; 
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—Have I not seen—ye likewise rtiay have , That mood, or undermine my first re- 
seeii— . . ; solve." 

Sou, husband, brothers—^brothers side Then, speaking in like careless sort, he 
by side, ^ said 

And son and father also side by side. To my benign Companion,—" Pity ’tis 
Rise from that posture :—and in concert That fortune did not guide you to this 
move, house « 

On the green turf following the vested* A Te\v days earlier ; then would you have 
^ Priest, « seen j 

hour dear supporters* of one senseless What stuff the Dwellers in a solitude, 

‘ weight, • That seems by Nature hollowed out to be 

Frouiwhichtljpy do ■aot'^rink, and under 'The seat and bosom of pure innnceiice, 
which * Are made of an imgracinu.s matter this ! 

They taint not, but advance towards llyi Which, for truth's sake, yet in remern- 
oppii grave djr.uice too 

Step after step—together, with thcirTirm Ot past discussions with this zealous 
Unhidden faces i he that shffers most, , friend 

He nutwafdlv, fuid inwardly perhap?, ' And advocate of humble life, I now 
Tln^rnosl ‘.erene, with most undaunted j Will forc§ upon his notice ; undeterred 
eyel— Bv the example of his own pure course, 

\plk! blest are they who li\^ and die jike And that respect and deference which a 
these, ■ I soul 

Loved witljsu^ love, and with such sor-' May f.iiriv claim, by niggard age en* 
^ rotv mourned ! ”* riched 

^ • * ^ * In what she most doth value, love of 

‘•That jjoor Man taken hence to-day,’' Cod 
reolied , ■ And his frail creature Man ;—but ye shall 

The Siditary, with #faiul sarcastic smile , hear. 

‘Which* did not please me, "must be T lalk—and ve are standing in the sun 
deemed. I^^r, Without rclreshnient ! ” 

«f the uiibU'st; mr he will surelv sink . Quickly had he spoken. 

Into his mother earth without such I'omp .\iid, with light steps still (juicker than 
Of grief, depart without ficcasion given his words. 

By him f(»r such array of fortitude. Lcvl toward the Cottage. Homely was 
Full seventy winters hath he Jived, and the sjmt : 

mark ! And, to my feeling, ere ive reached the 

This simple Child will mourn his one short door, 

hour, I Had .diiiosl a‘forbidding nakedness : 

And 1 shall miss him; scanty tribute! yet. Less f.iir, I grant, even painfully less 
Tills W'onting, he would leave the sight of fair, 

men, Than it .ipi>eured when from the beetling 

If love were his sole claim upon their rock 

care, • • Wo had looked down upon it. All within, 

I.ike a ripe date which in thcMcscrt falls ,As left by the departed company. 
Without a hand to gather it.” . Was silent ; save the solitary clock 

. 4 t thi.s . That on mine ear ticked with a mournful 
1 intarposed, though loth to speak, and ! sound.— 

said, * Following our Guide, we clomb the cot- 

Can it be thJte among so small a baud tage-stairs 

As ye must needs be here ? in such a And reached a small apartment dark and 
place low, ^ 

I would not wvillingly, methinks, lose Which was no sooner entered than our 
%ight Host 

Of a departing cloud.'^—“ ’Twas not for~Said gaily, “ This is my domain, mv cell, 
love,”, , • . My hermitage, my cabin, what you will— 

Answered the sick Man with a careless I love it better than a snail his house. 

voice— * But now ye shall be feasted with our 

“ That 1 came “hither ; neither have 1 best.” 
found 

Among associates who have power of So, with more ardour than an unripe 
speech, girl 

Nor in such other converse as is here. Left one day mistress of her mother’s 
Temptation so prevailing as to change . stores. 
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He went aliout bis hospitable task. 

My ftyes were busy, and my thoughts no 
less, 

And pleased 1 looked upon my grey¬ 
haired Frivand, 

As if to thank him ; he returned that 
look, • 

Cheered, plainly, and yet serious. What 
a wreck u 

Had we about us ! scattered was the 
floor. 

And, in like sort, chair, window-wat, and ■ 
shelf. 

With books, maps, fossils, withered 
plants and flowers. 

And tufts of mounlain moss. Mechanic 
tools 

Lay intermixed with scraps of paper, some 
Scribbled with verse : a broken angling- 
rod 

And shattered telcscoi>e. togctlier linked 
By cobwebs, stood within a dusty nook ; 
And instruments of music, some half- 
made, 

-Some in disgrace, hung dangling from the 
walls. 

But speedily the promise was fulfilled : 

A feast before us, and a courteous Host 
Inviting us in glee to sit and oat. 

A napkin, white as foam ol that rough 
brrK>k 

By which it had been bleached, o'ersjjread 
the board ; 

And was- itself half-covered with a store j 
Of dainties,—oaten bread, curd, cheese, ■ 
and croain ; 

And cakes of butter curiouslv embossed. 
Butter that liad imbibed from meadow- 
flowers 

A golden hue, delicate as their own 
Faintly reflected in a linge.ring .stream. 
Nor lacked, for more delight on that 
warm day,. 

Our table, small parade of garden fruits. 
And whortle-berries from the mc-uritain 
' side. 

The Child, who lung cre tliis had stilled 
his sobs. 

Was now a help to his late comforter, 
And moved, a willing Page, as he was 
bid, ^ 

Ministering to our need. 

In genial mood. 
While at our pastoral banquet thus wc 
sate 

Fronting the window of that little cell, 

I could not, ever and anon, forbear 
To glance an upward look on two huge 
Peaks, 

That from some other vale peered into 
this. 

Those lusty twins,” exclaimed our host, 

" if here 


lit Were your^lot to dwell, would soon 
I become 

\ Your prized companions.—Many ate the 
ndies , 

Which, in his tuneful course, the wind 
draws forth 

From rocks, wwds, caverns, heaths, and 
dashing shores ; 

. 4 nd well those lofty brethren bear their 
part ' * 

In tlie wild concert—chiefly li^en the 
storm , 

Rides high ; them all the ifpper air they 
fill 

With roaring sound, that ceases not to 

fltJW, 

Like smokeakmg the level of the blast. 
In Knghty*current; thArs, too, is the 
song « 

Of stream and headlong flood that seldom 
fails ; - • • ^ 

Aiicf, in the'gnrn and breathless hour of 
noon, ‘ 

Methinks that I ha^./e hedid them echo 
back * ‘ I » * 

The thunder’s greeting. Nor have »a- 
tiire’s laws 

Left them ungifted wilh a {mwer td yield 
Music of finer tone ; a harmony, ' 
So do I call it, though itjjf.ithe hand 
Of silence, though there^De no voice ; — 
the clouds. 

The mist, the shadows, light of golden 
suns. 

Motions of moonlight, all come thither— 
touch, 

And have an answer—thithcivcome, and 
shajic 

A language not unwelcome to sick hearts 
And idle spirits :—there the sun himself. 
At the calm close of summer’s longest 
day, 

i Rests his .substantial oijh :— ^between 
^ those heights 
And on the. top of cither pinnacle. 

More keenly than elsewhere in night’s 
blue vault, ^ • 

Sparkle the stars, as of their station 
proud. e 

Thoughts are not busier in the mind of 
man 

Than the mute agents stiaring there 
alone / 

Here do I sit and watch.—’* 

. A fal^ of voice. 

Regretted like tbs nightingale's last 
note, ■ 

Had scarcely closed this high-wrought 
strain of rapture 

Ere with inviting smile the Wanderer 
said : 

“ Now for the tale with which you 
threatened us I " 
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" In truth the threat eeoaped me uu- So* moved he like a shadow that per* 
aw9.rcs: _ formed 


Should the tale tire you. let this challenge 
stand # 

For my excuse. Dissevered from ftian- 
kind. 

As to your eyes and tlKT^ghts wc must j 
have seemed 


Substantial service. Mark me now. and 
learn 

For what reward!—Tln» moon her 
monthlv round 

H^h not completed since our dame, the 
i nueen 


Vjhen ye looked down^upon us frtun the , Of this one cottajjc and this lonely dale, 
crag:. Into iny little sanctuary rushed— 

V'oice to a rueful treble humanized, 

^lul features^ in dejilorable dismay. 

I treat the matter lightly, but, alas ! 

It is iiKist serious : persevering rain 
l(ad*fallen in torrents : all the mountain 

t(JJ>S 

WiTO hidden, and black vapours coursed 
their sides ; 


Islanders mid a stormy mountain sea. 

We are not st^;—perpetual] v ue toiieh 
Upon the vulgar ordinanors of the world ; 

And he, whom this our cottage hath t'v 
day 

Relinquished, lived dependent for' his 
bread ^ • _ 

Upim the laws of public charuv. i 

The*Housewife. tempted bv such slender j This had .1 seen, and saw ; but, till she 
gain's I spake. 

\A!*mi^ht from that occasicgi be distiyed, I Was wholly ignorant that my ancient 
Opened, as shjj before had done for me, I Friend— 

Her doors«to ^diiiit lhi> homele.ss Fen-' WTio at Jier bidding, early and alone, 

• ^ioner^ * ^ Had clomb aloft to deb’e the rnoorland 

The poi^kiii gave of cqar-,e Imt whole- | turf 

• some fare ' I'l.r winter fuel—to his noontide meal 

Which* appetilp required—a blind dull > Retunicri not, and now, haply, on the 
iii^ok. • I heights 

Such as she had, the Rennd of his rest ! 

This, ill itself would yet have been 

Til borne in e.irlier life ; but his was now’ 

The still ixmtentftduess of seventy years. 

Calm did he sit under the wide-spread 
tree 

Of his old age ; and yet less calm and 
meek. 

Wiuningly fheek or venerably calm. 

Than slow and torpid ; paying in this w'lse 
A penalty, if penalty it were. 

For spendthrift feats, excesses of his 
prime. 

I loved the old Man, for I pitied him ! 

A task it was) I uwTi, to hold discourse 
With one so slow in gathering up his 
thoughts, 

Rut he was a cheap pleasure to my eyes ; 

Mild, inoffenMve, ready in his way. 

And helpful lo his utmost power: and 
there • 

Our housewife knew full well what she 
possessed ! 

He was her vsllsal of all labour, tilled 
•HerVarden, from the pasture fetched he^lAll night the storm endured ; and, soon 


T.'iy at the iiierey of this raging storm. 

" Inhuman ! said I, ' was an old Man’s 
life 

Xot worth llie trouble of a thought ?— 
alas ! 

Thi-^ notice coriio too late.’ With joy I 

S.1W 

Her husband enier—from a distant vale. 

We sallied forlh together ; found the tools 

Wliicli the iifglectetl veteran had drop¬ 
ped. 

Tint through all quarters looked for him 
in vaiii. 

We shouted—but no answer ! Darkness 
fell 

•Without remission of the blast or shower. 

And fears for our own safety drove us 
home. 

I, wlio w'eep little, did, I \yill confess. 

The moment I was seated here alone. 

Honour my little cell with some few tears 

Which anger and reseiitment could not 
drv. 


luue ; 

And, one aqjoiife the orderly array 

Of hay-makers, beneath the burning sun 

Maintained his place ; or hcedfully pur¬ 
sued • 

His course, on errands bound, to other 
vales, 

Z<eading sometimes an inexperienced 
child 

Too young for any profitable task- 


as help 

Had been collected from the neighbour¬ 
ing vale. 

With uioriiiiig vve renewed our quest: the 
wind 

Was fallen, the rain abated, but the hills 

Lay shrouded iii impenetrable mist; 

And long and hopelessl} we sought in 
vain '■ 

'Till, chancing on that lofty rid^-to pass 

- W '' 
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A heap of min—'almost without walls 
And wholly without roof (the bleached 
remains 

Of a small chapel, where, in ancient time. 
The peasants^f these lonely valleys used 
To meet for worship on that central 
height)— 

We there espied the o'oject of our sca»'.'h, 
Lying full three parts buried aKiong 
tufts * 

Of heath-plant, under and above him 
strewn. • 

To baffle, as he might, the waterv storm : 
And there we found him breathing 
peaceably. , 

Snug as a child that hides itself in sport 
'Mid a green hay-cock in a sunnv field. 
We spake—he made reply, but would not 
- stir 

At our entreatv : less from wani. of }>nwcr 
Than apprehension and bewildering 
thoughts. 

m 

So was he lifted gently from the ground. 
And with their freight homeward the 
shepherds moved 

Through the dull mist, I following—when 
a step, 

A single step, that freed me from the 
skirts 

Of Ihc blind vapour, opened to my view 
Glory bej'oiid all glory ever seen 
J 3 y waking sense or by the dreaming soul! 
The appearance, iiistaiitancouslv dis¬ 
closed. 

Was of a mighty citv—boldly say 
A wilderness of building, sinking far 
And self-withdrawn into a boundless 
depth. 

Far sinking into splendor—^w'ithout 
end ! 

Fabric it seemed of diamond and of gold. 
With alabaster domes, and silver spires. 
And blazing terrace upon terrace, high 
Uplifted; here, serene pavilions bright,' 
In avenues disposed ; there, towers be¬ 
girt 

With battlements that on their restless 
fronts" 

Bore stars—illumination of all gems ! 

By earthly nature had the effect been 
wrought • 

Upon the dark materials of the storm 
Now pacified ; on them, and on the. coves* 
And mountain-steep.s and summits, 
whereunto 

The vapours had receded, taking there 
Their station under a cerulean sky. 

Oh, 'twas an unimaginable sight! 

Clouds, mists, streams, watery rocks and 
emerald turf. 

Clouds of all tincture, rocks and sapphire 
sky. 


Confused, coTpmingle.d, mutually in¬ 
flamed, ■ 

Molten together, and composing thus, 
Kach Cost in each, that mai-vellous array 
Of temple, palcice, citadel, and hujje 
Fantastic pomp of structure without 
name, „ 

In fleecy fold-i voluminous, enwrapped. 
Right in the midst, where interspace 
*■ appeared « 

Of open court, an object like-a throne 
Under a shining caqopv of stne 
Stood Axed ; anh Axed resOinblances were 
seen *' 

I'o implements of ordinary u.sc, 

Hiitnvast in size, in substance glorifled ; 
Such as by ^ labrew Prophets were beheld 
In a'.'isiiin^-fonns iinroith of, mightiest 
power , 

For admiration and mvsleriouf awe. 
TJiis little Vale, a dwelling-place <jf Man, 
L.if low beise^th iny feet; 'twas visiblP 
I saw not, blit I felt thatiJt was tliere. 
That which 1 saw was the*'ev»ialed abode 
Of Spirits in beatitude : inv he#rt • • 

Swelled in my‘breast.I have Ijpen 
dead,’ I cried, 

‘ And now I live ! ^Oh ! 'wherefix-e do I 
live ? ' * 

And with that pang I g rayed to be no 
more !— V' ^ 

—But I forget our Charge, as utterly 
I then forgot him :—there I stood and 
gazed : 

The apparition faded not away, 

Aud 1 descended. 

Having reachcff the house, 

T found its rescued inmate safely lodged. 
And in .serene possession of himself. 
Beside a Arc whose genial warmth seemed 
met 

By a faint shining from the heart, a gleam 
Of comfort, spread,over his pallid face. 
Great show of Joy the holisewife made, 
and truly 

Was glad to'And her conscience set at 
ease; • 

And not less glad, for sahfi of her good 
name, ^ 

That the-poor Sufferer had escaped with 
life. 

But, though be seemed at first to have re* 

• ceived . 

*No harm, and un^mplaining as be£&e ' 
Went through his usuak tasks, U sil^t 
change • “ 

Soon showed itself: he lingered three 
short weeks ; 

And 1 the cottage hath been borne to¬ 
day. 

So ends my dolorous tale* and glad t' 
aiQ 
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That it is ended.” At these words he ; MV grey-haired Friend said courteonslv—■ 
turned— • • I " Nav, nav, 

Ar%A _«_•_ ««_« ■« . _ 


And, with blithe air of open, fellowship. 
Brought from the cupboard wii|p and 
stouter cheer, # 

Like one who would be merry. Sftcing 
this, 


You have regaled us as a hermit ought} 
Now let us forth into the sun ! ”—Our 
Host 

Rose, though reluctantly,^nd forth we 
went. 


BOOK THIRD 


DKSPONDENCY • 

• AROf^MFir r 

• 

Images in thi* ValW—Anotliri Roress in ^ 
entered and described —Wanderer's sensa¬ 
tion*—Solitary’s excited by the same olfiects 
- Cfintrast between these -tteiiiintideni v of 
the Solitary aetfly reproved—fttmv’crsajion 
exhibiting the Mlit.iry’s past and present 
opTniuiis and leelings, till he enters upon Ins 
'nvn Ipshory at length—His domestic feliritv 
, ^Afnictiuiis—Dejection—Roused by -the 

1 * French Revolution—DisappoiiTtmeiii .ind 
disgust—V'oyafll! to America—1^'s.ippoint- 
mciit and disi^i pur<ipe him— His return - 
^ HU Kiiicuo^ and depression of n)jnd, from w.int 
of T.iLtIFm the great tnit4|!> of Religion, anil 
w®nt of confideiire m the virtue of Mankind 


A B^E—2P«little tinkling rill— 

A pair bf falctins wheeling on the wing, 

In clamiirous agitation., round the crest 
4 M a tall ruck, tircir airy citadel— 

Bv each and all of these the pensive car 
Was greeted, in the silence that ensued, 
When through the cottage-threshold we 
had passed, 

And, dee]) within that lone.some valley, 
stood • 

Once more beneath the coneav'e of a blue 
And cloudless sky.—Anon exclaimed our 
» Host, 

Triumphantly dispersing with the taunt 
The shade cif discontent which on his 
brow •> 


' Its line had first been fashioned bv the 

I flock 

t Seeking a place of refuge at tlie root 
Of von black ^'ew-tree, whose I'rotnided 
lionghs 

Darken the silver bovun of the crag. 

' I’Yiini which she draws hn im-agre *siis- 
teiiance. 

'There in roinnio lioii-'-heller niav we rest. 

, Oi let us Ir.icc this siriMndet I0 its 
source : 

. Feeblv jt tinkles with an earthy sound, 
.\iul a few steps may bring us to the spot 
Where, liaplv, crowned with flowerets 
and green herbs, 

'1 he iiiountaiii infant to the stm comes 
forth, 

Like human life from darkness."—A 
quick Uirn 

I Through a strait jiassage of encumbered 
ground. 

Proved that such hope was vain ;—for 
now we stood 

Shut out from prosjiect of the open vale, 
.■\iid saw the water, that composed this 
nil, 

, Ilescending, disembodied, .and diffused 

: O'er the smooth surface of an ample 

' crag, 

■ Loftv. and steep, and naked as a tower. 

; All further jirogress here was barred ;— 
And who. 


Thought I, if master of a vacant hour. 
Had gathered,—" Ye have left inv cell, j Jlere would not linger, willingly detained? 
•but see j Whether to such wild objects he were leal 

' When co])ious rains have ntagnifted tho 


How Nature hems you in with friendly 
• arms! 

And by her h^p ye are my prisoners still. 
But which ways shall I lead yop ?—how 
contrive, 

In spot so parsimoniously endowed, 
That the briefihours, which yet remain, 
'^ay reap • 

Some recompense of knowledge or dc- 
ligfft?.” * 

Sk) saying, ibuiid he looked, as if per¬ 
plexed ; * 

And, to remove sthose doubts, my grey¬ 
haired Friend 

Said—” Shall we take this pathway for 
^ our guide ?— 

* Upward it winds, as if. in summer heats. 


stream 

Into a loud and white-robed waterfall. 

Or introduced at this more quiet time. 

Upon a semicirqiie of (urf-clad ground. 
The hidden nook discovered to our view, 
mass of rock, resembling, as it lay 
Right at the font of that moist precipice. 
A stranded ship, with keel upturned, that 
rests 

Fearless of winds and waves. Three 
several stones 

Stood near, of smaller size, and nut unlike, 
To monumental pillars : and, from these 
^Some little space disjoined, a pair were 
seen. 
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.Th^t with united shoulders bore aloft 
A fragment, like an altar, flat and smooth : 
Barren the tablet, yet thereon appeared 
A tall and shining hollv, that had found 
A hospitable^hink, and stood upright. 

As if inserted by some human hand 
In. mockery, to withe^ in the sun. 

Or lay its beauty fiat before a breezef- 
The first that cntcref^. But no tfreeze' 
did now 

Find entrance ; —high or kiw a]>i)earfd 
no trace * 

Of motion, save the water tlfht descended. 
Diffused adown that barrier of steep 
rock, , 

And softly creeping, like a breath of air. 


—H il Contenvplation ! from the stately 
towers. 

Reared 'by the industrious hand of hif* 
riCan art 

To lift thee higu above the misty air 

And turbulence of murmuring cities vast 

From acaceinie groves, that have for 
thee *■ 

I}een ]>lanted, hither come and find a 
lodge • • 

To which thou mayst resort *;;for holier 
IKMce,— , 

From whose cjjlin centre* thou, through 
height or depth, 

tdav-it jienetrate, wherever truth sh»ll 
' lead ; 


Such as is sometimes seen, and hardly 
seen. 

To brush the still breast of a crystal lake. 

r 

“ Behold a cabinet for sagi's hiiill. 
Which kings might envy ! ”—Braise to 
this effect 

Broke from the happy old Man’s rever¬ 
end lip : 

Who to the Solitary tiirneil, and said, 

“ In sooth, with love.’s familiar privilege. 
You have decried the wealth which is 
your own. 

Among these rocks and stone.s, me- 
thinks, I see 

More than the heedless impress that be¬ 
longs 

To lonely nature’s casual work : they 
bear 

A semblance strange of power intelligent. 
And of design not wholly worn away. 
Boldest of plants that ever faced the 
wind, 

How gracefully that slender shrub looks 
forth 

From its fantastic birth-place* And I 
own. 

Some shadowy intiniatioii.s haunt me 
here, 

That in these shows a chronicle survives 
Of purposes akin to those of Man, 

But wrought with mightier arm than now 
prevails. 

—’Voiceless the stream descends into the 
gulf , 

With timid lapse ;—and lo ! while in this 
strait 

I stand—the chasm of sky above my 
head 

Is heaven’s profoundest azure ; no do¬ 
main 

For fickle, short-lived clouds to occupy. 
Or to pass through ; but rather an abyss 
lu which the everlasting stars abide : 
And whose soft gloom, and boundless 
depth, might tempt 

The curious e)*® to look for them by day. 


Measuring itlWough all degrees, until the 
scale* »' • 

Of time and c mseious n.iture disai)i'»ear, 
host 111 unsearchable eternity !'” 

A paiisi* eliisncd ; and with miiiutef'' 
can’ • 

We sennued the various•.'oafUrcs of the 
scene : * « • 

And soon the Tflnant of that lonelv I’alc 
With courteous voice thus spake — 

“ Ijslioulrl have "Jirieved 
Hereafter, not escaping s(’lf-rcpr»»ach. 

If from mv jinor retirem,vut ye had gone 
Leaving this nook uIVTisited: but, 
sooth. 

Your ime.vpceted presence had so roused 
My spirits, that they were bent on enter¬ 
prise ; 

And, like an ardent hunter, I forgot. 

Or, shall I say ?—disdained, the game 
that lurks 

At my own door. The shapes before 
our eyes 

And their arrangement, doubtless must 
be deemed 

The sport of Nature, a^ded by blind 
Chance 

Rudely to mock the works of toiling Man. ‘ 
And hence, this upright shaft of unhewn 
stone, ' 

From Fancy, willing to self off her stores 
By sounding titles, hatfi acquired the 
name 

Of Pompey’s pillar ; that I gravely style’ 
My Thebain obelisk ; anc] there, behold 
^ Druid cromlech !—thus I entertau. 

The antiquarian humour, and am pleased 
To skim along the surfaces of thiftg^ 
Beguiling harmle',sly the listless hours. 
But if the spirit be oppressed by sense 
Of instability, revolt, decay. 

And change, and emptiness, these freaks 
*of Nature 

Aud her blind helper Chance, do 
suffice 

To quicken, and to. aggravate—^to feed 
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Pity and scorn, and melanqjbgly pridu, | The isiihstancc classes by some barbar- 
Not less than that hug:e Pile (from some j ous name, 

abyss < And hurries on : or from the fragments 

Of mortal jjower unquestic^ably spAins?) | picks 

Whose hoary diadem of pendent rocl^s 'Ilk specimen, if but haply iijtorveined 
Coniines the shrill-voiced whirlwind, i With sparkling mineral, or should crystal 
round and round " } cube , 

Eddying within its vast ciPcurafercnce, j ^urlF in its cells—and thinks himself 
On Sarum’s naked plain—than pyramid,! eiftiched. ^ 

Of Egypt, unsubverted, 'andisso'.ved— ! Wealthier, and doubtless wiser, than 

Or Syria’s marlilo ruins towering liigh i before ! 

■\ Above the >and^' deseint, ii^the light ! Iiflrusted safely each to his pursuit. 

Of sun orjiiooti.—Forgive ane, if I say j Kariiesl alike, ret both from hill to hill 

That an 'aiipearance which hath raised ' Range ; if it please them, speed from 
your minds * cknie to clime; 

To an Qxalled pitch (the self-same caike , The iiiirul is full—and free from pain 
Different effect pr^luciiig) if f>« me \ their pastime.” 

• Fraught rather with deprt*«-aiBn inBi ; 

dflight, ' Then,” said I, interposing, “ One is 

Though 'i'jisme it were, could 1 not look | iie.iir, 

\ ground, . , ' Who cannot but pos-,ess in your esteem 

By the reflection of your “iilcasurc, | Place worthier still of envy. May I 
pleased. * I name, 

‘.. u ■ - .T,r ..—a - that fair-faced cottage- 


pupil of the lowest form. 


Yet happier in My judgment, even ihau ! Without offence, 

* yJfii • * • I bov ? 

With*youi; bright transports fairly-may : Dame Nature’s pi 

be deemed, ^ ' ' Vimngest apprentice in the school of art ! 

The wandering *Herl»alist,—who, clear j Him, as we entered from the open glen, 
ahktf '■ ^’ou might have noticed, busily engaged, 

From vain. andm]yit worse evil, ve.\ing Heart, soul, and hands,—in mending the 
^ thoughts, *' defects 

Casts, if he ever chance to cuter here, I,eft in the fabric of a leaky dam 
Upon these uncouth Forms a slight re- i Kaiscrl for enabling this penurious stream 


Kard 

Of transitory interest, and peeps round 
J*'or some rare floweret of tin; hills, or 
plant • 

Of craggy fountain ; wh.at he hopes for 
wins. 

Or learns, at least, that 'tis not to be 
won : 

Then, keen and eager, as a liiic-iiosed 
hound • • 

JBy soul-engrossing instinct driven along 
Through wood or open field, the harmless 
^ Man 

. Departs, intent^pon his onward quest ! — 

' Nor is that Fenow-wanderer, so deem T, 
Less to be enviedf (you may trace him oft 
By scars which his activity has left 
Beside our roads and pathways, though, 

■ thank Heawn ! 

ThisSsvert nook reports not of his haiuln 
He wno ^ith pocket-hafnmer smites the 
edge . , • 

Of luckless rock iir prominent stone, dis¬ 
guised • 

In weathcr-staiiis»or crusted o’er by Nr.- 
ture 

With her first growths, detaching by the 
1 stroke 

A chip or splinter—to resolve his doubts ; 
Afid, mth that ready answer satisfied, 


I To turn a slender mill (that new-made 
plaything) 

For liii delight—the lia|ipiest he of all ! ” 

“ Far happiest,” answered the despond¬ 
ing Man, 

“If, such as now' he is, he might remain t 
Ah ! what avails iin.j.gmatioii high 
Or question deep ? what profits all that 
earth, 

Oj heaven’s blue vault, is suffered to put 
forth 

Of impulse, or allurement, for the Soul 
To quit the beaten track of life, and soar 
Far as she finds a yielding element 
In past or future ; far as she can go 
Through time or space—if neither in the 
one. 

Nor in the other region, rror in aught 
^lat Fancy, dreaming o’er the map of 
things. 

Hath placed beyond these penetrable 
bounds. 

Words ' if assurance can be heard } if 
now’here 

A habitation, for consummate good. 

Or for progressive virtue, by the search 
Can be attained,—a better sanctuary 
From doubt and sorrow, than the sense* 
less grave ? *' 
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*' fs this,” the grey*haired Wanderer In me, a meehly-bending spirit soothed 
mildly said. By nat/iral piety : nor a lofty mind, 

“ The voice, which we so lately over- By {philosophic discipline prepared 

heard. Fur calm su^'.jection to acknowledged 

To that sattie child, addressing tenderly ' law ; 

The consolations of a hopeful mind ? Pleased to ha\'e been, contented not to be. 

‘ His body is at rest/his soul i« heaven.' Such palms 1 boast not ;—no ! to me. 
These were your w ords ; and, verily^ * who find, 

methiiiks Reviewing my past way, much to c'm- 

Wisdoni is oft-times nearer when we demn. 

stoop , Litv'le to {praise, and nothing to"4egret. 

Than w’hen we soar.”— (Save some rexicuiorancfs of dream-like 

The Other, not disideused, : joys 

Pnjmptly repliedAly notion is the l/fhat scarcely seem to have b( longed to , 
same. ° ! me) 

And I. without reluctance, could decline If) must take my choice between the {?air 
All act of inquisition whence we, rise, Tl\at rule'altcriialclv t^ie weary hours. 
And what, when breath hath ceased, we Night is than dav more acceptable j^slecp 
may become. Doth, in my estimate of good, appear 

Here are we, in a bright and breathing A better state than waking ; ueath than 
world. I I sleeji,; t 

Our origin, what m.itters it ? In lack j Feelingly sweet i.s stillness after storm. 

Of worthier e.xplanation, sav at once ! Thougti* under covert .(of .,the wormy 
With the American (a thought whicli i ground ! ‘ , 

suits j , ^ 

The place where now \vc ^>tand) that ccr- . Yet Vie it i>aid, in justice to myself, 
tain men ' Tiiat in more genial titles, wlic/i I was 

Leapt out together from a i\>cky cave :' free 

And thp'^e were the first jiarents of man-, To exjilore the destiny of human kind 
kind • j (Not as an intellectngp-game jiursued 

Or, if a il/fferent image he reealled ; With curious siibLilty, from wish to cheat 
By the warm sunshine, and the jocund; Irksome sensations : hut by love of truth 
voice . Urged on, or haply by intense delight 

Of insects chirping out their careless lives i In feeding thought, wherever thought 
Oa these soft beds ut thyme-bespriiiklcd ' coiild feed) 

turf, I I did not rank with those (too dull or nice, 

Choose, with the gav Alheniaii, a conce,it j For to mv judgment such they then ap- 
As sound- -blithe race ! whose mantles ; peared, 

wi-re bedecked j (jr too as|uriiig, thankless at the best) 

With golden grasshoppers, in sign tJiat [ Who, in this frame of human life, per- 
thev I ceive 

Had sprung, like those bright creatures, j An fibject whereunto their souls ate tied 
from the soil i Tn discontented wedlock , nor did e’er, 

Whereon their endless gei eraiious From me, those dark impervious shades, 
dwell. that hang 

But stop !—these theoretic fancies jar Iqjon the region whither we are bound, 
On serious minds : then, as the Hindoos Exclude a pow’er to enjoy,the vital beams 
draw I Of present sunshine.—Deities that float 

Their holy (janges from a skiey fount. On w’ings, angelic Spirits ! I could muse 
Even so deduce, the stream of human life O’er what from eldest time we have been 
From seats of {jower divine ; and hope, told 

or trust. Of yout bright forms and glorious faeul* 

That our existence wrinds her statclii ties, h/ 

course And with the imagination rest tymtent, 

Beneath the sun, like Ganges, to make Not wishing more ; tepihiQgjiot to tread 
part The little sjnuous path of earthly care. 

Of a Jiving ocean ; or, to sink engulfed. By flowers embellished, and by springs 
Like Niger, in impenetrable sands refreshed. * 

And utter darkness : thought which may —‘ Blow winds of autumn 1—let your 
be faced, chilling breath 

Though comfortless !— ‘ Take the live herbage from the meadt 

Not of myself I speak ; and strir . 

Such at^uiesceuce neither doth imply, * The shady lorest o| ite green attire,— 
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* And let the bursting clouds to fury rouse 
The gentle brooks I —Vour desolating 

sway, . , 

* Sheds.' 1 exclaimed. * no sadne^ upon 

niCt ^ ^ 

' And no" disorder in your r.ige I find. 

‘ What dignity, what* beauty, in this 
change « 

' From mild to aiigrv, and from sadigi^ 

m . • 

^Wtemate and revolving ! How benign, 

‘ How rich in animation and delight, 
‘How bounyful these,elements—com¬ 
pared • 

‘ With aught, as more desirable and fa^r, 

* Devised by fancy for the golden age ; 

‘ Or Jhe perpetual warbling that prevails 
‘ In Arcady, beaeath unan(%ed ski^, 

^ Through the Iffliig year in constant qmet 
• bound. 

* Night hushed as nighty and day serene as 

• • • ’ • • 

—But why t|[iis tedious reCord ?—Age, 
we kjjovv: 

Is garrulous r and ‘ttilitude is apt 
To aiitfci[Tate the i>rivyege*of Age. 

Frtim far ye come ; and surelv with a 

Of better entertaluflieut:—let us hence! ” 

Loth CO fodPlK^ the spot, and still more 
^ loth 

To be diverted from our present theme, 

I said, “ Aly thoughts, agreeing. Sir, with 
yours. 

Would pu^h this censure farther ;—for, 
if smiles 

Of scornfut pity be the just reward 
Of Poesy thus courteously employed 
In framing models to improve the scheme 
Of Man’s existence, and rt :ast the world. 
Why should u<»t grave Philosojdiy be 
styled. 

Herself, a dreamed of a kindred stock, 
A dreamer yet more spiritless and dull ? 
Yes, shall the fine imniuiiities she boasts 
, Establish sounder titles of esteem 
j For her, who (all too timid and reserved 

* For onset, ror resistance too inert. 

Too weak for%ufferiug, and fgr hope too 
tame) 

Placed, among flowery gardens curtained 
round r 

W!^ world-excluding groves, the 
tberhood • 

Of soft i^iciffeans, taught—if they 
The ends oi being would secure, and win 
The crown of wisdom—tor 3 'ield up their 
souls • 

To a voluptuous unconcern, preferring 
Tranquillity to all things. Or is she,'* 
t aried, “ more worthy of regard, the 
Power, 


Who, the sake of sterner quiet, closed 
The Stoic’s heart against the vain ap¬ 
proach 

Of admiration, and all sense of joy 7 ’* ^ 

His countenance gave notice that my 
zeal 

Accorded little with his present mind: 

I teased, and he resumed.—“ Ah ! gentle 
'Sir. , 

Slight, if you will, the mftins ; but spare 
to slight 

The end of ^hose. who did, b\' system, 
rank. 

As the prime object of a wise man’s aim, 
Secnritv from shock of accident. 

Release from fear ; and cherished peace¬ 
ful days 

Fur their own sakes, as mortal life’s chief 
goi'd. 

And onlv reasonable felicity. 

What motive drew, what impulse. 1 
would ask. 

Through a lung course of' later ages, 
drove, 

Tiie hermit to his cell in ftircst wide ;* 

Or what detained him, till his closing 
eyes 

Took their last farewell of the sun and 
stars. 

Fast anchored in the desert ?—Not alone 
Dread of the persecuting sword, remorse. 
Wrongs unredressed, or insults unavenged 
.And unaveiigeable. defeated pride, 
Prosperitv subverted, maddening want. 
Friendship betrayed, affection tmre- 
lurnod, 

L<.>ve With despair, or grief in agony j— 
Not always from intolerable, pangs 
He ilcd : but, compassed round by 
ph‘:i-,iire, sighed 

For iridepcndeul happiness; craving 
peace. 

The ceinr.ll feeling of all happiness. 

Not as a refuge from distress or pain, 

.\ breatliing-time, \acation, or a truce. 
But for Its absolute self ; a life of peace. 
Stability without regret or fear : 

That hath been, is, and shall be ever- 
luoro !— 

Such the reward he sought ; and wore 
out life. 

There, where on few external things his 
heart 

Was set, and those his own: or, if not 
his. 

Subsisting under nature's stedfast law. 

What other yearning was the master 
tie 

Of the monastic brotherhood, upon rock 
Aerial, oi in green secluded vale. 

One after one, collected from afar, 
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An Tindissolving fellowship ?—^Wnat but 
this, 

The universal instinct nf repose, 

The longing for confirmed tranquillity. 
Inward andf outward; humble, yet sub- 
lirae: 

The life where hope and memory are as 
one; , “ 

Where earth is quiet and her face, un¬ 
changed ' 

Save by the simplest toil of human hands 
Or seasons’ difference ; the immortal Soul. 
Consistent in self-rule ; and heaven re¬ 
vealed 

To meditation in that quietnes-, !— 

Such was their scheme : and though'the 
wished for end 

By multitudes was missed, perhaps at¬ 
tained 

By none, they for the attempt, and pains 
employed. 

Do, in my present censure, stand re¬ 
deemed 

From the unqualified disdain, that once 
Would have been cast upon them by my 
voice 

Delivering her decisions from the seat 
Of forward youth—that scruples not to 
solve 

Doubts, and determine questions, by the 
rules 

Of inexperienced judgment, ever prone 
To overweening faith ; and is inflamed. 
By courage, to demand from real life 
The test of act and suffering, to provoke 
Hostility—how dreadful when it corncs. 
Whether affliction be the foe, or guilt ! 

A child of earth, I rested, in that stage 
Of my past course to which these thoughts 
advert. 

Upon earth’s native energies ; forgetting 
That mine wa'% a coiidiLiori w'lfich rc'- 
quired 

Nor energy, nor fortitude—a caIn 
Without vicissitude ; which, if the like 
Had been presented to my view elsewhere, 
I might have even been tempted to des¬ 
pise. 

But no—for the serene was also bright , 
Enlivened happiness with joy o’erflowing, 
With joy, and—ohd that memory should 
survive 

To speak the word—with rapture ! Na¬ 
ture’s boon. 

Life’s genuine inspiration, happiness 
Above wliat rules can teach, or fauev 
feign ; 

Abused, as all possessions are abused 
That are not prized according to their 
worth. 

And yet, what worth ? what good is given 
- to men. 


More solid thtin the gilded clouds 
heaven ?“ *' 

What joi'^ more lasting than a-vernal 
flQiver ?— 

None ! ’tis the weneral plaint of hnman 
kind 

In solitude : an^ mutually addressed 
From each toiAil, for wisdom's sake ;— 
• This truth 

Tlw priest announf^s from his holy seat **' 
And, crowned with garlands in the sum- 
ifier grove, • 

The poet fits it to his^lJensive lyre. 

Vet, ere that findi resting-place be gained, 
SJ.arp contradictions mav arise, by doom 
Of this same life, compelling us to gridve 
That the prosperities of love and joy 
Sliojtld be ^'ermitted, oft^inres, to endure 
So long, and be at once cast down ,for 
ever. , 

Oh ! tremble, ye, to whom hath been 
lassignet,' • '' ' > 

course of days coruf using happy 
months, , •< 

And tliey as happy years : the jy-esent/tiU 
S '1 like the past, .and both so firm a plecj^ge 
Of a congenial future, that the wheels 
Of pleasure move without the aidofihupc : 
For Mutabilitv is Nature’s bane; , 

And sliglited Hope will be avenged ; and, 
when 

Ye need her favours, ye shall find her not; 
But in her stead—fear—doubt—and 
agony ! ” 

This was the bitter language of the 
heart : ,, 

But, while he spake, look, gesture, tone of 
voice. 

Though discomposed and vehement, 
were such 

.\s skill and graceful nature might suggest 
To a proficicut of thf tragic scene 
Standing before the multitilde, beset 
With dark events. Desirous to divert 
Or stem the current of the speaker’s 
thoughts. 

We signified a wish to leave/hat place 
Of stillness and close privj|:Cy, a nook 
That seemed for self-examination made ; 
Or, for cr.>iifession, in the simicr’s need, 
Hidden from all mem’s vjpw. To our 
f. attempt - - 

Me yielded not: bu^, pointing to a slope 
Of mossy turf defended frpm the Sun, 
.\iid on that couch in\Hiting iislo rest. 
Full on that, tender-hearted Man he 
turned ^ ,, 

A serious eye, and his speech thus re¬ 
newed. 

“ You never saw, your eyes did never 
. look 
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On the bright form of Her whom once I 
loved:— • • 

Her silver voice was heard upon the 
earth, • 

A sound unknown to you ; else, honoured 
Friend! . • 

Your heart had borne a pitiable, share 
Of what I suffered, wheh%wept that loss. 
And suffer now, not seldom, from tht* 
thought * 

That 1 remember, and can weep no 
more.— * 

Stripped as bain oV all*the golden fruit 
Of seif esteem ; aud by the cutting blasts 
Of self-reproach familiarly assailed : • 
Yet would I not be of such wjntry 
4>arencss , , 

But that <i()mc ]||af of your regard sl%uld 
;i, hang 

Upon jnv naked branches :—lively 
thoughts 

iGrve '‘birth, full often, unguaff-ded 
words ; • 

1 grieve tbitAin yonj- presence, from 1 TI^' 

«toi|giw> • 

Tc^ much of frail tw hath already 
dropped ; 

But that tnotmucj} demands still more. 

ft You know. 

Revered Compatriot—and to you, kind 

4k * * 

(Not to be deemed a stranger, as you 
come 

Following the guidance of these welcome 
feet 

*To our secluded vale) it may be told— 
That iny c^fmerits did not siic in vain 
To One on whose mild radiance many 
gazed 

With hope, and all with pleasure. This 
fair Bride— 

In the devotedness of youthful love. 
Preferring me to p^eiits, and the choir 
Of gay comi^Sajiions, to the natal roof. 
And all known places and familiar sights 
(Resigned with sadness gently weighing 
» down 

i Her trembliig expectations, but no more 
^an did to her due honour, and to me 
Yielded, that^ay, a confidence sublime 
,ln what 1 had to build upon)—this Bride, 
Young, modest, meek, and beautiful, 1 

• 

^ Tov.low cottage in |i sunny bay, « 
WheM the sea innocuously bre<iks, 
. And the se^breeze as innocently breathes 
On Devon’s leafy shores*—a sheltered 
: Aold. 

' In a^ft clime encouraging the soil 
To a luxuriant bounty I —As our steps 
Approach the embowered abode—uur 

; See, .rooted In the earth, her kindly bed, 
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ite unendangered myrtle, decked with 
flowers. 

Before the threshold stands to welcome 

U3 ! 

While, in the flowering m 3 ntle’s neigh- 
bourhciod, * 

Not overlooked but courting no regard, 
I'Aose native plaflts. the holly and the 
•yew. 

Gave' modest intftnation to the mind 
How willingly their aid they would unite 
..With the green myrtle, to endear the 
hours • 

Of 'winter, and protect that pleasant 
place. 

—wild were the walks upon those lonely 
Downs, 

Track leading into track ; hqw marked, 
how worn 

Into bright verdure, between fern and 
gorse, 

Winding away its never ending line 
i On their smooth surface, evidence was 
I none: 

Hut, there, lay open to our daily haunt, 
range of unappropriated earth. 

Where vouth's .ambitious feet might 
move at large ; 

Whence, unmolested wanderers, we be¬ 
held 

The shilling giver of the day diffuse 
His brightness o’er a tract of .sea and land 
Gav as our spirits, free as our desires; 
As our eiijoyineiits, boundless.—From 
those heights 

We dropped, at pleasure, into sylvan 
combs : 

Where arbour', of impenetrable shade. 
And mossv seat-., detained us side bv 
side. 

With hearts at ease, and knowledge in 
our hearts 

‘ That all the grove and all the day was 
ours.’ 

4 

O happv time ! still happier was at 
hand ; 

For Nature called my Partner to resign. 
Her share in the pure freedom of that 
life, 

Ivnjoyed by us in common.—To my hope. 
To m'y heart’s wish, niy tender Mate be¬ 
came ‘ ^ 

* The thankful captive ot maternal 
bonds; 

And those wild paths were left to me 
alone. 

There could I meditate on follies past; 
And, like a weary voyager escaped 
From risk and hardship, inwardly re¬ 
trace 

A course of vain delights and thoughtlaaa 
guilt, 
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And self-indulgence—^without shame pyr- 
^‘ucd^ 

There, undisturbed, could think of and 
could thank 

Her whose submissive spirit was to me 
Rule and restraint—my guardian—shall 
I say 

That earthly Providence, whose guidirg 
love 

Within a port of rest hah lodged me safe ; 
Safe from temptation, and from danger 
far ? i 

Strains followed of acknowledgment 
addressed 

To an Authority enthroned above 
,,The reach of sight : from whom, as from 
their source. 

Proceed ail_ visible ministers of go<«l 
That walk "the earth—Father of heaven 
and earth. 

Father, and king, and judge, adored and 
feared ! 

These acts of mind, and meinorv, and 
heart, 

And spirit—interrupted and relieved 
By observations Imnsient as the glance 
Of flying sunbeams, or to the outward 
form 

Cleaving with power inherent and in¬ 
tense. 

As the mute insect fixed upon the plant 
On whose soft leaves it hangs, and from 
whose cup 

It draws its nourishment imperceptibly— 
Endeared my wanderings: and the 
mother's kiss 

And infant’s smile awaited my return. 

In privacy we dwelt, a wedded pair. 
Companions daily, often all day long ; 
Not placed by fortune within easy reach 
Of various intercourse, nor wishing aught 
Beyond the allowance of our own fire¬ 
side. 

The twain within our happy cottag« horu. 
Inmates, and heirs of our united love ; 
Graced mutually by difference of sex. 
And with no wider interval of time 
Between their several births than served 
for one 

To establish something of a leader’s 
sway: , 

Yet left them joined bv sympathy in 
age; 

Equals in pleasure, fellows in pursuit. 
On these two pillars rested as in air 
Our solitude. 

It soothes me to perceive, 
. I Your courtesy withholds not from my 
words 

"./^ittentive audience. But, oh ! gentle 
* ■■ Friends, 

' times of quiet and unbroken peace. 


Though, for a nation, times of blessed* 
ness. 

Give ba^ faint echoes ftom the his* 
toCian’s page ; ' V 

So, in the imp^ect sounds of this dis> 
course, 

Depressed I hc^, how faithless is the 
voice « 

'Which those most blissful days rever- 
lierate. n <"* 

What special record can, or ved, be 
given 

To rules and habits.’wherrtiy much was 
done. j., 

D*it all within the sphere of little things ; 
Of humble, though, to us, important 
cares. t* 

.\ncV*vr‘’ci«'i'' interests Smoothly did 
our life t 

Advance, swerving not from the path 
prescribed; , 

Her‘annual,, htr diurnal, round alike * ' 
Maintained with faithful care. And you 
divine , » • 

The worst effects that our condition oaw ■' 
If yoti imagine ckanges slowly wrought. 
.'Vn’d in their progress unperccivable ; 

Not wished for ; som^tiine«‘noticeft with 
a sigh, 1 

(Whate'er of good or lovylv they might 
bring) a*"' t. 

Sighs of regret, for the familiar good 
And loveliness endeared whidi they 
removed. 

Seven years of occupation undis-' 
turbed 

F.stablished seemingly a right to hold 
That happiness ; and use and habit gave 
To what an alien spirit had acquired 
A patrimonial sanctity. And thus. 

With thoughts and wishes bounded to 
this world, 

I lived and breathed ; most grateful—if 
to enjoy 

Without repining or desire for more. 

For different lot, or change to higher«' 
sphere, f 

(Only except some impulses of pride 
With no determined objem, though up* 
held 

By theories with suitable support)— > 
Mqst grateful, if in such wise to enjow ' 
fie proof of gratitude for what we hsure ; ' 
Else, I allow, most tb^nHJl^.—But, at 
once, ‘ • 

From some da'rk seat of fatal power was J 
urged 

A claim that shattered all.—Our broom* 
ing girl. 

Caught in the grip of death, with such f 
briel time 

To struggle in as scarcely would .allow - 
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Her check tn change its onlpur, was con- I called on dreams and visions, to dis- 
veyed . ! close 

Fiitom lis to inaccessible worlds,re-'That which is veiled from waking 
gions ^ I thought; conjured 

'Where height, or depth, admits not the Eternity, as men constrain a ghost 

approach * l To appear and answer; to the grave I 

Of living man, though loNdng to pursue.' ^ spake ■ 

—With even as brief a warning—andilinploriiiglv :—looked up, and asked the 
. how soon, • 5 Heavens « 

with what short interval of time between, If Angels traversed their cerulean floors, 
I tremble yet to think of—our last prop. If fixed or wandering star could tidings 
Our happy lifg’s onh/ rejmaining stav— • yield , 

The brother followed ; and was seen no Of the departed spirit—^what abode 
more ! # i '’ccupics—what consciousness retains 

Of former loves and interests. Then my 
Calm as a frozen lake W'hen rutWles*; ' (;oul 


■ • 


winds m - - 

Blow fierrtfly, a/lntating earth ^nd siH', 
The'Mother now remained : as if in her. 
Who, to the lowest region of the soul, 
•Hc^ been crewhile unsettled and slis- 
turbed. * 

This second visitation had no power 
To shake : out^only tft bind up and ; 
*And*to ffstSblish thankfjdn^ss of heart 
in Weaven’s determinations, ever Just. 
The eminence wherfon her spirit stood. 
Mine \?as unamc trwattain. Immense 
The spUce that severed us ! But, as the 
sight ^ 

9>mmunicntcs with heaven's ethereal 
orbs 

Incalculably distant; so, I felt 
; That consolation mav descend from far 
(And that is intercourse, and union, too,) 

, While, overcome with speechless grati¬ 
tude, • 

And, with a holier love inspired, I looked 
On her—at once superior to my woes 
And partner of my loss.—O heavy 
change! 

Dimness o’er this clear luminarv crept 
Insensibly ;—the imRoortal and divine 
^ Yielded to mortal reflux; her pure gIor\'. 

As from the pinnacle of worldly state 
- Wretched ambition drops astounded, fell 
a gulf obscure of silent grief, 

'.And keen lieart - anguish — of itself 
ashamed, e 

Yet obstinately cherishing itself: 

And, so consumed, she melted from my 
‘ arms; • ’ 

AnS^ft me. on this earth, disconsolate.' 

Whaf ft^owAl cannot be reviewed in 
thought*: 

^Muoh less, retraced in word%. If she, of 
lile • 

Blameless, sc intimate with love and joy 
And all the tender motions of the soul, 
Had been supplanted, could I hope to 
atand-r 

Taficmt depond^t, and now. destitute ? ^ 


Turned inward,—to examine of what 
I stuff 

' Time's fetters arc composed : and life was 
)>nt 

To inquisition, long and profitless ! 

I By pain of heart—now checked—and 
i nuw' impelled— 

I The intellectual power, through words 

I and things. 

Went sounding on, a dim and perilous 
way ! 

And from those transports, and these 
toils abstruse. 

Some trace am I enabled to retain 
Of time, else lost;—existing unto me 
Only by records in myself not found. 

From that abstraction I was roused,— 
and how ? 

Even as a thoughtful shepherd by a 
flash 

Of lightning startled in a gloomy cave 
Of these wild hills. For, lo! the dread 
Bastilc, 

With all the chambers in its horrid 
towers, 

I Fell to the ground :—by violence over, 

' • thrown 

' Of indignation : and with .chnuts that 
drowned 

' I'he crash it made in falling ! From the 
wreck 

A golden palace rose, or seemed to rise, 

' The appointed seat of equitable law 
And mild paternal sw§y. The potent 
shock 

^ felt: the transformation I perceived. 
As marvellously seized as in that mo¬ 
ment 

When, from the blind mist issuing, I 
beheld 

Glory—beyond all glory ever seen. 
Confusion infinite of heaven and earth. 
Dazzling the soul. Meanwhile, pro¬ 
phetic harps 

In every grove were ringing, ‘ War shall 
cease: 
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‘ Did ye not hear that conquest is •ab¬ 
jured ? 

‘ Bring garlands, bring forth choicest 
flowers, to deck 

‘The tree of Liberty.’—My heart re¬ 
bounded ; 

My melancholy voice^the chorus joined ; 
—‘ Be jo>’ful all ye nations ; in all jailQs, 
*' Ye that are capable pf joy be gla(j ! 

‘ Henceforth, whate’er is' wanting to 
yourselves 

‘ In others ye shall promptlv find ;—anu 
all, 

* Enriched by mutual and roflected 

wealth, 

* Shall with one heart honour Iheir com¬ 

mon kind.' 

Thus was I reconverted to the world : 
Society became my glittering bride, 
And airy hope>« mv children.—From the 
depths 

Of natural passion, seemingly escaped. 
My soul diffused herself in wide embrace 
Of institutions, and the forms of things : 
As they exist, in mutable array, 

Upon life’s surface. What, though in 
my veins 

There flowed no (Gallic blood, nor had 1 
breathed 

The air of France, not less than Gallic 


Sconi and contempt forbid me to pro¬ 
ceed ! 

But Hislory, time’s slavish scribe, wfll 
tIU ^ 

How rapidly thd zealots of the cause 
Disbanded—or in hostile' ranks ap* 
peared; ‘ 

Some, tired of honest service ; these, out¬ 
done. 

Disgusted therefore, or appalled, bj' ai&is 
Of fi'‘rcer zealots—so confusiofll^jgne^d. 
And the. more foithf il were compell'ed tb 
exclaim. 

As Brutus did to 'Virtue, ‘ Liberty, 

* I worshipped thee, and find rhee but i 
''Shade ! * 

Slich I'ficantation h'ad for me no 
charm, 

Nor would I bend to it; who shcHild have 
grieved ^ 

At aught, 'however fair, that bore the 
mien ’’ 

Of a conclusion, or catasfropne. 

Whv then cilibceal, that, wheri tKe siiiaplv' 
good ' •’ 

In thnid selfishness withdrew. I sought 
Other support, not scrupulous whence it 
came; ' 

And, by what compromji'- it stood, not 
nice. ? ‘• 


zeal 

Kindled and burnt among the sapless 
twigs 

Of my exhausted heart. If busy men 
In sober conclave met, to weave a web 
Of amity, w'hose living threads should 
stretch 

Beyond the seas, and to the farthest pole,' 
There did I sit, assisting. If. with noise 
And acclamation, crowds in open air 
Expressed the tumult of their inliids, my 
voice 

There mingled, heard or not. Th«j 
powers of song 

I left not uninvoked ; and, in still groves. 
Where mild enthusiasts tuned a pen.sive 
lay • 

Of thanks and expectation, in accord 
With their belief, I sang Saturnian rule 
Eeturned,—a prpgeny of golden years 
Permitted to descend, and bless mankind. 


I felt their invitation ; and resumed 
A long-suspended office in the House 
Of public worship, where, the glowing 
phrase 

Of ancient inspiration serving me, 

1 promised alsc>,—with undaunted trust 
Foretold, and added prayer to prophecy ; 
;^e admiration winning of the crowd; 
"The help desiring of the pure deyout. 


Enough if notions seemed to be high- 
pitched. 

And qualities determined.—Among men 
So charactered did I maintain a ^ife' 
Hopeless, and still more hopeless eVery 
hour; • 

But, in the process, I began to feel 
That, if the emancipation of the world 
Were missed, I should at least secure my 

OWTl, 

And be in part compensated. For 
rights, 

Widely—iiivcterately usurped upon, 

I spake with vehemence ; and promptly 
seized ' ' » 

All that Abstraction furnished for my 
needs * 

Or purpq^es ; nor scrupled to proclaim. 
And propagate, by liberty of life, 

Tho.se new persuasions. Not that I 


joiced, • ■ . 

—With promises the Hebrew ScripturesJ/Jr even found pleasure. In such va^'ant 
teem: I course, ^ ^ 

T ■ _fj -X?___*_ n I . • _ « -M 


For its own sake ; but fafthe^ from the 
walk 

Which 1 had'trod in happiness and peace. 
Was most inviting to a troubled'ttimd; 
That, in^a struggling and disteit^ere^" 

Saw a seductive image of h«rself. 

Yet, mark the c<:»itraidiQtiofls''Of which' 
Man 
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Is still the sport! HereJMature was my 
guide. 

The Nature of the dissolute ; Ifiit thee, 

O fbstering Nature I I refected—Smiled 
At others’ tears in pity^ and in sc^rn 
At those, which thy sott influence some¬ 
times drew ^ 

From iny unguarded hciirt.—The tran¬ 
quil shores * 

Britain circumscriLcd me ; per¬ 
haps , 

I might have bew entangled among 
(teeds, • ^ 

Which, now, as infamous, I should 
abhor— • 

Despise, as senseless : for my spirk re¬ 
lished m • 

Strangely*thc criLsperation of^hnt fJkind, 
Which turned an angry beak against the 
down 

Oiher>own breast ; confounded into hope 
*Oi discucurnbcriug thus hcf fretful wmgs. 

But all quieted by inm bonds 
' Of wiilimrt swav. The shifting aims. 
Tlwj moral interests, tl!b creative might. 
The varied functions and high attributes 
(^f civ*il actioit, viq^cd to a power 
Formal, and odious, and contemptible. 
—In Britnii^ ruled a panic dread of 
change : ‘ * 

The weak were praisod, rewarded, and 
advanced ; 

And, from the impulse of a just di.sdaiii, 
Once more did I retire into nivself. 

There feeling no contentment, I resol\ eti 
To fly, foft safeguard, to some foreign 
shore. 

Remote from Europe ; from her blasted 
hopes; 

Her fields of carnage, and fiolluted air. 

Fresh ble^ the *viud, when o’er tlie 
Atlantic Main 

The ship went gliding with her thouglit- 
less crew ; 

*And who among them but an Exile, freed 
From discoilteut, indliferent, pleased to 
sit ^ 

Atnoog the busily-employed, hot more 
With obligation charged, with service 
taxed. • 

, TElm the loose pendant—to the idle wieid 
Up& the tall mast sA'‘Baming. But, yi^ 
Pfiwers • 

Of soul atuf sense mysteriously allied, 

O, never let the Wretched* if a choice 
Be left him, triist the freight of his dis¬ 
tress 

To a long voyage on the silent deep I 
For, like a plague, jvill memory break 
out; , 

And, in the blauk and solitude of thmgs, 


Upon his spirit, with a fever’s strength. 
Will conscience prey.—Feebly must they 
have felt 

'Who, in old time, attired with snakes and 
whips 

The vengeful Furies. Bdtutiful regards 
Were turned on me—the face of her I 
• loved ; • 

TJic*Wife and Mother pitifully fixing 
Tender reproaclirf, insupportable ! 

Where n<iw that boasted lib^ty ? No 
welcome 

Frogi unknown objects I received; and 
lho>i>, 

Kinjwn mid familiar, which the vaulted 
sky 

Did. in the placid clearness of the night. 
Disclose, had accusations to prefer 
-Vgainst niy peace. Within the cabin 
stood 

That volume—as a compass fur the soul— 
Revered among the nations. I implored 
Its guidance ; but the mfullible support 
Of faith waa ivaiiting. Tell me, why re¬ 
fused 

To One by storms annoyed and adverse 
w md' : 

Perplexed with ciirreuls ; of his weakness 
sick ; 

Of vain eiulr-avours tired; and by his own, 
.4ud by his nature's, ignorance, dis-f 
rmiyed ! 

Loug-wished-for sight, the Western 
World a]}]}eare(l ; 

And, when the ship was moored, I leaped 
ashore 

ludigiiautly—res^ilved to be a man, 

Wlio, having o’er the past no power, 
would live 

No longer in subjection to the past, 
With abject mind—from a tyrannic lord 
Inviting penance, fruitlessly endured ; 
So. like a fugitive, whose feet have cleared 
Some boundary, which his followers may 
not cross 

III prosecution of their deadly chase. 
Respiring I looked round.—How bright 
the .sun. 

The breeze how soft! Can any thing 
produced 

In the old World compare, thought I, for 
jiower 

.4nd majesty with this gigantic stream. 
Sprung from the desert ? And behold a 
city 

Fresh, youthful, and aspiring I What 
are these 

To me, or I to them ? As much at least 
As he ilesires that they should be, whom 
wim.s 

And waves have wafted to this distant 
sliore, 
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la the eonditidn of a damaged sieed,. 
Whose fibres cannot, if they would, take 
root. 

Here may 1 roam at large ;—^my business* 
is< ‘S> 

Roaming at la^ge, to obsen'e, and not to 
feel 

And, therefore, not *,.0 act—coiiviiioid 
that all < 

Which bears the numC' of action, hoiv- 
soe’cr 

Beginning, ends in servitude—still pain-i 
fill, *■ 

And mostly profitless. And, sooth to 
say. 

On nearer view, a motley spectacle 
Appeared, of high pretensions—uiire- 
proved 

But by the obstreperous voice of higher 
still; 

Big passions strutting on a petty stage : 
Which a detached spectator may regard 
Not uiiaxnused.—But ridicule deinaads 
Quick change of objects ; and. to laugh 
alone. 

At a composing distance from the h>aunts 
Of strife and folly, though it be a treiil 
As choice as musing Leisure can bestou : 
Yet, in the very centre of the crowd. 
To keep the secret of a poignant scorn. 
Howe’er to airy Demons suitable, 

Of all unsocial courses, is least fit 
For the gross spirit of mankind,—the one 
That soonest fails to please, and quick- 
liest turns 
Into vexation. 

Let us, then, I said. 
Leave this unknit Republic to the 
scourge 

Of her own passions; and to regions 
haste, 

Whose shades have never felt, the en¬ 
croaching axe, 

Or soil endured a transfer in the mart 
Of dire rapacity. There, Man abides, 
Primeval Nature’s child. A creature 
weak 

In combination, (wherefore else driven 
back 

So far. and of his old inheritance 
So easily deprived ?) but, for that cause. 
More dignified, an^ stronger in himself; 
Whether to act, judge, suffer, or enjoy. 
True, the intelligence of social art 
Hath overpowered his forefathers, and 
soon 

Will sweep the remnant of his line away ; 
But contemplations, worthier, nobler far 
Than her destructive energies, attend 
Hia independence, when along the side 
Of Mississippi, or that northern stream 
That spreads into successive seas, he 
walks; 


Pleased to perceive his own unshackled 
life. 

And his innate capacities of soul; 

There <inaged : or when, having gained 
the top * 

Of some commanding eminence, which 
yet 

Intruder ne’eniieheld, he thence surveys 
' Regions of wood and wide savannah, vast 
Expanse of unappeopriated earth, ^ 
With^ mind that sheds a light oq^hat he 
bces; 

Free as the sun,"and loneH as the sun. 
Pouring above h'ls head its radiance down 
Upon a living and rejoicing w<irld ! 

|i 

So, westvyas'l, tovv’rd the unviolated 
e'.v’oodsi S, p 

T bent my way ; and, ri.ianiiug far uid 
wide, 11 

Failed not to greet the merry Mackiqg- 
‘oird . 1 * ' 

And, while the melunchoTv' Muccawiss 
(The sportive bird’r, companion in the 
grove) <■ * ft- * 

iicfjeated, *j’er anti o’er, his plaintive ay, 

T svini>:ithised at leisure wvth the sound ; 
BuL that pure archetype of human 
greatness, ' 

1 found him not. Ther^ mi his stead, 
appeared ^ t 

A creature, squalid, vengeful, and im¬ 
pure ; 

Remorseless, and submissive to no law 
But superstitious fear, and abject sloth. 

Enough is told ! Here am J —ye have 
heard 

What evidence I seek, and vainly seek ; 
What from my fellow-beings I require. 
And either they have not to give, or 1 
Lack virtue to receive ; what I myself. 
Too oft by wilful forfeiture,^ have lost 
Nor can regain. How lang'uidly I look 
'Upon this visible fabric of the world. 
May be divined—^perhaps it hath been 
said :— 

But spare your pity, if therrfbe in me 
Aught that deserves respeijt: for I exist. 
Within myself, not coiiuortless.-—^The 
tennur 

Which my life holds, he readily may con-' 
c ceive , /' 

Whoe’er hath stood watch a mounfain 
brook «, *' 

In some still passage of its dofirse. and 
seen, 1 

Within the depths of its capacious breast. 
Inverted trees, rocks, clouds, and azure 
sky ; 

And. on its glassy,^ surface, specks of 
foam, : 

And conglobated bubbles undissolved. 
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•.Numerous as stars; that, by their on¬ 
ward lapse, * ■ 

Betray to sight> the motion of thastreain. 
Else imperceptible. MeanwbUe, isjieard 
A softened roar, or mmrnur: and the 
sound • 

Diough soothing, and t£e little flpating 
isles '*, 

Though beautiful, arc both by Natiue 
charged • 

With the same pensive office ; and make 
known • 

Through whafc perplexing labyriiilhs, 
abrupt • 


Prddpitiltions, and untoward straits, 
TheT earth-born wanderer hath passed; 
and quickly, 

That respite o’er, like traverses and toils 
Must be again encounter.—Such a 
' stream • 

j Is human Life ; and so the Spirit fares 
; In Ihe best quiet to her course allowed : 

' «\na £uch is mine, — save only for a 
I ^ hope # 

That my particular current soon will 
< reach 

The iinfathottiable gulf, where all is 

I >iiU!” 


, 5OOK! FOURTH 

riESPO*NDE^CV COKKECTEu'^ I tf.iiipered, not unfrequeiitly, with 

[ strains 

^ ARGUMENT ; Of native feeling, grateful to our minds ; 

Slat* of fpeliiiKi>rodiiccd by the fAregoiiiir NaA'a- i surely some relief to his, 

live—A belief ir»a supcniitending Providence we sate listening with compassion 

the only acWqiuU* supnort under attliction— ' due. 

, WaBdercr's^ cjaculutioJI—Acknowledges the , A paU'>e of silence followed ; then, with 
difficnltyof a lively faith—-Hence immoderate ' Voice 

i J"'falt„ thaUB., the heart was 

of dejection iii*the Military’s mind—Disap-Ij’ 
l^iiitnrviit from the^ I'rcuch Revolution— V\anderer said;— 

Sttitet grounds of hope, and insists on the i ^ “ One adequate support 

iiccessity of fP^.iejice and fortitude with For the calamities of mortal life 


Respect to the course of great revolutions— 
Knowledge the source of tranquillity—Rural 
Solitude f.tvuur.iblo to knowledge of the in¬ 
ferior Creaturea; Study of their habits and 
ways ri'conimended; exhortation to iKxlily 


Exists—one only ; an assured belief 
That the jirocessioii of oiir fate, howe’er 
Sad or disturbed, is ordexed by a Bciug 
Of inhiiite benevolence and ixiwer ; 
exertion and communion with Nature—Mor- | VVnose everlasting purposes embrace 
bid ^litiide pitiable—Superstition better : All accidents. Converting them to good, 
than apathf—Apathy and destitution tin- ' —The darts of anguish fix not where the 
known in the inf.iiicv of societv—The various seat 

mod« of Rr’ligion prevented it-Illusti-ated of suffering hath been thoroughly 

fortified 

By acquiescence in the Will supreme 
For tune and for eternity : by faith.' 
Faith absolute iii (lod, including hope, 
.^nd the defence lhal lies iu boundless 
love 

Of hi-i perfections : with habitual dread 
Of aught unworthily conceived, endured 


iu the Tewish, Persian, Babylonuiii, Chal¬ 
dean, and Grecian inodes of belief—Solitary 
interposes—Wanderer points out the influence 
of religious and imaginative feeling 111 the 
humble ranks* of sodlety, illustrated from 
present and past times—These prinanles 
tend to recal exploded superstitions and 
popery—Wanderer rebuts this charge, and 
• contrasts the dignities of the lm.-igiiiatior] with 
the presumpti|ous littleness of certain modern . 

Philosophers—Recommends other lights and ■ Impatiently, ill-duno, or left 'Undone, 
guides—^Asserts the power of the ^ul to re- | To the dishonour of his holy name, 
generate herself; Srfitary asks how—Reply— , Soul of our Souls, and safeguard of the 

j world ! 

Sustain, thou only caiflit, the sick of 
heart ; 


Petsoiui appeal—^Exhortation to .activitv 
ef body renewed—How to commune with 
Nckirc—^Waiidaer concludes with a legitu 

* raatmunion of the imagination, affections, un- 
derslao^ing, and re.tsoil—Effect of his dis¬ 
course—Return to (he Cottage. 

Here closed the Tenant of* that lonely 
vale • 

His mournful narrative—commenced in 
pain. 

In pain commenced, and ended .vithout 
peace: 


“^iestore their languid spirits, and recal 
Their lost affections unto thee and 
thine ! ” 

Then, as we issued from tliat covert 
nook, 

He thus continued, lifting up has eyes 
To heaven :—“ How beautiful this dome 
of sky ; 
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And the vast hills, in fluctuation fiked 
At command, how awful! Shall the 
^ul, 

Human and rational, report of thee 
Even less than these ?—Be mute who 
will, whfi can. 

Yet t will praise thee with impassioned 
voice 


Whose kingdom is, where time and sp^oe 
are not. ' , , . 

Of otbep converse which mind, soul, and 
Ijpart, 

Do, with united urgency, require, , 
What more that may not perish ?—Thou, 
dread source, 
j Prime, self-cukting cause and end of all 


My lips, that may forget thee iu then That in the scale of being fill thejir place ; 

crowd, t 

Cannot forget thee here 


thee here ; where thou 

hast built 
For thy own glory, iu the. wilderness ! 
Me didst thou constitute a pne.'.t of ihiue, 
III such a temple as we now behold 
Reared for thy presence : therefore, am 
I bound 

To worship, here, and every where—as one 
Not doomed to ignorance, though forced 
to tread. 

From childhood up, the ways of poverty. 
From unreflecting ignoranee preserved. 
And from debasenieut rescued.—By thy 
grace 

The particle divine remained uucpicnched; 
And, ’mid the wild weeds of a rugged soil. 
Thy bounty caused to flourish deathless 
flowers. 

From paradise transplanted : wmtry age 
Iiiipendis; the frost will gatlier round my 
heart ; 

If the flowers witJjej:, 1 am worse tliaii 
dead ! 

—Come, labour, when the wiuu-t>ul 
frame rcquir<*s 

Perpetual sabbath ; come, disease and 
want ; 

And sad exclusion through decay of 
sense ; 

But leave me unabated trust iu thee — 
And let thy favour, to the end of life. 
Inspire me with abilitv to .seek 
Repose and hope among eternal things— 
Father of heaven and earth ! and I am 
rich. ,i 

And will possess my portion iu content! 


Above our hlIm^ll region, or below, 

Set and sustained;—thou, ^ho didst 


And what are things eternal ?—powers 
depart,” 

The grey-haired Wanderer stedfastly 
replied. 

Answering the question which himself 
held asked, 

“ Possessions vanish, and 
change, 

And passions hold a fluctuating seat: 

But,' by the storms of circumstance un¬ 
shaken. 

And subject neither to eclipse nor wane, 

Duty exists ;—immutably survive, 

For our support, the measures and the 
forms. 

Which an abstract intelligence supplies ; 


'wrap the cloud 

Of infancy around Us, that thyself, 
Thcreiii, with v>ur simplicity awhile 
JVlight’st hois, on earth, communion un-' 
disturbed : 

Who from the anarchy of dreaming sleep,’ 
Oi^.froni Jts aeath-likc<,void, with punc¬ 
tual care, , 

And t(.>uch as gentle as the morning hght, 
Restor’st us, daily, to the powets of sense 
And reasop’j stedfast rule—thoU, t<hoM 
.alone ,. 

Art everlasting, and the J.)lt’ised Spirits, 
Which thop iaclu'dest, as the se^ hf*r 
waves : « * _ 

Fctr adoration thoa eiidur'st: eiidurti 
For ccMisciousiiess the '<;iotions ,,of thy 
will ; 

For apprehuiisiuti those transcendent 
truths * * ‘ • 

Of the pure intellect, that stand as law 
(Submission constituting strength and 
power) 

Even to thy Being's infinite majesty I 
This universe shall pass away—a wprk 
Glorious ! because the shadow of thy 
might, * 

A step, or link, for intercourse with thee. 
All ! if the time must come, in which my 
feet 

No uKjre shall stray where meditation 
leads. 

By flowing streanfr through Wood, or 
craggy wild. 

Loved haunts like these ; the unimpris¬ 
oned Mind , 

May yet have scope to raivjc among her 
own, 

Her thoughts, her im4iges, her high 
desires. 

If the dear faculty of sight, should fhU, 
Still, it may be allowed li^ to rem^ber 
upiiiions^-what visionary powers bf eye an<Ysoul 
Ill youth, were miifb ; when, statkinld on 
the top 

Of some huge hill—expectant, I beheld 
Tlio sun rise up, from distant clim^ 
returned ■ 

Darkness to chase, and sleep ; and briilg 
the day ^ . 

His bounteous gift! or saw him toward 
the deep 
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Silal(> with a retinue of flapiing clouds Whiph reason proniises, and holy writ 
Attended ; then, my spirit wAs entranced Ensures to all believers ?—Yet mistrust 
With joy exalt&d to beatitude ; • ' Is of such incapacitv, methinks. 

The measure of my stjiil vas fillod^with No natural branch; despondency far 
bliss, ^ less; 

And holiest love ; as eartn. sea, air. ^(ith And. least of all, is alsolufO^espw. 

light. ■ —And. if there be whose ten^r Ames 

With pomp, with glory, with magnifi- ehave drooped * 

cence ! Evenrto the dust ; apparently, through 

** * weight * 

Those fervent raptures are for gver Of anguish unrelieved, and lack of power 
flown; ^ i An agonizing sorrow to trausniule; 

And, since theii*date, my s'Jjul hath under- j l>finn<>t tlial*pnK>f is here of hope with- 
gone held 

Change manifold, for better or for worse -j' When wanted most; a confidence im- 
Yet cease I not to struggle, and aspire j ji.iired 

Heavenward ; and chide the part of me i So j>Mial>Iv. that, having ceased to see 

that flags, / ■ ‘ » '^ ! With bodily eyes, ihev are borne down 

Threwgh sinful choice ; or dread neces- j bv love 

sity t-' Of wliat is lost, .nnd perish through regret. 

On^huijian nature from above imposed. , oh ! no. the innocent Sufferer often sees 

’Ti.s. by comparison, an ea'A task ' Too cle.irlv : feels too vividlv : and longs 

Earth ti> despise ; but, to converse with j To realize the vision, with intense 

heaven*-'*' • ‘ ,\nd over-constant ve.jriiing ;—there— 

This ms nat ^*asy :—to reliriuish all there lies 

Weiiave. or hope, of happiness and joy, 1 The excess, by which the balance is de- 
And stand in frtjedom loosened from this j stroved. 

wcfrld. • • ! Too, too cf>iitracted are these walls of 

I deen? not arduous ; but must needs 1 flesh. 


confess 


' This vital warmth t.'>o cold, these visual 


'^at ‘tis a thing impossible to frame | orbs. 

Conceptions equal to the soul's desires | Though ineonceivablv endowed, too 
And the most difliciilt of t. ks to j dim 

Heights which the soul is competent to j For anv passion of the soul that leads 
gain. j To ecstasy ; and, all the crooked paths 

-—Main is of dust : ethereal hopes are his. j of time and change disdaining, takes its 
Whwh, when thev should sustain them- j course 

“ selves aloft, _ I Along the line id limitless desires. 

Want due consistence ; like a pillar of i, speaking now from such disorder free, 
smoke. Nor rapt, nor craving, but in settled 

That with majestic energy from earth peace. 

Rises j but, having reached the Ihmnor j T cannot doubt that thev whom you de- 
air, ' , I plore 

Melts, and dissolves, and is no longer seen. Are glorified ; or, if thev sleep, shall wake 
From this infirmity of mortal kind From sleep, and dwell with God in end? 
Sorrdw' probeeds, which else were not : less love. 

• at least, ** Hope, below this, consists not \vith‘be¬ 

lli grief be sdbaething hallowed and or- lief 

. ' dained, . * . . If* mercy, carried infinite degrees 

If, in proportiem, it be just and meet. Beyond the tenderness of human hearts : 
Yet,' through this weakness of the gcii- Hi>pe, below this, consists not with belief 
« era! hearty In perfect wisdom, gliding mightiest 

Is enabled y maintain its hold • power, 

In t%at' excess which^ponscieuce'disap--^hat finds no limits but her own pure 
prdVes. • _ % will. 

For tvho'could .sink and settle to that 


TOint a Here taen we rest: not fearing for our 

Of seMsbn ess ; ^ senseless who could be creed 

As long and persevCringly to mourn The worst that human reasoning can 
rOr any object of his love, removed achieve. 

From this unstable world, if he Could fix To unseti le or perple.x it: vet with pain 
A isatisfying view upon that state ' Acknowledging, and grievoui' sel|-re< 
Of ipuire. imperlsbiabte, blessedness. proach, 
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That, though immovably convincect we 
want 

'Zeal, and the virtue to exist by faith 
-■ As soldiers live by courage; as, by 
Etrenrth 1 

Of sailor fights with roaring 1 

Mas. I 

Alas ! the endowmerft of immortal poA'er, 
Is matched unequally with custom/-time,* 
And domineering fadUlties of sense 
In ail; in most with superadded foes, 

^ Idle temptations ; open vanities. • 
Ephemeral offspring of tf*ie utiblnshing 
world ; 

And, in the private regions of the |nind. 
Ill-governed passions, rankliiigs of de¬ 
spite. 

Immoderate wishes, junirig diseonteiit. 
Distress and care. What then remains ? 
—^To seek 

Those helps for his occasions ever nc.ar, 
Who lacks not will to use them ; vows,' 
renewe,d I 

On the first motion of a holy thought ; ! 

Vigils of conte-inplation ; praise ; and 1 
prayer— j 

A stream, which, from the, fountain of j 
the heart 

Issuing, however feeblv, nowhere flow-s 
Without acce.ss ot unc.xpected strength. 
But, above all, the victory is most sure 
For him, who, seeking faith by virtue, 


By nature’s care from wreck of scattered 
stones, • '■ 

And frt>m encroachment of encircling' 
heath : 

Small space ! but, for reiterated stqps, 
Smboth and commodious; as a stately 
deck , 

Which to an^ iro the mariner is used 
To tread for pastime, talking with his 
*' mates, < w 

Or haply thinking of far-distaat friends, 
Whhe the ship gljde.s before^a steady 
breeze. * * 

Stillness prevailed around us: and the 
r voice ■■ 

That spake was capable to lift the soul,^ 
Toward rcgiqtis yet more tranquil." But," 
e* inethought," V 
That lie, wht»se fixed despondeneji had 
given 

Impulse and moliv'c to that Arong dis- 
" coiirso; ' ' •» « 

Was less upr.aised in spirit than abashed; 
Shrinking from adfno(iitirtn,‘='like a m.au 
Who feels that to exhort is ^o.repmachi 
Yet not to be diverted from his ainq. 

The Sage continued :— 

“ For'lthat other loss. 
The loss of confidence in social nxaii, 

By the unexpected traijsports of our 
age * 

Carried so high, that every thought. 


strives 

To yield entire .submission to the law 

Of • conscience—conscience reverenced 
and obeyed. 

As God's m ist intimate presence in the 
soul. 

And his most perfect image in the world. 

—Endeavour thu.s to live; these rules 
regard ,- 

These helps solicit; and a st.xlfast scat 

Shall then be yours among the happy few 

Who dwell on earth, yet breathe empyreal 
air, 

^ns of the morning. For your nobler 
"part. 

Ere disencumbered of her mortal chains. 

Doubt shall be quelled and trouble 
chased away; 

With only such degree of sadness left 

As may support4ongings of pure desire ; 

And strengthen love, rejoicing secretly 

In the sublime attractions of the grave.” 

While, in this strain, the venerable 
Sage 

Poured forth his aspirations, and an¬ 
nounced 

.’His judgments, near that lonely house 
we paced 

IA plot of green-sward, seemingly pre- 
r served 


which looked 

Beyond the tiunporal destiny of the Kind, 
To many seemed superfluous—as, no 
cause 

Could e’er for such exalted ,confidence 
Exist; so, none is now for fixed despdir : 
The two extremes are equally disowned 
By reason ■■ if. with sharp recoil, from 
one 

You have been driven far as its opposite. 
Between them seek the point whereon 
to build *' 

Sound expectations. So doth he advise 
Who shared at first the illusion : but was 
soon < 

Cast from the pedestal of pK'de by, shocks 
Which Nature gentlv gave, in woods and 
fields; 

Nor uiireprovcd by Providence, thus 
speaking 

the inattentive childr^ of the waM •* 
ain-glorious Generatioh ! what|mew ' 
pOWtfS •> 

‘ On you nave been conferred. ?'what gifti« 
withhelcl, 

‘ From your progenitors, have ye re- 
cei^;^, 

' Fit recompense of new desert ? what - 
claim 

‘ Are ye prepared to urge, that tny de¬ 
crees 
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' For you should tinderen a sudden 
change; ' • 

' And the-weak functions of one bifcy day, 

‘ Reclaiming and extirpating, perfown 
‘ What all the slowly-mjriring years of 
time, . • 

‘ With their united force, „have left un¬ 
done ? • 

* By nature’s gradual processes be tauglit; 

‘ story be confounded ! Ye aspire • 
‘ Rashly, to fail once more; and that 
false fruit, * 

‘ Which, to yrair over-w^ening spirits, 
yields * 

‘ Hope of a flight celestial, will produce, 
‘ Misery and shame. But Wisdfuii ,of 
hrt" sous ^ , 

‘Shall iitjt, tlie /"ss, though •late, 


Such timely warning,” said the Wan- 
.• ^erPT, “ gave • , ' 

That visionary noice ; and. at this dav. 
When a TarSarvipin dr^kness <iverspreads 
The g(oa7\|nfi nations ; when (he iinpi'iu-. 

^ule, • 

By will or by established ordinance. 
Their own dire skgenU, and constrain the 
good 

To acts winch Ihey abhor ; though I be- 
^ wail . ■ 

Tnis triumph, yet the pity of inv heart 
J-^events me not from owning, that the 
law. 

By which mankind now suffers, is most 
just. 

• For by superjor energies ; more s'trict 
Affiance in each other: faith more firm 
In their unhallow’ed principles : the bad 
Have fairly earned a victory o’er the 


weak. 

The vacillating inconsistent good. 

Therefore, not unconsuled, I wait—in 
hope • 

•To see the moment, w'hcn the righteous 
cause 

Shall gain defenders zealous and devout 
' As they who have opposed her ; in w’hich 
Virtue 

Will, to her eflofts, tolerate no Ikounds 

That are not loi'^y as her rights : aspiring 

' ^ impulse of her own ethereal zeal. 

Thwkspirit 6n^ can redeem mankind^ 

And wen that ^cred spirit shall appear, 

.Then Bhall our ^riumpn be con^lete as 
theirs. • • 

Yet, should this confidence j}rove vain, 
the wise 

, Have still -the Idfeeping of their proper 


peace: 

Are guardians of their own tranquillity. 
They act, or they recede, observe, arid 
f«el • 


* Knowing the heart of man is set to be. 
The centre of this world, about the which 
Those revolutions of disturbances 

Still roll ■ where all the aspects nf misery 
Predominate ; whose strong effects are' 
such • 

As he must bear, being powerless to re- 
■rlress ; • 

Atu/ tlipt unless above himself he can 
Erect himself, how pAbr a thina is Man ' ’ * 

,Happy is ho who lives to understand. 
Not human na^u^e only, but explores 
■All natures.—to the end that he may 
, find 

The I 3 w that govern.*: earh : and w'herc 
lit-gin*. 

The union, the partition where, that 
make" 

Kind and. degree, among all visible 
Being*:: 

The rfMistitntioU'.. i>f>wer-, and faculties. 
Which thev inherit, -rannot •:tep be¬ 
yond,— 

j And cannot fall beneath : (hat do assign 
To every class if* station and its office, 
Througl, .ill the rriightv coniinonwe,alth <tf 
thing'. ; 

I'p from the creeping ])lant to "overeign 
Man. 

Such converse, it directed by a meek, 
Sincere, and humble ^jiirit, teaches love : 
For knowledge i>: delight ; and such de¬ 
light 

Breeds h've ; vet, suited as it rather is 
To thought and to the climbing intellect. 
It teaches less to love, than to adore,; 

If that be not indeed the highest love ! 

“ Vet,” said I, tempted here to inter- 
}K>se, 

“ The dignity nf life is not impaired 
Bv aught that innocently satisfies 
The humbler cravings, of .the heart: anc’ 

• he 

Is a still happier man. who, for those 
heights 

Of speculation not unfit, de.seends ; 

And .such benign affections cultivates 
Among the inferior kinds ; not merely 
those 

That he may call his own, and which 
depend, * 

As individual objects of regard. 

Upon his care, from whom he also looks ' 
For signs and tokens of a mutual bond ; 
But others, far beyond this narrow sphere. 
Whom, for the very sake of love, he loves. 
Nor is it a mean praise of rural life 
And solitude, that they do favour most, 
Most frequently call forth, and best 
sustain. 


t Daniel. 
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These pure sensations; that 'can pene¬ 
trate 

The obstreperous city; on the barren 
seas 

Are not unfelt; and much might recom¬ 
mend, c 

How much they might inspirit and 
endear, < « 

The loneliness of this sublime ret/jeat ! ’’ 

K' 

“ Yes,” said the Sage, resuming the 
discourse 

Again directed to his du’.viicast Friend, 
” If, with the froward will and prdvelliug 
soul 

Of man, ofTeuded, liberty is here,' 

And invitation every hour renewed. 

To mark their plarid state, who never 
heard 

Of a coiniiiand which they have power to 
break. 

Or rule which they are templed to trans¬ 
gress : 

These-, with a soothed or elei-ated heart, 
..lay we behold ; their knowledge regis- 
ter ; 

Observe their ways ; and, free from envy, 
find 

Complacence there :—but wherefore this 
to you ? 

I guess that, welcome to your lonely 
hearth. 

The redbreast, rnflled up by winter’s cold 
Into a ‘ featheri' bunch,' feeds at your 
hand : 


Again ! ”—^Thc effect upon the soul was 
such ' 

As lie ^expressed : from out the moun- 
•(tain’s heart 

The solemn vfty,e appeared to issue, start¬ 
ling 

The blank air—for the region all around 
.Stood empt 3 ’ of all shape of life, and 
silent 

•Save for that single cry, the unanswcj'd 
bleat -j, 

Of'a poor lamb—It^ft snmewhS'e to itself, 
The plaintive ‘.tpirit of tke solitude ! 

He paused, a.S if unwilling to proceed, 
Tlirough consciousness that silence in 
such place 

Was best,, t^ie most affecting eloquence. 
I^t soigi Ills thougi^ts returned upon 
themselves, , 

And, iu soft tone of speech, thus he 
resumed. * ' 

• I ’ 

“ .Vli ! if the heart,, too confidently 
raised, .. •> *i 

Perchance <+oo lightly occupied. or„.hillod 
Too easily, despise or overlook , 

The vassalage that binds her to the earth. 
Her sad dependencp uimi timey and all 
The trepidations oi mortalitv, « 

What place so destitiite.^and void—^but 
there > •'' . 

The little flower her vanity sliall che^ s 
The trailing worm reprove her thought¬ 
less pride ? 


A box, perchance, is from your casement 
hung 

For the small wren to build in;—m>t in 
vain. 

The barriers disregarding that surround 
This deep abiding place, before yiuir 
sight 

Mounts on the breeze the buttnrfl >'; and 
soars. 

Small creature as she is, fn^m earth*s 
bright flowers. 

Into the dewy clouds. Ambition reigns 
In the waste wilderness: the Soul ascends 
]>rawn towards her native firmament of 
heaven. 

When the fresh eagle, in the month of 
May, « 

Upborne, at evening, on replenished 
wing, •• 

This shaded valley leaves; and leaves 
the dark 

Frnpurpled hills, conspicuously renewing 
A proud communication with the sun 
Low sunk beneath the horizon !—List ! 
—I heard. 

From yon hiige breast of rock, a voice 
^ sent forth 

As if the visible mountain made the cry. 


These craggy regions, these rhantic 
wilds. 

Does that benignity pervade, that warms 
The mole contented with her darksome 
walk 

Tn the cold ground ; and to the emmet 


gives 

Her foresight, and intelligence that makes 
The tiny creatures stiVmg by social 
league ; ’ ' 

Supports the generations, multiplies 
Their tribes, till we behold a Spacious 
plain I*' 

Or grassy bottom, all, with little hills— ■ 
Their l 2 ,bour, coveredf as a lake with. 


waves; 

Thousands of cities, in the desert place 
iHiiilt up of life, and fooU, and meaAS bf 
life! , * -fT' ’ 

Nor wanting here, tq., enterttdu 
thought, o • ' 

Creatures t^at in communities exist« 

Less, as might seem, for general guv* 
dianship “ ' 

Or through dependence upon mutual aid. 
Than by participation of delight' 

.\nd a Strict love of fellowship, corniced- 
What other ^irit can it .pe that J^hipta 

-u:-:-? v-5/ r-; ^ 
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The gilded summer flies to mix and weave 
Their sports together in the colar beam. 
Or in the gloom of twilight hum thair joy ? 
More obviously the self-same infli«3nce 
rules ^ 

The feathered kinds ; ,thc . iieiufave’s 
pensive flock, 

Tlie cawing rooks, and s^;(vmews from 
afar, 

H«Meriug above these inymd solitudes, ■ 
By the rough wind unscattcrud, at whose 
call • 

' Up through the treiifcheiF of the long- 
drawn vales • 


In tills d^cp Hollow, like a sullen star 
Dimly reflected in a lonely pool. 

Take courage, and withdraw yourself 
from ways 

That run not parallel to nature’s course. 
Rise with the lark ! your matins shall 
! obtam 

' Gra^^, be their composition what it may, 
I H but^with hers performed; climb once 
I again, ^ 

' Climb every day, those ramparts ; meet 
j tlie breeze 

I Upon their lops, adventurous as a bee 
i That rt-oin your garden thither s<jars, to 


Their voyage was begun : nor is its power L feeil 

_ 1 On ne^-blown heath 


ITnfelt among the sedentary fowl 
That seek yon pool, and t,Jjei;e prolong 
their stay ^ • *# 

in sil^t congress ; or together roused 
Take flight; while with their clang the 
air resounds. 

A^ad,*ov9r all, in that etherua.l.vau]t, * 
Is the mutecoiniviuy of changeful clouds ; 
Bright appanitum. snd^enlv put 
Xiie r;yuL>uw^iriiling on the ia^ed i.torin ; 
The -luiltf assemblage wf tlie staiTy 
neaveiis 


let yon command¬ 
ing rock 

I3e your fretiuentcd watch-tower; roll 
tlie stone 

III thunder.down the mountains; with 
all voiir might 

CIrase the wild g<.>at ; and if the bold red 
deer 

Fly to those harboui's, driven by hound 
and h<irn 

Loud echoing, add your speed to the pur- 


'-mt . 

And the«grcal sufi, emth’s uiiivci .sal lord ! | So, wi'aried to your hut shfill you return, 

' And sink at evctimg into sound repose.” 


! he shall liiul 
liiin, who liatli 


How bouiitif^it Natun- 
W^o seeks uotx and 
not asked. 

Large measure shall be dealt. Three I 
sabb.ilh-days ' 

Are scarcely told, since, on a scrvicx- bent ' 
Of mere humanity, you cloiub ibo.su 
• heights: 

And what a*niarvellous and heavenly 
show 

Was suddenly revealed !—the swains 
moved on. 


Till* Solitary lifted tfiward the hills 
A kmdimg eyeaccordant feelings 
rushed 

Into luy bosom, whence these words 
broke forth : 

“ Oil ! what a joy it were, in vigorous 
health. 

To have a body (this our vital frame 
With shriiikiug sensibility endued. 

And all the nice regards of flesh and blood) 
And to the elements surrender it 


And heeded not : yi.m lingered, you per- j As if it were a spirit !—How divine. 


ceived 

And felt, deeply as living man could feel. 

^here is a luxury in self-dispraise : 

And inward self-disparagement afiords 

T 0 meditative spleen a grateful feast. 

Trust me, prenouncing on your own 
desert, 

You judge untlAnkfully: distempered 
nerves 

Infpct the thoughts : the languor of the 
<^ame • 1 

Deprej^^ the sotil’s vigour. Quit your 

Qeave not so {pndly to your moody cell; 

Nor let the hallowed power^ that shed 
from heaven 

Stillness and rest,* with disapproving eye 

Look down upon your taper, through a 
watch 

Of midnight hours, unseasonably twink¬ 
ling 


'['he liberty, for frail, fur mortal, man 
To roam at large among unpeopled glens 
And iLiuuiitaiaous retirements, only trod 
I3y devious footsteps ; regious consecrate 
To oldest time ! and. reckless of the storm 
'Fhat keeps the raven quiet in her nest. 
He as a presence or a motion—one 
Among the many there ; and irhile the 
mists 

Flying, and rainy vapour*^ caU cut shapes 
.\nd piiantonis from the crags and solid 
• earth 

As fast as a musician scatters sounds 
Out of an instrument; and while the 
streams 

(.4s at a f.rst creation and in haste 
To exercise their untried faculties) 
Descendii-g from the region of the douds, 
.4nd starring from the hollows of the 
earth 

More mul;itudinous every oaomeat, rend 
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Tjieir way before them—^whaff a jdy to 
iroam 

. An eq^ial among mightiest energies ; 

And haply sometimes with articulate 

voice, 

Amid the fdeafeniiig tumult, scarcely 
heard 

Bv him that utters it, exclaim aluud^ 

‘ llage on ye elements ! let moon and 
stars 1 

Their aspects lend, and iniiigle in their 
turn 

With this commotion (riynous though' it 
be) •> 

From day to night, from night i«> da>,^ 

prolonged! ’ ” ' ' 

“ Yes,” said the Wanderer, taking 
from my lips 

The strum of ti'un!>port, ” lyliusoe'er in 
youth 

Has, through ambition of his soul, given 
way 

To such desires, uiid grasped at such 
delight. 

Shall feel congenial stirrings lute and 
long. 

In spite of ull the weakness that life 
brings, 

Its cares and sorrows ; he, thuiigk taught 
to own 

The tranquillizing power of time, sliall 
wake, 

Wake sometimes to a noble restlessness— 
Loving the sports which once he gloried 
ill. 

CompatriL.1., Friend, remote are Garry’s 
hills. 

The streams far distant of your native 
glen ; 

Yet is tlicir form and iii:":ge here ex¬ 
pressed 

With brotherly resemblance. Turn your 
steps 

Wherever fancy leads ; by day, by night. 
Are various engines working, not t&e same 
As those with which your soul in youth 
was moved, 

But by the great Artificer endowed 
With no inferior power. You dwell 
alone; 

You walk, you live, you speculate alone ; 
Yet doth remembrance, like a sovereig^^ ‘ 
prince. 

For you a stately gallery maintain 
Of gay or tragic pictures. You have seen. 
Have acted, suffered, travelled far, 
observed 

With no incurious eye; and books are 
yours. 

Within whose silent chambers treasure 
lies 


Preserved from age to age; more pre* 
cious far 

Than l^at accumulated store of gold 
Aa:^rient gems, which, for a day of need. 
The Sultan hi^s deep in ancestral tombs. 
These hoards truth you can unlock at 
will: 

And music wdts upon your skilful touch. 
Sounds which the wandering shepherd 
from these heights 

Hears, and forgets his pu^ose ;-^nir- 
nisht'd thus, ^ 

How can yoUcdroifp, if willing to be up-1 
raised ? • 

A piteous lot it were to flee from M-oi— 
Yet not rejoice in Nature. He,, whose 
„ hnur'i * t, 

.■(re by ''ilomcstic pleasures uncarcssed 
And unenlivened : w'ho cxist.s whole years 
Aj>art from benefits received^jr done 
’iV'id the tT-ansactions of the ■ bustling 
crowril ; 

Who neither hears, iior^ fo^ls a wish to 
hear. ' ' 

Of the W'orid's yiterests—such 'll oifi haffa 
need * 

Of a quick faiicv. and an active heart. 

Tiiat, for the day’i, consumption, books 
may yield 

Food not unwholesome^/ earth and air 
correct ‘ 

His morbid humour, with delight sup¬ 
plied 

Or solace, varying as the seasons change. 
—Truth has her pleasure-grounds, her 
haunts of ease 

Aud easy contemplation ; e,ay parterres. 
And labyrinthine walks, her sunny 
glade's 

And shady groves in studied contrast— 
each, 

Fur recreation, leading into each : 

These may he rangj, if willing to partake 
Their soft indulgences, and in due time 
Muv issue thence, recruited for the tasks 
.\nd course of service Truth requires 
from thtise ^ 

Who tend her altars, wait upon her 
thrpne, , 

And guard her fortresses. Who thinks, 
and feels. 

And recognises ever and anon 
The breeze of nature stirring in hi^wuL 
Why need such^ man go de^Crately 
astray, “ 

And nurse ‘ the dreadful' appetite of 
death r ’ 

If tired with systems,'each in its denes 
Substantial, and all crumbling in tneir 
turn. 

Let him build systems of his own, and 
smile 
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At the fond work, dcmtjli^hed with a 
touch ; ^ ^ 

If unreltgious,'let him be at onc^ 
Among ten thousand innocents, eiirolJed 
A pupil in the many*chtfmbercd school. 
Where superstition weaves her airy 
dreams. « 

Life’s autumn past, I stand on w'inter’^ 
verge ; 

And daily lose w'hat I desire to keeji : 
Yet rather would I ifisttyitlv decline 
To the traditionary syinpailiios 
Of a most rustic ignorance, and take 
A fearful apprehension from the owl • 
Or death-watch : and as readily rejcAcc, 
If two auspicioug magpie* crossed my 
way 

To this tvould rather bend than see and 
hear . 

Thi^reijctitions wearisome of sense, 4 
•Wiicre soul is dead, and feelihg hath i 
place: • 

Where kiioMcdge, il> begun in cold re- 
* /nark '' • 

On 'sutward things, withlForniul inference 
ends; „ 

Or, if the mino* tur» inward, she recoils 
At onc,rt—or, not recoiling, is perplexed— 
Lost in a glociM(,of uniiisjun'd n'seareh ; 
J\A:anwhile, the heart within the heart, 
the seat 

Where peace and happy consciousness 
should dwell. 

On its own axis restlessly revolving, 
Seeks, vet cun nowhere find, the light of 
truth. . 


no 


Upon the breast of new-created earth 
Man walked ; and when and wlicrt'soe’ci 
he moved. 

Alone or mated, solitude was not. 

He heard, boride on the wind, the articu¬ 
late voice 

Of God : and Angelsto^his sight appeared 
Crowning the glorious hills of paradise : 
Or through the groves gliding like luorii- 
in? mist 

Enkindled by the sun. He sate—and 
talked ^ 

With winged Messengers: who daily 
* brought • 

To Lis small island in the ethereal dee^ 
Tidin-lia of joy and love.—From those 
pure heighls 

(Whether df Actual vision, sensible 
To sight and feeling, or that* in this sort 
Have condescendingly been shadowed 
forth 

Communications spiritually maintained. 
And intuitions moral and divine) 

Fell Human-kind'—to banishment con¬ 
demned 


That flowing years repealed not' and 
distress 

And grief spread wide ; but Man escaped 
the do'->m 

! Of destitution ;—solitude ^gas not. 

—Jehovah—shapeless Power above all 
Powers, , 

j^iij^le and one, the omnipresent God, 

Bv vbcal utterance, or blaze of light. 

Or cloud of darkness, localised in heaven; 
On earth, enshrined within the wandering 
ark; ^ 

Or, fiiit of Siou, thundering from his 
tlirone 

! Betwxicn the Cherubim—on the chosen 
Kav'p 

Showered miracles, and ceased not to dis- 
])cnse 

Judgments, that filled the land from age 
to age 

With liope, and love, and gratitude, and 
I fear ; 

; ,\iid with amazcineiit smote ; —thereby 
to assert 

His scorned, or unacknowledged, 
so^'creignty. 

And when the One, ineffable of name. 
Of nature indivisible, w'lllidrew 
P'roin mortal adoration or regard. 

Not then wasUeity engulfed; nor Man. 
The rational creature, left, to feel the 
weight 

Of his own reason, W'itiiout sense or 
I thought 

! Of liighiT reason and a purer will, 

' To benefit and bless, through mightier 
I jinwer :— 

[ Wliether the J^ersian—zealous to reject 
' Altar and image, and the inclusive walls 
And rofifs of temples built by human 
hands—- 

j To loftiest heights ascending, from their 
tops. 

With myrtle-wreathed tiara on Ins brow, 
I'reseiitcd sacrifice to moon and stars. 
And to the winds and mother elements, 
.\.iid the whole circie of the heavens, for 
: him 

■ A sensitive existence, and a God, 

i With lifted hands invoked, and songs of 
praise ; 

j Or, less reluctantly to bflnds of sense 
I Yielding his soul, the Babylonian framed 

■ For influence undefined a personal shape ; 
And, from ihc plain, with toil immense, 

upreared 

Tower eight times planted on the top of 

tOW.T, 

That Bolus, nightly to his splendid couch 
Descending, there might rest; upon that 
height 

Pure atia serene, diffused—to overlook 
Winding Euphrates, and the city vast 

R R ' 
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Of his devoted worshippers, far-strctched, 
With grove and field and garden inter' 
spersed ; 

Their town, and foodful region for sup¬ 
port ^ 

Against the pressure of beleaguering war. 

i, 

Chaldean Shepherds, ranging trackless^ 
fields, ^ ' 

Beneath the concave of unclouded skies 
Spread like a sea, in boundless solitude, 
Looked on the polar star,, us on a guide 
And guardian of their course, that never 
closed 

His stedfast eye. The planetary Five 
With a submissive reverence they be¬ 
held ; 

Watched, from the centre ot their sleep¬ 
ing docks. 

Those radiant Mercuries, that seemed to 
mov'c 

Carrying through other, in perpetual 
round, 

Decrees and resolutions tif the Gods ; | 

And, by their aspects, signifying works I 
Of dim futurity, to Man revealed. 

—The imaginative faculty was lord 
Of observations natural; and, thus 
Led on, those shi*pherds in.idc n'port of 
stars 

III set rotation passing to and fro. 
Between the orbs of our .apparent sphiTe 
And its invisible couriterp.irt. adorned 
With answering constellations, under 
earth, 

Kenioved from all npiu'oaeh of living 
sight 

But present to tlie dead ; who. so they 
deemed. 

Like those celestial iiiesseiigers beheld 
All accidents, and judges were of all. 

The lively Grecian, iu u land of hills. 
Rivers and fertile plains, and soundiiiE; 
shores,— 

Under a cope of skv more variable. 

Could find commodious ijlacc for c'vcry 
God, 

Promptly received, as prodigally brought, 
From the surrounding countries, at the 
choice 

Of all advcntflrcrs. With unrivalled 
skill, 

''As nicest observation furnished hints 
For .studious fancy, his quick hand bc- 
f stowed 

'On fluent operations a fixed shape ; 

Ictal or stouc, idolatrously served. 
,iAnd yet—triumphant o’er this pompous 
show 

Withiii^bis palpable array of sense, 

lies *>ide encountered ; in dc.s]>itc 
fictions chanted iu the streets 


By wanderiqg .Rhapsodists ; and in con 
teii\[it 

Of doubt and bold denial hourly urg^ 
Amid** the wrangling schools— a spirit 
..hung, - 

Beautiful region ! o er thy towns and" 
farms, <1 

Statues and tdinples, and memorial tombs; 
4 nd emanations were perceived ; and 
acts *■ 

Of inmortality, in Nature’s ciH|rss, 
lixernplified by^myirtories, that were felt 
As bonds, on grave philoiopher imposed 
And armed warrior ; and in every gmve 
'A gav <*r pensive tenderness iirevaih d, 
When piety more awful had relaxed. 

—‘ Take, ran.iiiig river, take these locks 
of in*,ue’— , 

Thus would the Votary say—^-this 
se\ ered hair, * - 

‘ My vow fulfilling, do I here present,. 

‘ Thaiikful'for my beloved child’s returii- 
‘ Thy banks, ('ephisus, he'again hath trod, 

‘ Thy murmurs heard : and drunk the 
cry.stal' Ivnmh " '• * 

‘ With which Ihou dost refresh the tlv’-sty 
lip, 

‘ And, all day long, i loist'en these'-flowery 
fields ! ’ ‘ 

And doubtless, soiiictiiir. 'S, when the 
hair was shed ^ 

Upon the flowing stream, a thought 
arose 

Of Life cniilinuous, Being unimpaired ; 
That hath been. Is, and where it was and 
is 

'fhere shall endure,—existence miexposed 
To the blind walk of mortal accident; 
From diminution safe and weakening 
age ; 

While man grows old, and dwindles, and 
decays ; 

And countless generations of mankind 
Depart; and leave no vestige where they 
trod. ' 

We live by Admiration, Hope, and 
Love; * 

And, even as these are well and wisely 
fixe^. 

In dignity of being we ascehd. 

But wliat is error ? ’’—"Answer he who 
can! ’’ . . 

The Sceptic somewhat haugl^^ ex¬ 
“ Love, Hope, aiid Admiratitai-—are they 
not • 

Mad Fancy’s favourite vassals ? Does 
not life 

Use them, full oft, as pioneers to ruin, 
Giiides to destruction ? Is it weU to 
trust 

Imagination’s light when reason's fails, 
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The unguarded taper where the guarded 
faints ? • ' 

-—^Stoop-frora those heights, anS soberly 
declare • 

What error is ; and, of ^ir errors, which 
■^oth most debase t)ie in[nd ; the germiue 
seats 

Of power, where are thejfj Who shall 
regulate, 

W4th truth, the scale of intellectual rank^’ 

*‘ Methinks.” persuasively the ^age 

replied, • • 

“ That for this arduous office you possess 
Some rare advantage's, ^'our early day^ 
A grateful recollection must sii)>ply , 
t)f inCich exalted good hy vouch¬ 
safed, / • 

To dignity the humblest state.—Your 

vojef' 

Hath, Tny hearing, often testified 
.ThSt poor men's children, they, and tiiey 
alone. • 

By their «[)nditioii .taught, can under- 
• *tai||d • 

Th^wisdom of the prayar that daily asks 
For daily bread. A consciousness is 
yrmr.-i •’ ^ 

How iaelingly rO'ligion may be learned 
In smoky cabm^, from a mother's tongue.— 
tfoard \vlule ufo dwelling vibrates to the 
din 

Of the contiguous torrent, gathering 
strength 

At every moment—and, with .strength, 
increase 

Of fury ; or. while snow is at the doi>r, 
As.saultiiig and defending, and the wind, 
A sightlesg, labourer, whistles at his 
work— 

Fearful; but resignation tempers fear. 
And piety is sweet to infant iiiiiids. 
—The Shepherd-lad,^that in the sunshine 
‘Carves, * 

On the green turf, a dial—to divide 
The silent hours : and who to that report 
Can portion out his pleasures, and adapt. 
Throughout A long and lonely summer’s 
day 

His round of pafiloral duties, is not left 
'With less intelligence ioT^jnoreU things 
Of gravest imnort. Early he perceives. 
Within himseln a measure and a rule, ^ 
Whi^ to the of truth he can apidy, 
ThaiMiiiies iqf him,*and shines for all 
mankind- 

Experience daily fixing his/egards 
On nature’s wants, he knows how few 
they are. * 

And where they lie, how answered and 
appeased. 

This Imowledge ample recompense afl!ords 
For manifold privations; be refers 


His^ notions to this standard; on this 
rock 

Rests his desires; and hence, in after 

Wc, 

Soul-strengthening patience, and sub> 
Ihnc content. • 

Imagination--not permitted bore 
Toswaste her powerA, as in the worldling's 
' giind. 

On fickle plc.-isuresf and superfluous Cgfcs, 
And trivial ostent.it ion—is left free 
Anil puissant tri range the solemn walks 
Of time and ottture. girded by a zone 
That? while i1 binds, invigorates and sup- 
j[)oj-ts. 

.Acknowledge, then, that whotlier by the 
side 

Of his p<v)i- hut, or on the mountain top. 
Or in the cultured field, a Man so bred 
(Take from him what you will upon the 
score 

Of Ignorance or illwMonllhes and breathes 
For iiolilo purpo,s«'s of mind: his heart 
Beats to tlie hcroie song of ^ancient days ; 
Hi- eye distiiiguislies, his soul creates. 
And those illusions, which excite the 
SCO! n 

Or move the jiitv of unthinking minds. 
Are they not mainly outward ministers 
Of inward coii.^ciencc ? with whose service 
charged 

They eaiiie and go, .appeared and disap¬ 
pear. 

DiMTlmg evil purposes, remorse 
Awakening, chastening an inteniperate 
grief. 

Or pride of heart abating : and, wbeiie'eT 
For less impoilant ends those pbanton^s 
move. 

Who would forbid them, if their presence 
.serve. 

On thmlv-peopled mountains and wild 
heaths. 

Filling a space, else vacant, to exult 
The forms of Nature, and enlarge her 
powers ? 

Once more to distant ages of the world 
Lot us revert, apd place before our 
thoughts 

I'he face which rural solitude might wear 
To the unenlightened gwains of pagan 
Greece. 

»—In that fair clime, the lonely herdsman, 
stretched 

On the soft grass through half a summer’s 
day. 

With ni asic lulled his indolent repose : 
And, in some fit of weariness, if he, 

Wlicn his own breath was silent, chanced 
to hear 

A distant strain, far sweeter than the 
sounds 
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Which ills poor skiU cu\ild make, hrs fancy Like one whose untired ear a murmuring 
' fetched, stream , 

Even from the blazing chariot of the sun. Detains buf tempted now to interpose, 
A beardless Youth, who touched a golden He with a smile exclaimed :— * 

lute, .. *' “ ’Tis well you speak 

And filled the illumined groves with At a^safe distant' from oiu* native land, 
ravishment. And from the mensious where our youth 

The nightly hunter, lifting a bright eye was taught 

Up towards the crescent moon, w'fili The true desttendants of those godly 
grateful heart • ‘ ^ men 

Called on the lovely wanderer who be- Who swept from Scotland, in a flame*^ 
stowed ! ?gul, 

That timely light, to share Jus joyoiiJ- SJirine, altar, image,nand the massy piles 
sport: ' j That harboured,’them,—the souls retain* 

And hence, a beaming Goddess with her ' irig yei 

Nymphs, ; The churlish features of tha: after-r-ice ’ 

Across the lawn and through tlic dark- i Wiur/ fled to w'oods, caverns, and jutting 


some grove, | 

Not unaccompanied with timefnl notes '■ 
By echo multiplied from rock fjr ca^-e, | 
Swept iu the storm of chase : as moon ] 
and stars i 

Glance rapidly along the clouded heaven. 
When winds are blowing strong. I'he 
traveller slaked 

His thirst from rill or gushing fount, and 
thanked 

The Naiad. Sunbeams, upon distant 
hills 

Gliding apace, with shadows in their I 
train, i 

Might, with small help from fancy, be 
transformed 

Into fleet Oreads sporting visibly. 

The Zephyrs fanning, as they i>assed, 
their wings, 

Lacked not, for love, fair objects whom 
they wooed 

With gentle whisper. Withered boughs 
grotesque. 

Stripped of their leaves and twigs by 
hoary age. 

From depth of shaggy covfaet peeping 
forth 

In the low vale, or on steep mountain 
side ; 

And, sometimes, intermixed with stirring 
horns 

Of the live deer, or goat’s depending 
beard,—• 

These were the lurking Satyrs, a wild 
brood 

Of gamesome Deities ; or Pan himself. 
The simple shepherd’s awe-inspiring 
God ! ” « 

Tlie strain was aptly chosen : and I 
could mark 

Its kindly influence, o’er the yielding 
brow 

Of our Companion, gradually diffused ; 
While, listening, he had paced the noise¬ 
less turf. 


rocks, 1 <1 

In Ocadly-scom of suptrstitions rites, 

Or what their scruples construed tc be 
such— 

1 lo^g, think you, would they toleri|,te this 
schema ' 

Of fine propensities, that'^mds, if urged 
Far as it might be lurged.-to .-.ow afresh 
The weeds oC Romish phanl..-y. in^vain- 
Ui>rooted ; woulfei re-consecrate our i^elis 
To good Saint Fillan ancj to fair Saint 
Anne; (j 

And from long banishment reca) Saint 
Giles, • !, 

To watch again with tutdn y love t 
O’er stately Edinborough throned on 
crags ? 

A blessed restoration, to behold 
The jiatron, on the shoulders of his 
priests. 

Once mure parading through ^tier crowded 
streets 

Now simply guarded by the sober powers 
Of science, and philosohpy, and sense ! ” 

This answer followed.—“ You have 
turned my thoyghts 
Upon our brave Progenitofs, who rose 
Against idolatry with warlike mind. 
And shrunk from vain observances, to 
lurk « 

la wofxls, and dwell undix impending 
rocks 

Ill-shelteicd, and oft ^<anting fire and 
food ; 

Why ?—for this very reason that they 
• felt. 

And did acknowl^ge, wneresoe’erj they 
moved, , ^' 

A spiritual pre-.ence, oft-tviias miscon¬ 
ceived, , 

But still a high dependence, a divine 
Bounty and government, that filled their 
hearts 

With joy, and gratitude, and fear, and 
love; . 
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And from their fervent Ups drew hymns of 
praise, 

That through the desert rang. •Though 
favoured less, • 

Far less, than these, such, in their 
» degree, • 

Were those bewildered' Pagans of old 
time. *• 

Beyond their otvn poor natures and 

• .•above * • 

They looked; were humbly thankful 

for the good • 

Which the waum sun’solitiled, and eartli 
B?stowed ; were gladsoifie,—and their 
moral sense ^ 

They fortified with reverence fur Jhe 
Qods; ^ 

And they had lupes that ovfr'-teiryd 
^he Grave. 

Now, sj'/ail our great Discoverers,’’lie 

• *exc!lainicd, • , ' 

Raising his voiqp triumphantly, “ tjbtain 
From sensEk ai2>d rea'^iu less than these 
• |jbta,vu}(l> • 

Thmtgh far misled ? ^hall men for 
*whom our age 

Unbafil^d powers of vision hath prepared. 
To expire the worA without and world 
within, 

joyless the blind ? Ambitious 

spirits— 

Whom earth, at this late season, hath 
produced 

To regulate the moving spheres, and 
weigh 

The planets in the hollow of their hand ; 
And they rather dive than soar, 

whose pains 

Have solved the elements, or analvsed 
The thinking principle—shall they in 
fact 

Prove a degraded Race ? and what avails 
Renown, if thetr presflmption make them 
such ? 

Oh 1 there is laughter at their work in 

• heaven! 

Inquire of ancient Wisdom ; go, demand 
Of mightv Nature, if ’twas ever meant 
That we snould pm far off yet be vnraised; 
That we should pore, and jlwindle as we 
, pore, 

Vie>Fing all objicts unremittingly ^ 
In disconnexioif dead and spiritless ; 

And Nii^dividing, and dividing still. 
Break dowr ^l%randcur, still unsatisfied 
With the perverse attempt, while little¬ 
ness * 

May yet becomtt more little; waging 
thus 

An impious warfare with the very life 
Of our own souls 1 

And if indeed there be 


An jall-pervading Spirit, upon whom 
Our dark foundations rest, could he de* 
sign 

That this magnificent effect of power. 
The earth we tread, the skv that we be¬ 
hold • 

By day, and all the pomp which night 
• reveals; • ' 

'rhat,these—.and that superior mystery 
Our vital frame, si fearfully devised. 
And the dread soul within it—should 
•I exist 

O ily to be examiued, pondered, searched, 
l’rob?d, ve.\ed, and criticised ?—Accuse 
flie not , 

Of arrogance, unknown Wanderer as I 
arn, 

If, having walked with Nature threescore 
years. 

.■\nd offered, far as frail tv would allow, 

.My heart a daily sacrifice to Truth, 

I now affirm of Nature and of Truth, 
Whom I have served, that their Divinity 
Revolts, offended at Ihi' wavs of men 
Swayed bv such motives, to such ends 
employed ; 

Philut.ophcrs, who, though the human 
soui 

Be of a thousand faculties composed. 
And twice ten thousand interests, do yet 
prize 

This soul, and the transcendent universe. 
No more than as a mirror that reflects 
To proud Self-love her own intelligence ; 
That one, poor, finite object, in the abvss 
Of infinite Being, twinkling restlessly ! 

Nor higher place can be assigned to 
him 

.And his compeers—the laughing Sage of 
France.— 

Crowned was he, if my memory do not 
err, 

With laurel planted upon hoary hairs. 

In sign of conquest bv his wit achieved 
And benefits liis wisdom had conferred ; 
His stooping iKidy tottered with wreaths 
of flowers 

Opprest, far less becoming ornaments 
Than Spring oft twines about a moulder¬ 
ing tree ; 

Yet so it pleased a fond, s vain, old Man, 
And a most frivolous people. Him 1 
• mean 

Who penned, to ridicule confiding faith, 
This sorry Legend ; which by chance we 
found 

Piled in a nook, through malice, as might 
seem, 

Among more innocent rubbish.”—^ 
Speaking thus. 

With a brief notice when, and how, and 
where. 
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We had espied the book, he drew it forth ; 
And Courteously, as if the act removed. 
At once, all traces from the good Man’s 
heart 

Of unbenign pi version or contempt,^ 
Restored it to its owner. “ Gentle 
Friend," r 

Herewith he grasped the Solitary’s hjfAd,^ 
“ You have known flights and guides 
better than these. 

Ah ! let not aught amiss within dispose 
.4 noble mind to practise^ on herself. 
And tempt opinion to support the wongs 
Of passion : whatsoe’er be felt or feared. 
From'higher judgment-seals make no 
appeal 

To lower : can you question that the soul 
Inherits an allegiance, not by choice 
To be cast off, upon an oath proposed 
Bv each new upstart notion ? In the 
ports 

Of levity no refuge can be found. 

No shelter, for a spirit in distress. 

He, who by wilful discsteem of life 
And proud insensibility to hope, ' 
Affronts the eye of Solitude, shall learn 
That her mild nature can be terrible ; 
Ibat neither she nor Silence lack the 
power 

To avenge their own insulted majesty. 

O blest seclusion ! when the mind ad¬ 
mits 

The law of duty ; and can therefore move 
Through each vicissitude of loss and gain. 
Linked in entire complacence with her 
choice ; 

When youth’s presumptuousness is mel¬ 
lowed down. 

And manhood’s vain anxiety dismissed ; 
When wisdom shows her seasonable fruit. 
Upon the boughs of sheltering leisure 
hung ' 

In sobCrT plenty; when the spirit stoops 
To drink with fgratitude the crystdi 
stream 

Of unreproved enjoyment; and is pleased 
To muse, and be saluted by the air 
Of meek repentance, wafting wall-flower 
scents 

From out the crumbling ruins of fallen 
pride 

And chambers of transgression, now for¬ 
lorn. * 

O, calm contented days, and peaceful 
nights ! 

Who, when such good can be obtained, 
would strive 

To reconcile his manhood to a couch 
Soft, as may seem, but, under that dis¬ 
guise. 

Stuffed with the thorny substance of the 
past 


For fixed annqyance ; and full oft beset 
With floating dreams, black and discon* 
sola'tc. 

The 'Vapoury phantoms of futurity? 

v» '■ 

Within the squi a faculty abides, 

That w'ith interpositions, which would 
hide •' 

And darken, so can deal that they be¬ 
come • *** 

Contingencies of pomp; af1|} serve to 
exalt f 

Her rmtive brightness. ‘•As the ample 
moon, 

^n the deep stillness of a summer ev.-n 
Ki'^.'ng behinfl a thick and lofty grove. 
Burns, like a£i uncon.suining fire of light, 
Iir"ihe given trees ; add, kindling on alt 
sides « 

Their Jeafy'umbrage, turns th^usky veil 
Itif> a substance glorious as her,.own. 
Yea, with he? own incorporated, by power 
Capacious and serene. Like power abides 
In man’s celestial spirit; •wifiue thus 
Sets forth bnd magnifies h^self: «>thus 
feeds * t- 

A calm, a beautiful, an^ silent fire. 

From the encumbrances bf mortal life, 
F'rom error, disappointment— nat/, from 
guilt; 

And sometimes, so relenting justice will.*. 
From palpable oppressions of despair.” 

The Solitary by these ^words was 
touched 

With manifest emotion, and exclaimed : 

“ But how begin ? and whence ?—* The 
Mind is free— 

Resolve.’ the haughty Moralist would say, 

‘ This single act is all that we demand,' 
.A.las ! such wisdom bids a creature fly 
W'liose very sorrow is, that time hath 
shorn «• , 

His natural wings !—To friendship let 
him turn * 

For succour ; but perhaps he Mts alone 
On .stormy waters, tossed in a little bostt 
That holds but him, and &n contain no 
more ! 

Religion ^tells of amit>^ub}ime 
Which no condition can preclude; of 
One ( « 

Who sees all suffering, comprehend^ aU 
wants, . ' I ' 

All weakness fathoms, «san sifpply a}| 
needs: •’ 

But is that bounty absolute ?—His gifts* 
Are they not, still, in some degive, ra* 
wards 

For acts of service ? Can bis love ex¬ 
tend 

To hearts that own not him ? Will 
showers of grace* . 
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When in the sky no promise may be seen, 
Fall to refresh a parched ^rtd withered 
land.? ■ , • 

Or shall the groaning Spirit cast hei*load 
At the Redeemer’s feet ? ^ 

In rueful tone. 
With some impatience in ^ his inion, he 
spake: • 

Back to my mind rushed all that had been 
JBrged • 

To calm the Sufferer when his story 
j closed; * 

looked for cuuxsel as unbfnding lunv: 
But a discriminating sviniTathy 
Stooped to this apt reply :— 

“ As men from mpn 
Do, in the constitution of ti^'ir souls. 
Differ, by mvst(T^*not to be oy^daint-.i^; 
And we fall by various ways, and sink 
One deeper,than another, self-condeinnc*d. 
Through^ manifold degrees of guilt and 
• %hanie ; ^ • 

So manifold aiidavarioiis are the ways 
Of restoratum, t-fashio^jed to the steps 
Of alijlniiinifety, and tending »11 
To t^ same point, attainnble by all— 
Peace in ourselves, and union with c»ur 
Gorf, • ^ 

For you# assuredly, a hopeful road 
Lies open : w’^^have heard from you a 
4$ voice 

At every moment softened in its course 
By tenderness of heart; have seen your 
eye. 

Even like an altar lit bv fire from heaven. 
Kindle before us.— Your discourse this 
■ day, , 

That, like the fabled Lethe, wished to 
flow 

In creeping sadness, through oblivious 
shades 

Of death and night, has caught at every 
turn 

The colours of the sun. Access for you 
•Is yet preserved to principles of tn.it h, 
Which the imaginative Will upholds 
!■ seats of wisdom, not to be approached 
By the inferior Faculty that moulds. 
With her minute and speculative pains, 
Opinion, ever changing ! • 

« I have seen 
A curious child, who dwelt uiion a tract 
Of inland grouna, applying to his car « 
The ^ivolutidhs of ja smooth-lipped 

To which, an# lienee hushed, his very 
soul . 

listened intensely ; and his countenance 
soon 

Brightened with joy; for from within 
were heard 

Murmurings. whereby fhe monitor ex¬ 
pressed' . 


6 iS 

Mys^erioils union with its native sea. 
Even such a shell the universe itself 
Is to the ear of Faith ; and there arc 
times, 

I doubt not, when to you it doth impart 
Authentic tidings of invisiMc things; 

Of ebb and flow, and ever-during power ; 
.Andk central peace,* subsisting at the 

• h'^rt 

! Of en^ess agitatkJli. Here you stand, 
Adore, and worship, Avhen you know it 
* not ; 

Pious beyond ‘the intention of your 
tlTought ; 

Devoijt above the meaning of your will. 
—Yes, vou have felt, and may not cease 
to feel. 

The estate of man would be indeed for¬ 
lorn 

If false conclusions of the reasoning 
IJower 

Made the eye blind, and closed the 
passages 

Through which the car converses with 
the heart. 

JIas not the soul, the being of yoUr life. 
Received a shock of awful consciousness. 
In bomc calm season, when these lofty 
rocks 

At night’s approach bring down the Un¬ 
clouded sky. 

To rest upon their circumambient walls : 
A temple framing of dimensions vast, 
And yet ant loo cnoriiiou.s for the sound 
Of human anthems,—choral song, or 
burst 

Sublime of instrumental harmony. 

To glorify the Eternal ! What if these 
Did never break the stillness that prevails 
Here.—if the solemn nightingale be mute, 
.And the soft woodlark here did never 
chant 

Her vespers,—Nature fails not to provide 
Impulse and utterance. The whisper- 

• ing air 

Sends inspiration from the shadowy 
heights. 

And Mind recesses of the cavemed rocks ; 
The little rills, and waters numberless, 
Inaudible by daylight, blend their notes 
With the loud kreams : and often, at 
the hour • 

When issue forth the first pale stars, is 

• heard. 

Within the circuit of this fabric huge. 
One voice—the solitary raven, flying 
Athwart the concave of the dark Dine 
dome, 

Unseen, perchance above all power of 
sight— 

An iron .'tncll! with echoes from afar 
Faint—and still fainter—as the cry, with 
which 
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The wanderer accompanies her 
Through the calm region, fades upon the 
ear. 

Diminishing by distance till it seemed 
To expire ; yet from the abyss is caught 
again, • 

And yet again recovered ! 

* But descending 
From these imaginative heights* thaf 
yield • 

Far-stretchiiig views into eternity, 
Acknowledge that to Nature's huinblar 
power • 

Your cherished sullenness is forced to 
bend ^ 

Even here, where her amenities are sown 
With sparing hand. Then trust your¬ 
self abroad 

To range her blooming bowers, and 
spacious fields. 

Where on the labours of the happy throng 
She smiles, includiiig in her wide embrace 
City, and town, and tower,—and sea with 
ships 

Sprinkled ;—be our Companion while wc 
track 

Her rivers populous with gliding life ; 
While, free as air, o'er priniless sands we 
march. 

Or pierce the gloom of her majestic 
woods ; 

Roaming, or resting under grateful shade 
Tn peace and merlilativo cheerfulness ; 
Where living things, and things inanimate, 
Do speak, at Hc.iven’s coiniuand, to eye 
and ear. 

And speak to social reason's inner sense. 
With inarticulate language. 

l*'or, the Man— 
Who, in this spirit, communes with the 
Forms 

Of nature, who with uude'-^taiidiiig 
heart 

Both knows and loves such objects as 
excite • 

No morbid passions, no disquietude. 

No vengeance, and no haired—needs 
must feel 

The joy ol that pure principle of love 
So deeply, that, unsatisfied with aught 
Less pure and exquisite, he cannot choose 
But seek for obj^'cts <■>! a kindred love 
In fellow-natures and a kindred joy. 
Acc.ordingly he by degrees perceives m 
His feelings of aversion softened down; 
A holy teiideriiess pervade his frame. 
His sanity of reason not impaired. 

Say rather, all his thoughts now flowing 
ch’.ar, 

From a clear fountain flowing, he looks 
round 

And seeks for good; and finds the good 
he seeks: 


Until abhorrence and contempt are 
things • * 

He only*ki)ows by name ;'and, if he hear, 
Fronf other mouths, the language which 
they speal^ 

Hefs compassionate; and has no thought. 
No feeJing, wl^ch can overcome his love. 

t 

And further ; by contemplating these 

• Forms • 

In the relations which they beat|lo man, 
He * hall discern, hpw, through the vari¬ 
ous mean*# « 

Which silentl\^they yield, are multiplied 
^’lie spiritual presences of absent thing-. 
Tryst me, that for the instructed, time 
will conm 

they shall meet Ijp object but may 
teach • 

Some acceptable lesson to t^ir minds 
Of^uman sufiering, or of human joy. 
So* shall thty learn, w'hile alf tlfings 
speak of man, 

Their duties from gll fon»b ^nd general 
law.s, t ^ M « ■ 

And local accickuits, sliall tend alil^ 

To rouse, to urge ; an<L with the will, 
confer % e 

The ability to spread the blessii\gs wide 
Of true philanthropy. 'Die light of love 
Not f.ii1ing, iierseverance n’om their steg^ 
Departing not, for them sliall be con¬ 
firmed 

The glorious habit by which sense is made 
Subservient still to moral purposes, 
Auxiliar to divine. That change shall 
clothe ^ 

The naked spirit, ceasing to deplore 
The burthen of existence. Science then 
Shall bo a precious visitant: and then. 
And only then, be worthy of her name : 
For then her heart shall kindle ; her dull 
eye. 

Dull and inanimate, no iifore shall hang 
Chained to its object in brute slavery ; 
But taught with patient interest to 
watch • 

The processes of things, and serve the 
cause 

Of order*and distinctnfSs, not for this 
Shall it forget that its most noble use, ‘ 
Its most illustrious province, must be 

* found * ' 

III furnishing clear guid&nce, a simport 
Not treacherous, Co the ^nd’s jDKhrstve 
power. ,« 

—So build ive up the Being that we are ; 
Thus deeply drinking-in the soul of 
things, • 

We .shall be wise perforce; and, while 
inspired 

By choice, and conscious that the Will is 
free. 
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Shall move unswerving, even as if im¬ 
pelled • * 

By strict necessity, nlong the^ath 
Of order and of g<K)d. WhcJte’cr^e see, 
Or feel, shall tend to q^cken and rehue : 
Shall fix, in calmer. seats of moral 
strength, j 

Earthly desires; and risise, to loftier 
heights • 

Of divine love, our ii\tellectual soul.’* 


Tl\ougI? bound to earth by ties of pity 
and love. 

From all injurious servitude was free. 


The Sun. before his place of rest were 
reached. 

Had yet to travel far, but unto us, 

T«i us who stood lAw in that hollow dell. 
He jiad become invisible,—a pomp 
Leaving behind ci yellow radiance spread 
Over the mountain sides, in contrast bold 
Here closed the^Sage that ek^iucnt !• With ample shadows, .seemingly, no less 
harangu*. ■ i Than those resplendent lights, his rich 

Poured forth with fervotir in continuous ■ 'bequest ; 

stream. , i .A ijispensation of his evening power. 

Such as, remote, mid savage wiUleijiess. ■ —Adown the path that from the glen had 
An ‘Indian Chief dischii^ges from lii.s ! led 

breast • » : The funeral tram, the Shepherd and his 

Intp the nearing of assembled tribes, I Mate 

In open circle seated round, and hushed i Were seoii descending : — forth to greet 
As the imTh'eatliing air, when nut aJeaf ! them ran 
.•Sflrs 'In the mighty wotMs*—.So did he , Our little Page : the rustic pair approach; 
speak ; • And in the Matron’s countenance may be 

The word»h6'uttere/l shall not pass away ! read 

Disperi^d/like music that t^ie wind takes Plain indication that the words, which 
, up * i told 

By snatches, ^nd lets fall, to bi- forgot-How ihat neglected Pensioner was sent 
ti'n ; • Before his lime into a quiet grave. 

No—iJiey sank into me, the bounteous [ Hail done ic» her liiiinanity no WTong : 
gift ^ : But we are kindly welcomed—promptly 

dit one whom time and nature had made ! served 

wise, ! With osleiitatioiis zeal.—Along the floor 

(tracing his doctrine w'ith .mlhority ] Of the small Cott.ige in the lonely Dell 

Which hostile spirits silently allow ; | A grateful couch was spread for our 

Of one accustomed to desires that feed i _ repose ; 

On fruitage gathered from the tree of i Where, in the guise of mountaineers, we 
life; , j lay. 

To hopes on knowledge and experience j Stretched upon fragrant heath, and 
built; I lulled by sound 

Of one in whom persuasion and belief Of far-off torrents, charming the still 
Had ripened into faith, and faith be- i night. 

come And, to tired limbs and over-busy 

A passionate intuition; w'henct; the' thoughts. 

Soul, " * ! Inviting sleep and soft forgetfulness. 
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THE PASTOR 
ARGUMENT 

farewell to tlie Valley—Renectioiis—A large 
and populous Vale dcscribc<l—Tiic Past*r’s 
I^elling, and some ^count of him—CImre.? 
rndNAIonuingfits—^The Solitary miisiug, and 
‘^where—Rqpsed—In the Churchyard the Soli¬ 
tary communicates the thoughts which had 
recently passed through Bis mind—Lofty 
tone of the Wanderer’s discourse of ye.sterday 
adverted to—Rite of Baptism, and the pro¬ 
fessions accompanying it, contrasted with the 
real state of human life—Apology for the Rite 
—Inconsistency of the best men—Acknow- 
that practice ialls far below the in-, 


junctions o1 duty as existing in the mind— 
General complaint of a fallmn-ofi in the value 
of life after the time of vouth—Outward ap¬ 
pearances of content and happiness in degree 
Illusive —Pastor approaches—Appe.al made to 
him—Hib answer—Wanderer in sympathy 
with him—Suggestion that the least ambitioiia 
enquirers may he most free from error—The 
Pastor is desired to give some portraits of the 
living or dead from his own observation of 
life among these Mountains—and for what 
purpose—Pastor consents—Mountain cottage 
—Excellent qualities of its Inhabitants— 
Solitary expresses his pleasure; but denies 
the praise of virtue to worth of this kind— 
Feelings of the Priest before he enters upon 
his account of persons interred in the Church- 
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yard—Graves of unbaptized Inlonts—^Funeral 
aud sepulchral observances, whence—Ecclesi¬ 
astical Establishments, whence derived— 
Profession of belief in the doctrine of Immor¬ 
tality. 

“ Farewell, deep Valley, with thy one 
rude House, ^ 

And its small lot of life-supportulfe 
fields, • 

And guardian rocks !—-Varcwell, attrac¬ 
tive scat ! 

To the still infltlx of the morning light ' 
Open, and day’s pure cheerfulness, Jiut 
veiled 

From human observation, as if yet • 
Primeval forests wrapped thee round 
with dark 

Impenetrable shade ; once more farewell. 
Majestic circuit, beautiful abyss. 

By Nature destined from the' birth of 
things 

For quietness profound ! ” 

Upon the side 
Of that brown ridge, sole outlet of the 
vale, 

Which foot of boldest stranger would 
attempt. 

Lingering behitid my comrades, thus I 
breathed 

A parting tribute to .1 spot that seemed 
Like the fixed centre of a troubled w'orld. 
Again I halted with reverted eyes ; 

The chain tiiat would not slacken, was at 
length 

Snapt,—and, pursiiiiig leisurely niy ivav'. 
How vain, thought 1, is it by change of 
place 

To seek that comfort which the mind 
denies: 

Yet trial and tcmpt.ation oft are shunned 
Wi«^ly ; and by such tenure do we hold. 
Frail life’s possessions, that cvci* they 
whose fate 

Yields no peculiar reason of complaint 
Might, by the promise that is here, be 
won 

To steal from active duties, and embrace 
Obscurity, and undisturbed repose. 
—Knowledge, methinks, in these dis¬ 
ordered times, 

Should be allowed a privilege to have 
Her anchorites, liMe piety of old ; 

Men, who, from faction sacred, and un¬ 
stained 

By war, might, if so minded, turn aside 
Uncensurf'd, and subsist, a scattered few 
Living to God and nature, and content 
With that communion. Consecrated be 
The spots where such abide ! But hap- 
.. pier i-iill 

The Man, whom, furthermore, a hope 
attends I 

That meditation and research may guide ' 


His privacy to principles and -powers 
Disctivered or'•invented ; or set forth. 
Through his ]tcquaintance With the ways 
of fruth. 

In lucid order ; sv that, when his course 
Is rurf, some faithful eulogist may say, 

He sought not pr^iise, and jjraise did over¬ 
look < 

His unobtrusive merit; but his life, 

Swl-et to himself, v'as exercised in go<«l* 
That ^hall survive his name and mtupory- 

Acknowlcdgm^its of gratitude sincere 
Accompanied these musings; fervent 

• thanks 

For ttiy own peaceful lot and happy 
choice; , 

A cbz-iicc tkat from the *passioi;iB of the 
world f 

Withdrew, and fi.xed me in a stijl^etreat ; 
Shel^'red, but not to social dimes ^lost. 
Secluded, but ftot buried ; and with soAg 
Cheering my days, and with industrious 
thought; « * 

With the ever-welcome cowpsny , of t 
books; * ,. 

With virtuous friendship’ll soul-sustain¬ 
ing aid, ^ • • 

Aud w'ith the blessings of domestiedove. 

Thus occupied in mind 1 paced along,itr 
Following the rugged road, by .sledge or 
wheel 

Worn in the moorland, till I overtook 
My two Associates, in the morning sun¬ 
shine 

Halting together on a rocky knoll. 

Whence the bare road descended rapidly 
To the green meadows of another vale. 

Here did our pensive Host put forth 
his hand 

III sign of farewell., “ Nay,” the old 
Mail said, 

•” The fragrant air its coolness still re¬ 
tains ; 

The herds and flocks are yet abroad to • 
crop ‘ 

The dewy grass; you cannot leave us 
now, • ^ 

We must not part at this inviting hour.” 
He yielded, though reluctant; for hisr 


—So we descend : and winding round a 
rock , 

Attain a point that showed the valley— 
stretched 

In length before us ; and, not distant far, 
Upon a rising ground a grey church- 
tower, 


• mina 

histinctivcly disposed him'to retire . 
Fo his own covert; as a biUow, 

ftrN/vi<i ^•Virfe mile infik fliA 
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Whose battlements werg screened by 
tufted treps. * 

And toi^ards a crystal Merc. |hat lay be* 
yond * 

Among steep hills and wjKkIs embosomed, 
flovred 

A copious stream with eboldly-winding 
course; • 

Hffe traceable, there hidden—there again 
To sight restored, and glittering in ifie 
sun. . 

On the stream's bank, and every wnere, 

appeared* • 

Fair dwellings, single, or in social knots ; 
Some scattered o’er the level, otliens 
perched • 

On the hill sides, a cheerful quiet scene. 
Now in ita mormmg purity arAiyed. • 

“ As 'rwl some happy valley of the 

* baid I, “ once happy, ere tyrannic power, 
Whntonly breaking in upon the Swiss, 
Destroyed* thbir unpiTending common- 

■ •weJitlf; • 

A popular equality reijfns here. 

Save for yon stately House benea* h whose 
rclof • • 

• A ruril lord might dwell.”—" No feudal 

pomp, 

power,” replied the Wanderer, ” to 
that House 

Belongs, but there in his allotted Home 
Abides, from year to year, a genuine 
Priest, 

The shepherd of his flock ; or, as a king 
Is styled,* when most affectionately 
praised. 

The father of his people. Such is he ; 
And rich and poor, and young and old, 
rejoice 

Under his spiritual sway. He hath 
vouchseded • 

To me some portion of a kind regard ; 
And something also of his inner mind 
Hath he imparted—but I speak of him 
As he is known to all. 

* The calm delights 

Of unambitious piety he chose. 

And learning’s^ solid dignity ; though 
bom 

Of knightly gacc, nor wanting powerful 
friends. « » 

Hitiiig[i in prime of .manhood, he with^ 

fl'rom academic bowers. He loved the 
spot— • 

Who does notjove his native soil ?—he 
prized 

The ancient rural pjiaracter, compossfl 
Of simple mangers, feelings unsupprest 
And undisguised, and strong and serious 
thought j 
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A character reflected in himself. 

W’ith such embellishment as well be¬ 
seems 

His rank and sacred function. This deep 
vale 

Winds far in reaches hicMen from our 
sight, 

A»d one a turreted manorial hall 
r Adoijis. in which the good Man’s ances¬ 
tors • 

Have dwelt through ages—Patrons of 
this Cure. 

To t^jem, aud*to his own jiulicious paiiis. 
The Vicar’s dwelling, and the whole 
jdumain. 

Owes that presiding aspect which might 
well 

Attract your notice ; statelier than could 
else 

Have been bestowed, through ctmrse of 
common chance. 

On an unwealthv mountain Benefice.” 

« 

Thii, said, oft pausing, we pursued our 
wav ; 

Nor reached the \'illage-chiirch>*ard till 
the sun 

Travelling’at steadier pace than ours, 
had risen 

Above the siiimnits of the highest hills. 
And round our path darted oppressive 
beams. 

As chnneed, the portals of the sacred 
Pile 

Slot)d open ; and we entered. On my 
frame. 

At such transitivin from the fervid air, 

A grateful coolness fell, that seemed to 
strike 

The heart, in concert with that temperate 
awe 

And natural reverence which the place 
inspired. 

Not raised in nice proportions was the 
pile. 

But large and massy ; for duration built ; 
With pillars crowded, and the roof up¬ 
held 

By naked rafters intricately crossed. 
Like leafless underboughs, in some thick 
wood. « 

All withered by the depth of shade above. 
Admonitory texts inscribed the walls. 
Each, in its ornamental scroll, enclosi^ ; 
Each also c^o^vned with winged heads— 
a pair 

Of rudely-painted Cherubim. The floor 
Of nave and aisle, in unpretending guise. 
Was occupied by oaken benches ranged 
In sceml> rows ; the chancel only showed 
Some vaia distinctions, marks of earthly 
state 
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13y immcniorial privilege allowed ; 
Though with the Encincture’s special 
sanctity 

But ill according. An heraldic shield. 
Varying its tincture with the changeful 
light, c 

Imbued the altar-window; fixed aloft 
A faded hatchment liung, and one ky 
■time , 

Yet undiscoloured. A capacious pew 
Of sculptured oak stood here, with 
drapery lined ; t 

And marble monuments were here dis¬ 
played * 

Tlironging the ivalls ; aiul on the f[nf>r 
beneath * 

Sepulchral stones .niipeared. with em¬ 
blems graven 

And foot-worn epitaphs, and some with 
small 

And shining effigies of brass inlaid. 

The tribute by these v.arious records 
claimed, 

Duly we y>aid, each after each, and read 
The ordinary chronicle of birth. 

Office, alliance!, and promotion—all 
Ending in dust ; of upright magistrates. 
Grave doctors strenuous for the mother- 
church. 

And imcorrupted senators, alike 
To king and people true. A brazen plate. 
Not easily deciphered, told of one 
Whose course of earthly honour was be¬ 
gun 

In quality of page among the train 
Of the eighth Henry, when lie crossed the 
seas 

His royal state to show, and prove his 
strength 

In tournament, upon the fields of I’Yance. 
Another tablet registered the death. 

And praised th» gallant bearing, of a 
Knight 

Tried in the sea-fights of the sicondi 
Charles. 

Near this brave Knight his Father lay 
entombed -, 

And, to the silent language giving voice, 
I read,—how in his manhood’s earlier day 
He, ’mid the aflliclions of intestine war 
And rightful govejnment sub verted, found 
One only solace—that he had espoused 
A virtuous Lady tenderly beloved i 
For her benign perfections; and yet more 
Endeared to liim, for this, that, in her 
state 

Of wedlock richly crowned with Heaven’s 
regard. 

She with a numerous issue filled his 
house. 

Who throve, like plants, uninjured by the 
storm 


That laid their country waste. No need 
to speak* * 

Of less particular notices assigned 
To Ywath or Maiden gone before their 
lime, * 

AndiMatrons and nnwedded Sisters old ; 
Whose .charity and goodness were re¬ 
hearsed I * 

I In modest panegyric. 

« ’ “ These dim linisst 

What would the\ tell ? ” said tg—but, 
from the task * 

Of puzzling oiit*thnf fadetj narrative. 
With whisper sfjft my venerable Friend 
emailed me : and, looking down the dark¬ 
some aisle, 

I saw the Tenant of the lonely vale 
Stajydiiig npatt ; w'ith kcurved arm re¬ 
clined * ' 

On the baptismal font: his pallid fice 
Upturned, as if his iniud wi'lW rapt, or 
*ost , 

In some abstraction jgracefully he 
stood, * c 

The semblai\pe bearing of a^sc^lpti^red , 
form * 

That leans upon a monumental urn * 

In peace, from morn to nfght, froifi year 
to year. • ^ - 

Him from that posture dia the Sextoi^ 
rouse ; 

Who entered, humming carelessly a tune, 
fi'iitinuation haply of the notes 
That had beguiled the work from which 
he came. 

With spade and mattock o’er his shoulder 
hung; * 

To be deposited, for future need. 

In their appointed place. The pale Re¬ 
cluse 

Withdrew ; and straight wc followed,—to 
a spot 

Where sun and shadls were* intermixed; 
for there 

A broad oak, stretching forth its leafy 
arms , 

From iin adjoining pasture^ overhung 
Small space of that green churchyard 
with g light ^ 

And pleasant awning. On the moss- ■ 
grown wall 

My ancient Friend and I together tooic 
yOur seats ; and thus the Solitary spake • 
Standing before us*;— 

“ Did you the mien 
Of that self-solaced, easy-hearted churl, 
Death’s hireling, who scoops out his 
neighbour’s grave, • 

Or wraps an old acquaintance up in clay. 
All unconcerned as he would bind a sheaf. 
Or plant a tree. And did you hear his 
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I^was abruptly summoned by the sound 
From some affeetinp images «iii4 thoughts, 

«Which th^n were.silent; but craw utter¬ 
ance now. * ^ 

Much," he continued.^with dejected 
look, 

" Much, yesterday, was sak^ in glowing 
phrase 

O^r^ir sublime dependencies, and hopesti 
For future states of bein^; and the wings 
Of speculation, joyfully outspread, • 
^Hovered above ^ur d&tir^ on earth : ^ 

But stoop, and place the jTOspect of the : 

soul ; 

In sober contrast with realitv, * 

And man's substantial life. If this mdte ; 

earth « • 

Of what it holds Could speak, afid cve^* j 
^ave 

Were as a .‘fliiumo, shut, yet capable 
Oi yielding its contents to mfe .ind eai^ 
We should recoil, stricken with sorrow ■ 
*arid sh^ne, . 

To -see disclosed, bv ‘such dread pmot,! 

ribw ^1 ’ * ! 

ThaiPwhich is done accords with what is 
knqwa ^ 

To reason, and by crfUscicnee is enjoined ; 
How idly, how perversely, life’s whole 
. course, ^ 1 

To this conclusion, deviates from the 
line. 

Or of the end stops short, proposed to all 
At her aspiring outset. 

Mark the babe 
. Not long accustomed to this breathing 
world; * 

One that hath barelv learned to shape a 
smile, 

* Though yet irrational of <nul, to grasp 
With tiny finger—to let fall a tear ; 

And, as the heavy cloud of sleep dis¬ 
solves, P • 

• To stretch his limbs, bcmocking. as might 

seem. 

The outward functions of intelligent man ; 
A grave proficient in amusivc feuts 
Of puppetry, that from the lap declare 
His expectations, and annowce his 
• claims ^ 

To that inheritance which millions rue 
Tliat they weie ever born to! In due 
. time - ^ 

A d 2 ly>Qf solemn ceremonial comes ; 
When tnejj, wbo for this Minor hold in 
trust * 

Rights that transcend the dottiest heri¬ 
tage • 

Of mere humanity, present their Charge, 
For this occasion daintily adorned. 

At the baptismal font. And when the 
pure 


And consecrating eleibent hath cleansed 
The ■original stain, the child is there 
received 

Into the second ark, Christ’s church, with 
trust 

That he, from wrath redeemed, therein 
shall float 

Over the billows of this troublesome 
« world 

To th<? lair land of everlasting life. 

( orrupt affections, covetous desires. 

Arc all renounced : high as the thought 
of man , 

Can ctrrv virtue, virtue is professed : 

A dedication made, a promise given 
For dtie provision to control and guide. 
And uiireiiiittiiig progress to ensure 
In holiness and truth.” 

" You cannot blame,” 
Here interposing fervently 1 said, 

” Kites which attest that Man by nature 
lies 

Hi'dded for good and evil in a gulf . 
Fearfully low; nor will your judgment 
scorn 

Tliose services, whereby attempt is made 
To lift the creature toward that emi¬ 
nence 

On which, now fallen, crcwhile in 
•* majesty 

He stood : or if not so, whose top serene 
At least he feels 'tis given him to descry ; 
Not without aspirations, evermore 
Returning, and injunctions from within 
Doubt to cast oil and weariness: in 
trust 

That what the Soul perceives, if glory 
lost. 

May be, through pains and persevering 
hope. 

Recovered : or. if hitherto unknown. 
Lies within reach, and one day shall be 
gained.” 

" I blame them not,” he calmly ans¬ 
wered—‘‘ no : 

The outward ritual and established forms 
With which communities of men invest 
These inward feelings, and the aspiring 
vows 

To which the lips give public utterance 
Are both a natural process ; and by me 
Shall pass uncensured ; though the issue 
^ prove. 

bringing from age to age its own re¬ 
proach. 

Incongruous, impotent, and blank.^ 
But, oh ! 

If to be weak is to be wretched—miser¬ 
able. 

As the los<. Angel by a human voice 
Hath muLrnfully pronounced, then, in 
my mind. 
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Faf better pot to move at all tliap ipove 
By 'impulse sent from such illusive 
power,— 

That finds and cannot fasten down ; 
that grasps 

And is rejoiced, and loses while it 
grasps; 

That tempts, embfcldens—for a Itme 
sustains, , ' 

And then betrays ; accuses and inflicts 
RemorseJes'' jiunishment ; and so re¬ 
treads * 

The incivitablc circle : belter far ^ 

Than this, to graze the herb in thought¬ 
less peace. 

By foresight or remenibrance. undis¬ 
turbed ! 

Philosophy 1 and thou more vaunted 
name 

Religion ! with thv statelier retinue. 
Faith, Hope, and Charity—from the 
visible workl 

Cho(«e for your emblems whatsoe'er ye 
find 

Of safest guidauce or of firmest trust— 
The torch, the star, the anchor; nor 
except 

The cross itself, at whose unconscious 
feet 

The generations of mankind have knelt 
Ruefully seized, and shedding bitter 
tears. 

And through that conflict seeking rcst- 
of you. 

High-titled Powers, am I constrained to 
ask,' 

Here standing, with the unvoyageablc 
sky 

In faint reflection of infinitude 
Stretched overhead, and at iny pensive 
feet 

A subtcrraneo”s magazine of bones. 

In whose dark vaults my own shall soon 
be laid, ' . * 

Where are your triumphs ? your do¬ 
minion where ? 

And in what age admitted and con¬ 
firmed ? 

—Not for a happy land do I enquire. 
Island or grove, that hides a blessed few 
Who, with obedience willing and sincere. 
To your serene authorities conform ; 

But whom, I ask, of individual Souls, ■ 
Have ye withdrawn from passion’s 
crooked ways, 

Inspired, and thoroughly fortified ?—If 
the heart 

Could be inspected to its inmost folds 
By sight undazzled with the glare of 
praise, 

Who shall be named—in the resplendent 
line 


Pf sages, ina^yrs, confessors—thp ip^p 
Whom the Best migljt of faitfi, wpejrevet 
fix’d.}: • ■ 

For fine day’s little compass, has pre¬ 
served V 

Fro'hi painful and discreditable slipcks 
Of contradiction, from some vagtie de¬ 
sire ‘ 

Culpably cherished, or corrupt relapse 
I'o some imsanotioncd fear ? ’ *' 

" If tn|s be so. 
And Man,” said Ii “ bo in his poBlest 
shape " • 

Tims pitiably infirm : then, he who rpade. 
«And w’ho shall judge the creature,' w.'*’. 
f forgive. 

—Yet, in its general tenor, your c.omplaint 
all t<fo true : ancf, surely not niis- 
jilaced : • 

For. from this pregnant spq^of ground, 
^ such thoughts , , 

Rise to thi. ftoticc of a serious mind 
Bv natural exhalation. •■With the dead 
In' their repose, the livinjjMn*their inirth. 
Who can reflect, unmoved, tipop. the 
I round ' «. 

Of smooth and solcmiyzed complacen¬ 
cies, * ** 

By which, on Christian lands. f»jm age 
t<i age « 

Profession mocks performance. Earthk’s 
sick, 

And Heaven is weary, of the hollow 
words 

Whicli States and Kingdoms utter when 
they talk 

Of truth and justice. Tur/i to private 
life 

.And social neighbourhood ; loojc we to 
ourselves ; 

A light of duty shines on every day 
For all; and yet how few arc warmed or 
cheered ! 

How few who mingle with their fellow- 
inen 

And still remain self-governed, and 
apart, • 

Like this our honoured ‘Fqend; 
thence acquire 

Right to*expect his vi^rous dgejine. 
That promises to the end a ble$t old 
ago! ” , ■ . 

« 

“ Yet,” with a^mile of triun^lLthus 
exclaimed • ■ ^ ■ 

The Solitary, “ in the life of inan. 

If to the pogtry of common speecji 
Faith may to given, we, see as in a glass 
A true reflection of the cirding'ye^ 
With all its seasons. Grant that spcii|g 
is therg. 

In spite of many a rough uutpward 
blast. 
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Hopeful and promising ^ith buds and 
flowers; _ * 

Yet where is glowing Summ 9 r|^ fona ric!^ 
day, • 

That ought to follow^ faithfully ex¬ 
pressed ? 

And mellow Autumu, ^barged w'ith 
bounteous fruit, * 

Where is she imaged ? in what favoured 
* ’clime » * 

Her lavish pomp, and ripe magnificence ? 
—Yet, while the better part is missed, 
the worse • , 

In man’s autumnal season is set forth 
With a resemblance not to be denied. ■ 
And that contents him ; bow'crs that hear 
no more , 

The voice of glad 4 ft*ss, less and Isss supply 
Of 4uutwar(l sunshine and internal 
wannlh; 

An<}. ivith mis change, sharp air vid 

• * falling leaves, ^ • 

Foretelling aged Winter’s destdate sway. 

• ^I«w pay^he habitations <hat bedeck 
Thi* fertile valley J Not a house but 

seems 

To giv> assurahee content within : 
Embostuiied happiness, and placid love ; 
As if the siii’Mi^inc of the day were met 
With answering brightness in the he<vts 
of all 

Who walk this favoured ground. But 
ch an CO -regards. 

And notice forced upon incurious ears : 
These, if the.se only, act mg in despite 
Of the cncrtniiiims by my Friend i>ro- 
nounced 

On humble life, forbid the judging iniiid 
To trust the smiling aspect of this fair 
And noiseless commonwealth. The sim¬ 
ple race 

Of mountaineers (hy nature’s self re- 
‘ moved 

From foul temptations, and by constant 
care 

* Of a good shepherd tended as themselves 
. 1)0 tend thTiir flocks) partake man's 
general lot 

.With little mitit^tion. They escape, 
Perchance, the heavier woes of guilt; 
" feel not „ 

The tedium of fantastic idleness : 

Yet life, as with the multitude, with them 
Is fa^lftined lyce an iU-constructed tale ; 
That on tlK cutset wastes its gay desires, 
Its fair adventures, its enlivening hopes. 
And pleasant 4derests—for the sequel 
leaving {grace; 

Old things repeated with diminished 
And all the laboured novelties at best 
Imperfect substitutes, whose use and 
power 


Evince tlie want and weakness whence 
they spring.” 

While in this serious mood we held 
discourse, 

The reverend Pastor toward the church¬ 
yard gate 

Aiiprnached ; and, %tith a mild respectful 

• a*r 

Of native cordiality, our F'riend 
.\dv.'«iced to greet him. With a gracious 
■■ mien 

Was lit' receiW'd, and mutual joy pre¬ 
vailed. 

AwhUe they stood in conference, and I 

gUfs.s 

That he. who now upon the moasy wall 
Sale by my side, had vanished, if a wi-ih 
Could have transferred him to the flj'iiig 
clouds, 

Or the least ))enctrable hiding-place 
III his own valley’s rocky guardianship. 
—F'or me, I hxiketl upon the pair, well 
pleased : 

N.'itiu’e had framed them Imth, and both 
were marked 

By circumstance, with intermixture fine 
Of contrast and resemblance. To an oak 
Hardy and grand, a weather-beaten oak. 
Fresh in the strength and majesty of age. 
One might be likened : flouri-sliing ap- 
l»eared, 

Thtiugli somewhat ]la^t the fuhiess of his 
primt'. 

The other—like a st.itelv sycamore. 
That s[>reuds, in gentle pomp, its honied 
shade. 

A general greeting was exchanged ; and 

S< lull 

The Pastor learned tliat his approach 
had given 

A welcome interruption to discourse 
Grave, and in truth too often sad.—“ Is 

• Man 

A child of hope ? Do generations press 
Oil generations, without progress made r 
Halts the individual, ere his hairs be 

grey. 

Perforce ? Are we a creature in w'hoin 
giKid 

Preponderates, or e%-il Doth the will 
Acknowledge reason’s law ? A living 
• power 

Is virtue, or no better than a name. 
Fleeting as health or beauty, and un¬ 
sound ? 

So that the only substance which re¬ 
mains, 

(For tlius the tenor of comnlaint hath 
run) 

Among so many shadows, are the pains 
And penalties of miserable life. 
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Doomed to decay, and then expiry in We may not jjoubt that who can best 
dust I subi^ect ' 

—Our cogitations this way have been j The will t^ reason’s law, can strictliest 
drawn, Ift'e 

These are the points,” the Wanderer said, I And act in thahobedience, he shall gain 
” on whiuh | The'- clearest apprehension of those 

Our inquest turns.—^Accord, good Srr ! i truths, , 

the light • « I Whicli unassisted reason’s utmost i^wer 

Of your experience to dispel this glpoin Is too infirm to reach. But, waiving 
By your persuasiv'e ewisdom shall the; * this, » ‘ 

heart • ' And our regards confining withifig||bounds 

That frets, or languishes, be stilletl and Of fess exalted consciousness, through 
cheered.” ^ which ' 

The very multitude are free to range, 

" Our nature,” said the Priest, in,mild We safely may aflirin that hunian life 
reply. Is o'lher fair and tempting, a soft scene 

“Angels may weigh and fatlioiii : they , (iratclul to s|ght. refreshing to the soul, 
perceive, I Or*'i furbHden tract uf'vJiecrless view ; 

W'ith uiidistcmpered and unclouded , Even as the same is looked at, os ap- 
spirit, • I preached. _ 

The object as it is ; but, for oursebes, i TJiy?, when in changeful Ajinl fields,are 
That speculative height it't; may not ' white ' 

reach. j W’itli iiew-falleu snow, if from the sullen 

The good and evil are oiir own : and we ! north *■ 

Are that which avc would cunteiuplale i Vour walk aonduct you liitKar* ere the' 
from far. j .sun , 

Knowledge, for us, is difficult to gain—' Hath gained his noontide height, this 
Is dilficiilt to gain, and hard to keep— j churchvard, filled 

As virtue’s self ; like virtue is beset W'^ilh inoiiuds transversely lying side by 
With snares; tried, tempted, subject to' side 

decay. j Froui east to west, before you will appeait 

Love, admiration, fear, desire, and hate,' An iiuilluniiiied, blank, and dreary, plain. 
Blind were wc without these : through , W'ith more than wintry chccrlessncss and 


these altme 
Are capable to notice or discern 
Or to record ; we judge, but cannot be 
Indifferent judges. ’Spite of proudest 
boast. 


gloom 

Saddening the heart. Go forward, and 
look back ; 

Look, from the quarter whence the lord 
of light. 


Reason, best reason, is to imiierfect man i Of life, of love, and gladness doth dis- 

An effort only, and a noble aim ; | pense. 

A crown, an attribute of sovereign iiower. His Ijoams ; which, uiiexcluded in their 

Still to be courted—never to be won. 

—Look forth, or each man dive into 
himself : 

What sees he but a creature tow per¬ 
turbed ; 

That is transported to excess; tliat 
yearns, 

Regrets, or trembles, wrongly, or too 
much ; 

Hopes raslily, in disgust as rash recoils ; 

Battens on sple^i, or moulders in des¬ 
pair ? 

Thus comprehension fails, and truth is 
missed ; 

Thus darkness and delusion round our 
path 

Spread, from disease, whose subtle injury 
lurks 

Within the very faculty of sight. 

Yet for the general purposes of faith 

In Providence, for solace and support. 

^ c 


! tdll. 

Upon the southern side of every grave 

Have gently exercised a melting powbr ; 

Then w'lll a venial prospect greet your 
eye. 

.All fresh and beautiful, and green and 
bright, '■ 

Hopeful and cheerful:—vanished is the 
pall O' 

That overspread and chilled the sacred' 
turf. 

Vanished or hidden ; and the whole do¬ 
main. 

To some, too lightly minded^fnight 
appear » 

A meadow c£y:i>et for the dancing hours* 

—This contrast, not unsuitable to life. 

Is to that other state more apposite. 

Death and its two-fold aspect! wintry 
—one. 

Cold, sullen, blank, from hope and jpy 
shut out i - 
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The other, which the raor. divine hath 
touched, . . t 

Replete'with vivid promiBeJi bri^t as 
spring.*’ 

** We see, then, as we feel,” the Wan¬ 
derer thus d 

With a complacent anim^ion spake, 

“ in your judgment. Sir ! the mind’s 
repose 

On evidence is not to be ensured • 

•* By act of na^ed rdhsoij. Moral truth 
Is no mechanic structure* built by rule : 
And which, once built, retains a stedfast 
shape • 

And ,undisturbcd proportions; but a 
thing ^ « 

Subject, y«u dcrin, to vital accidents f 
And'Mike the water-lily, lives and thrives. 
Whose root'iiS fixed in stable earth, whose 
• hefeid ^ ^ 

'^’'loats on the tossing waves.* With joy 
sincere ’ 

I re-salute *th^sc sen'tinients confirmed 
'*By your'-autliorilv. But h<lw acquire 
Thi# inward principle that gives effect 
To outw-ard arrvmient ; the pas-.vc will 
Meek {*0 admit ; 1' t » active energy. 
Strong'and unbounded to embrace, and 
firm • 

keep and cherish ? how shall man 
unite 

With sclf-forgclting tenderness of heart 
An earth desjiising dignity of soul ? 
Wise in that union, and without it 
blind ! ’• 


Sndh do 1 mean who, unperplexed by 
doubt. 

And unincited by a wish to look 

Into high objects farther than they may. 

Pace to and fro, from morn till even-tide, 
i The narrow avenue of daily toil 
I For daily bread.” 

* “ Yes,” Woyantly exclaimed 

The ^ale Recluse—" praise to the sturdy 
plough. 

And patient spiude : praise to the simple 
crook. 

And ipoiidoruu's loom—resounding while 
it holds 

Bod T and mind in one ea]itivity ; 

And let the light mechanic tool be hailed 

With honour ; which, encasing by the 
I lower 

Of long cninpanioiiship, the artist’s hand. 

Cuts off that hand, with all its world of 
nerves. 

From a too bii.sy commerce with the 
heart ! 

-Ingloilulls implements of craft and 
loll. 

Both ye tliat shape and build, and y< 

■ that force, 

I Bv slow solicitation, earth to yield 
' Her annual bounty, sparingly dealt 
I fortli 

I With wise reluctance ; you would I extol, 
. Not for gross good alone which ye pro¬ 
duce. 

But for ihc impertinent and ceaseless 
strile 

Of jiroofs and reasons ye preclude—in 
those 


The way,” said I, *‘ to court, if not 
obtain 

The ingenuous mind, apt to be set 
aright; 

This, in the lonely dell discoursing, you 

Oeclared at birge apd by what exercise 

From visible nature, or the inner self 
'* Power may be trained, and renovation 
brought 

.'--To those who need the gift. But, after 
all. 

Is aught so certain as that man is doomed 

To breathe bene^h a vault of igborance ? 

The natural roof of that dark house in 

' which <t 

,His soul is p^nt! How little can be 

^jenown— 

This is'lhe wise man's sigh ; how far wc 
err— * * 

This is the good man’s not unfrcquciit 
pang! . 

And they perhaps err least, the lowly 
class 

Whom a benign necessity compels 

I'o. follow reason’s least ambitious 

eourss s . 


Who to your dull society are born, 

.And with their humble birthright rest 
coiilont. 

—Would I had ne'er renounced it ! ” 

A slight Bush 

Of moral anger previoiislv had tinged 
The old Man’s cheek ; but, at this closing 
' turn 

Of self-reproach, it passed away. Said 
he, 

‘‘ That which we feel wc utter; as we 
I think 

j So have we argued ; reaping for our pains 
No visible recompense. For cur relief 
You,” to the Pastor turning thus he 
spake, 

•” Have kindly interposed. May I en¬ 
treat 

Your further help ? The mine of real life 
Dig for us : and present us, in the shape 
Of virgin ore, that gold which we, by 
I>ains 

Fruitless as those of aery alchemists. 
Seek from the torturing crucible. There 
lies 

Arouud us a domain where you be.ve long 
i SS* '* 
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W&U:ihed both the outward course and 
inner heart: 

Give us, for our abstractions, solid facts ; 
t^or our disputes, plain pictures. Say 
what man 

He is who cultivates yon hanp;;ing field ; 
What qualities of mind she bears, who 
cohics, ' r 

For morn and evenin^service, with her 

To that green pasture ; place; before our 
sight ‘ 

The family who dwell within you house 
Fenced round with glittering laurel; or 
in that <- 

Below, from which the curling smoke 
ascends. 

Or rather, as we stand on holy earth. 

And Have the dead around us, take from 
them 

Your instances; for they are both best 
known, 

And by frail man most equitably judged. 
Epitomise the life ; pronounce, you can. 
Authentic epitaphs on some of these 
Wlio, from their lowly mansions hither 
brought. 

Beneath this turf lie mouldering at our 
feet: 

So, by your records, may «mr doubts be 
solved; 

And so, not searching liighcr, we may 
learn 

To prize the breath we share with human 
kind ; 

And look upon the dust of man with awe." 

The Priest replied—“ An tjffice you 
impose 

For which peculiar requisites are mine ; 
Yet much, I feel, is wanting—eLsc the 
task 

Would be mosi. grateful. True indeed it 
is 

That they whom death has hidden from* 
our sight 

-\rc worthiest of the mind’s rcg.ird ; with 
these 

The future cannot contradict the jiast : 
Mortality’s last exercise and proof 
Is undergone; the transit made that 
shows • 

The very Soul, revealed as she departs. 
Yet, on your first suggestion, will I give, ’ 
Ere we descend iuto these silent vaults, 
One picture from the living. 

You behold, 

High on the breast of yon dark mountain, 
dark 

With stony barrenness, a shining speck 
BHght as a sunbeam sleeping till a 
shower 

Brush it away, or cloud pass over it; 


Ahd such it slight be d^emed^a sleepii^ 
sunbpam ; 

But ’tis a of cultivated ground,. 

Cut on, an island in the dusky waste ; . 
And that attractb'e brightness is its own. 
The lofty site, by mature framed to.tjeibpt 
Amid a wilderness of rocks aqd stones 
The tiller's hdnd, a hermit might have 
j chosen, 

For opportunity presented, thehbe ** ' 
Far forth to send his wanderin'|li« 3 it; o’er 
land ^ 

And ocean, an,a look do'wn upon the 
works, • 

The habitations, and the ways of men. 
Himself unseen ! But no tradition tells 
That ever heuniit dipped his maple dish 
In Vhe swfiet spring th^V lurks- ’mid yon 


green fields j . • 

And no such visionary viewfj^neloiig^ 

To £iosc who occupy and liU'the groiipd. 
High oti thatVnountain where they long 
have dwelt ” 

A wedded pair in ckildles^so'iitiide. „ . 
.A house of i^ones collected cKi the spot, * 
By rude hands btiilt, with rocky knolK in 
front. 

Backed also by a lei^ge 6f rock, 'whose 
crest 


Of birch-trees waves over#*he chimney 
top; a 

A rough abode—in colour, shape, and 
size. 

Such as in unsafe times of border-yrar 
Might have been wished for and con* 
trived, to elude 

The eye of roving plunderer—for their 
need 

Suffices; and unshaken bears the assatdt 
Of their most dreaded foe, the strong 
South-west 

In anger blowing from the distant sea. 

—Alone within her folitary, httt j 
There, or within the compass of her 
fields. 

At any moment may the Dame be fottnd. 
True as the stock-dove to, her shallow 
nest m 

And to the grove that holds it. Slw be¬ 
guiles f 

By intermingled work of hoiise and field 
The summer's day, and winter’s; with 
success , 

Not equal, but sufficient to mainta:^n. 
Even at the worst, a smo^h of 

content, 

Until the expected hoiir at which fitfr 
Mate • . 

From the far-difitant quarry's vault re¬ 
turns ; 

And by his converse crowns aelletit ’ 
With evening cheerfulness. In powiqfs. 
of mind. 



^ THE PASTOR 

— 

In scale of culture, few anvong my flock 
Hold iQwer rank than this sequestered 
pair; • * • 

But true humility descends from heaven ; 

And that best gift of heaven hath fallen 
tin theni; ' ' ’ ' 

Abundant recompense f«( every’ want. 

—Stoop from your height, ye proud, and^ 

• ^ copy these ! • 

Wpo. m their noiscli^s dwelling-place, 
can bear • 

The voice of igisdomPwhiapering scripture 
teats • 

For the mind's government, or temper’s 
peace; • 

And recommending for their mutual iieed 
Forgiveness,' pajbience, hifpe,. and eha- 
.rityP” • r . a 
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“ Muchsvfis I pleased,” the grey-haired 
, • Wanderer said, «• _ ^ 

“ When to thq^e shining fields our notice 
first , ^ 

Vou turnejJ; and ydt morejileased have 
•from your lip’s 

Gifthered this fair report of them who 


dijvell 


whither, by such 


was 


In iljpt retiremefft 
course 

« f evil hap*9lid good as oft awaits 
tired way-faring man, once / 
brought 

While traversing alone yon mountain 
pass. 

Dark on my road the autumnal evening 
fell. 

And night Succeeded with unusual gloom. 
So haisardous that feet and bands became 
Guides better than mine eyes—until a 
light 

High in the gloom appeared, too high, 
methougbt. 

For human habitation ; but I longed 
To readi it, destitute of other hope. 

I lool^^ with steadipess as sailors look 
, On the north stiu*, dr watch-tower’s dis¬ 
tant lamp. 

And saw the light—^now fixed—and 
~ ’sbiKinghoW— , 

Not like a dancmg meteor, but in line 



lought 1—same triehmy coyert must*bes| 

r * 

;■ Wtti'Tfii. ^iJhfsuasjop thitherward my 
steps 

■ t turn, and reach at last the guiding 

I hut tp the heart of_her 
> there was standing on the open hill, 
-kiiul Matron yrhopa your 



e hath 




t t The alarm 


Ceased, when she learned throp|h what 
mishap I came, 

And by what help had gained those dis¬ 
tant fields. 

Drawn from her cottage, on that aery 
height. 

Bearing a lantern pi her hand she stood. 
Or paced the ground—to guide*her Hus- 
Iband home, ^ 

By that unwearied simal, kenned afar ; 
An anxious duty! which the lofty sifdi 
Traversed but l>y u few uregular paths. 
Imposes, whensoe’er untoward chance 
Detains him after his accustomed hour 
Till*night lies black upon the ground. 

‘ But come, *- 

Come.’ said the Matron, ‘to our poor 
abode ; 

Those dark rocks hide it! ’ Entering. I 
beheld 

A blazing fire—beside a cleanly hearth 
Sate down ; and to her office, with leave 
asked. 

The Dame returned. 

Or ere that glowing pile 
Of mountain turf required the bunder’s 
hand 

Its wasted splendour to repair, the door 
Opened, and she re-entered with glad 
looks, 

Her Helpmate following. Hospitable- 
fare, 

Frank conversation, made the evening’s 
treat: 

Need a bewildered traveller \yish for 
more ? 

But more was given ; I studied as w^ 
sate 

By the bright fire, the good Man’s form, 
and face 

Not less than beautjful; an open bfow 
Of undisturbed humanity ; a cheek' 
Suffused with something of a feminine 
hue ; 

Eyes beaming courtesy and mild regard; 
But, in the quicker turns of' the dis 
course. 

Expression slowly v'arying, that evinece 
A tardy apprehension. From a fount ' 
lx>st, thought I, in the obscurities of time 
But honoured once, those featiffes aoc 
that mien * * 

May have descended, though I see th^ 

' here. " , 

In such a man, so gentle and sub4ued, 
Withal so graceful in his gentlm^, ‘ 

A race illustrious for heroic d^^s, " 
Humbled, but not degraded, ntaCexpjre. 
Tkif pleasing fancy (cherisjbdd |m4 . 

■ - held 


By sundry recoll^tion;» of speh fall ^ 
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. W" 


As l^ks record, aad even the careless 
mind 

Cannot but notice among men and 
things) 

Went with me to the place of my repose. 

•• 

Roused by the crowing cock at dawn 
of day, ' • 

I yet had risen too late to interchange 
-A morning salutation f^ith my Host, 
Gone forth already to the far-off seat 
Of his day’s work. ‘ Three dark mid-* 
winter months * , 

* Pass,’ said the Matron, ‘ and I ne\'er 

see, • 

* Save when the sabbath brings its kind 

release, 

‘ My Helpmate’s face by light of day. 
He quits 

‘His door in darkness, nor 'till dusk 
returns. 

‘ And, through Heaven’s blessing, thus 
we gain the bread 

‘ For which we pray ; and for the wants 
provide 

' Of sickness, accident, and helpless age. 

‘ Companions have I many; many 
friends, 

‘ Dependants, comforters—my wheel, my 
fire, 

‘ All day the house-clock ticking in mine 
ear, 

‘ The cackling hen, the tender chicken 
brood, 

‘ And the wild birds that gather round 
my porch. 

‘This honest sheep-dog's countenance 1 
read; 

‘ With him can talk ; nor blush to waste 
a word 

' On creatures less intelligent and shrewd. 

‘ And if the blustering wind thr**'drives 
the clouds 

‘ Care not for me, he lingers round my 
door, • 

* And makes me pastime when our tem¬ 

pers suit;— 

‘ But, above all, my thoughts are my 
support, 

* My cohort:—would that they were 

uftener fixed 

‘ On what, for guidance in the way that 
leads 

‘To heaven, 1 kdow, by my Redeemer' 
taught.’ 

The Matron ended—nor could I forbear 
To exclaim—‘ O happy ! yielding to the 
law 

Of these privations, richer in the main !— 

. While thankless thousands are opprest 
and clogged 

ease and leisure ; by the very wealth 
And pride of opportunity made poor; 


While tens of jihousmids falter in their 
path, 

And smk, tfreugh utter want of (Sheering 
light ; 

For you the houkF; of labour do not flag ; 
For you each evening hath its shining 
star, 

And every sabbath-day its golden sun.* *’ 

*■* Yes ! ” said tke Solitary with a sifhld 
That^eemed to break from an e^anding 
heart, « s 

“ The untutoreef bird may*found, and so 
construct, 

And with such soft materials line, her nest , 
Fixed in the centre of a prickly br^e. 

That tlie tbofns wound her liot; they 
•only guard. •’e , 

Powers not unjusllv likened to those 
gifts ^ 

Of M-appy insUnct which IHe woodland 
bird * * •" 

Shares with her species, ‘nature’s grace 
sometimes t ^ 

Upon the individual doth coflfei; » • 

Among her higlA'r creatures born aid 
trained , 

To use of reason. Atvl, I Awn thaft tired 
Of the ostentatious world—a swelling 
stage ^, 

With empty actions and vain passionft- 
stuffed. 

And from the private struggles of man¬ 
kind 

Hoping far less than I could wish to 
hope. 

Far less than once 1 trusted and be- * 
lieved— 

I love to hear of those, who, not con¬ 
tending 

Nor summoned to contend for.virtue’s 
prize. 

Miss not the humble^good at vdiich they 
aim. 

Blest with a kindly faculty to blunt 
The edge of adverse circumstance, and ■. 

turn , » . 

Into their contraries the phtty plagues 
And hindrances with wbiem they stand'.-' 
beset.* / 

In early youth, among my native hills, .\- 
I knew a Scottish Peasant ^ho possessed 
Aefew small crofts of stenje-encumbo!^ ' 
ground; ^ 

Masses of every shape andcSi^ lirafhiy 
Scattered about under the«i&oulderii^ 
walls ^ 

Of a rough precipice ; aijd some, apart. 

In quarters unobnoxious to such chance, " 
As if the moon had showered them down,.. ,, 
in spite. 

But be repined not- ‘Hiough ..the 
plough was scared . / - v 'v’ 
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THE PASTOR 


By these obstructions, ‘ rouQid the shady 
stones . . • 

A fertilising moisture,’ saidit^ S^^in, 

* Gathers, and is preserved ; and feeding 

dews ^ 

* And damps, through all the droughty 

summer day • ’ _ 

' From out their substance^ssuing, main- ^Wftether their coifrse be tiurbulent or 


^Werbage that never ’^ails: no grass 
springs up • 

* So green, so fijesh, scaplejitiful, as mine ! ’ 
But thinly sown these natures ; rare, at 
least. 

The mutual aptitude of seed and soil • 
That .yields such kindly product, ^e, 
whose bed , • 

Perhaps \^n loase sods covei? the 
l^ensioner 

Brought yesterday from our sequestered 
• dcU ^ ' 

‘Here tu lie down in lasting T|uiot, he, 

If Jiving qc^.^could otherwise report 
_Ofc rustic Jo&liness?: that grey-haiied 
• KlrpViai?— • 

Somali him. for hnmanfty to him 
No parent w^—feelingly co'k.ld have 
told, '» 

In life? in death, what solitude can breed 
Of felhshneWt and cruelty, and vice ; 
Or, if it breed not, hath not power to cure. 
—But your compliance. Sir ! with our 
request 

My words too long have hindered.” 

Undeterred. 

Perhaps incited rather, by these shocks. 
In no ungi%cious opposition, given 
To the confiding spirit of his own 
Experienced faith, the reverend Pastor 
said, 

Around him looking; Where shall I 
begin ? 

Who shall bewfirst sjdected from my flock 
'Gathered together iii their peaceful fold ?” 
He paused—and having lifted up his 
eyes 

I'TO the pure«heavCTi, he cast them down 
again 

Upon the earth beneath his feet; and 
. ^ spake:— • • 

. • myetcriously-unitei pair 

j\,Tbis place is consecrate; to Death 
»Ljfe, * 

r^And tifthe best affections that proceed 
' From their*conjunction; consecrate to 
faith • 

' In Him who bled for man upon the cross; 
Hallowed to revelation ; and no less 
To reason's mandates; and the hopes 
divine 

'Of pure imagination,—«bove all, 

-To chaeUy, and love, that have provided, 
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Within these precincts, a capacious bed 
And receptacle, open to the good 
And evil, to the just and the unjust; 

In which they find an equal resting-place: 
Even as the multitude of kindred brooks 
And streams, whose murtnur fills this 
hollow vale. 


nnooth. 

Their waters clearer sullied, all are lost ' 
Within the bosom of yon crystal Lake, 
And end their journey in the same re¬ 
pose ! * 

And blest are they who sleep ; and we 
that know. 

While in a spot like this we breathe and 
walk. 

That all beneath us by the wings are 
coverfed 

Of motherly humanity, outspread 
And gathering all within their tender 
shade. 

Though loth and slow to come! A 
battle-field. 

In stillnf'ss left when slaughter is no 
mor**. 

With this compared, makes a strange 
spectacle ! 

A dismal prospect yields the wild shore 
strewn 

With wrecks, and trod by feet of j'oung 
.'Uid old 

Wandering about in miserable search 
Of friends or kindred, whom the angry 
sea 

Restores not to their prayer ! Ah ! who 
would think 

That all the scattered subjects which 
compose 

Earth’s melancholy vision through the 
space 

Of all her climes—these wretched, these 
depraved, 

1^0 virtue lost, insensible of peace, 

From the delights of charity cut off. 

To pity dead, the oppressor and the 
opprest ; 

Tyrants who utter the destroying word. 
And slaves who will consent to be de¬ 
stroyed— 

Were of one species wittaithe sheltered few. 
Who, with a dutiful and tender hand, 
^Lodged, in a dear appropriated spot, 
This file of infants; some that never 
breathed 

The vital air; others, which, though 
allowed 

That privilege, did yet expire too soon, 

Or with too brief a warning, to admit ' • 
Administration of the hnlv rite V 

That lovingly consigns the babe to the' 
etxns 



THE EXCURSION 


Of lesns,' bis everlasting care. ‘ 
These that in trembling hope are laid 
apart; 

And tne besprinkled nursling, unrequired 


That feeds elm ; and the tottering little- 
one [ « 

Taken from air and sunshine when the' 
rose t ' 

Of infancy first blooms upon his cheek : 
The thinking, thoughtless, schot»l-buy .r 
the bold youth 

Of soul impetuous, and the bashful'maid 
Smitten while all the promises <>£ life 
Are opening round her ; thctse of middle 
age. 

Cast down while confident in strength 
they stand. 

Like pillars fixed more firmly, as might 
seem. 

And more secure,*by very weight of all 
That, for support, rests on them ; the 
decayed 

And bnrthensomc ; and lastly, that poor 
few 

Whose light of reason is with age extinct ; 
The hopeful and the hopeless, first and 
last. 

The earliest summoned and the longest 
spared— 

Are here deposited, with tribute paid 
Various, but unto each some tribute paid ; 
As if, amid these peaceful hills and 
groves. 

Society were touclted with kind concern. 
And gentle ‘ Nature grieved, that one 
should die ; ’ 

Or, if the change demanded no regret. 
Observed the liberating stroke-—and 
blessed. 

And whence that tribute ? wherefore 
these regards ? 

Not from the naked Heart alone of M an , 
(Though claiming high distinction upop 
earth 

As the sole spring and fountain-head 
of tears, 

}|is owp peculiar utterance for distress 


Or gladness.)-<*>No,*’ the., pfailbsophic 
Mejtv ' . 

Contitued,^“''’tis not in the vital seat 
Of feeling to produce them, without aid 
From the pure sEuI, the soul sublii&ft and ^ 
pure; 

With her two, faculties of eye and ear, 

The one by which a creature, whom 
t sins ^ «» •' 

Have rendered prone, can upward look 
'to heaven; ^ . 

The other that eump^wers Ijim to perceive 
’ The voice of Dbity, on height and plain, 

I W’hispering those truths in stillncs.s, which ' 

* ,.lhe Word. 

To the ffuir quarters of the winds, pro. 

. dailies. • I 

Nor without such assi^iancc' coulc^, the 
use 

I Of >hesc benign observanc#^ prevail: 

■ Thus are the*' born,, thus fostered, iClu?, 

; maintained; 

And by the care prpspectii’e c>i our wise 
Forcfalhers,,,who, to guard jig^ins^ ttie, 
shocks , 

The fluctuation and decay of things, 
Embodied and establisficd tbesi* high 
' trullis 

' In solemn institutions :—mCT convinced 
j That life is love and immortality, 

The being one, and one the element. 

There lies the channel, and original bed, 
h'rom the beginning, hollowed out and 
scooped 

For Man’s affections—else betrayed and 
lost, ' ' 

And swallowed up ’mid deserts infinite 1 
This is the genuine course, the aim, imd 
end ' ' ’ . 

Of prescient reason ; all conclusions else , 
Are abject, vain, presumpfuopl^ and 
perverse. ‘ ' 

The faith partaking %f those holy tin|eSt 
Life, I repeat, is energy of love * ’ « 

Divine or human ; exercired in pMq, 

In strife, and tribulation ; and ordained,t 
If so approved and sanctified to p^sf ' 
Through shades and silent rest, ia endless ' 

joy-”. ^ ‘ 


BQOJC* SIXTH 


THE CHURCH-YARD AMONG THE 
MOUNTAINS 

ARGUMENT 

-iPMf B Address to the State and Church of Eog- 
nod—The pastor not inferior to the ancimt 
' Worthies of the Church—He begins hip Narrg- 

' lives nith an instance of unrequited ];.ove_ 

j^vAufuisli^ of mliid subdued, and henr—The- 


lonely Miner—An Instance of MrspversftOQrTi' 
Which leads by contrast'to an'eje^m cl- 
abused talent irrcsohition, and preumsa-T.. 
Solitary, applying: this coVertly fo w oiraJ 
case, asks idr an' instance Of Auno 'SfHw^iaK 
whose dispositioas may have led him lb efid' 
his days here—Pastor, to answer, ffyet adV 
account of the barinonising iqfiueoof p< 
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-^-Tbo rule Iqr trtdeh Peace^ay be obtained 
' OEpreaaedp.^a^d where—Soliiafy hints at an 
d^poweriog Fatality—Answer fof the Pas- 
tbr—V^ht subjects he will elcJftade fJbm his 
' Narratives—Conversation upon this—In¬ 

stance of ah lUiamiable dfaracter, a Female, 
' and why Riven—Contrasted with this, a meek 
sufferer, -from ungunrded and betra^d love 
—Instance of heavier guilcyand its conse¬ 
quences to the Offender—With this instance 
• Mairiase Contract broken is contrastiad 
one of a Widower, cvioencing his faithful 
affection towards his deceased wife ty his 
0 care of their female Ohildi;pn. 

Hail to the crown by Freedom shaped 
—to gird • 

An English Sovereign’s brow ! and to^he 
tnrone , 

Whereon he siti^ Whose det^ founHa- 
dions lie 

In veneration and the people’s love ; 
Wlmse;Steps%re equity, whase seat is Aw. 
•*-Hail to the Stat^ of Englhad ! And 
conjoin • 

W|th this cf salutation as devout, 

^Iad« to 1»be%piritual fabric oWier Church: 
Founded in truth ; by blood of Martyr¬ 
dom , 

Cemented ; bjf th« hands of Wisdom 
reared 

In beauty of^jliness. with ordered pomp, 
Ifccent and unreproved. The voice, that 
greets 

The majesty of both, shall pray for both ; 
That, mutually protected and sustained, 
They may endure long as the sea' sur¬ 
rounds 

This favoured Land, or sunshine warms 
her soil. 

And U, ye swelling hills, and spacious 
plains! 

Besprent from shore to shore with steejile- 
towiers, - 

And spires whose ‘ silent finger points to 
• heaven; ’ 

Nor wanting, at wide intervals, the bulk 
Of ancient minster lifted above the cloud 
V Of the dense air, which town or city 
breeds 

To intercept the sun’s glad beffms—may 
tie’er 

That true sugeession fail of English 
hearts, , • 

Who. with ancestral, feeling, can per- 

m 

‘ Whai in those holy structures ye possess 
• Of ornamental interest, ani^ the cnarm 
Of pious sentimgnt diffused afar, 

Ai^ human charity, and social love. 

—Thus never shall the indignities of 
time 

Approach their reverend graces, unop- 
posed j 7 


Nor sha^ the elements tie free to hurt 
Their fair proportions ; noc the blinder 
rage 

Of bigot zeal madly to overturn ; 

And, if the desolating hand of war 
Spare them, they shall Cdhtinue to be* 
stow, 

^U^Jbn the thronged* abodes of busy men 
(Depsaved, and ever prone to fill the 
mind * 

Exclusively with transitory things) 

An air and mien of dignifi^ pursuit; 

Of SMieet civility, on rustic wilds. 

TIk Poet, fostering for his native land 
Such hope, entreats that servants may 
abound 

Of tliose pure altars worthy ; ministers 
Detached from pleasure, to the love of 
gain * 

Superior, insusceptible of pride. 

And by ambitious longings undisturbed ; 
Men, wliose delight is where their duty 
leads 

Or fixes them ; whose least distinguished 
clay 

Shines w ith some portion of that heavenly 
lustre 

W’hich makes the sabbath lovely in the 
sight 

Of bles'>ed angels, pitying human cares. 
—And, as on earth it is the doom of truth 
To be perpetually attacked by foes 
Open or covert, be that priesthood still. 
For her defence, replenished with a band 
Of strenuous champions, in scholastic 
arts 

Thoroughly disciplined : nor (If in course 
Of the revolving world’s disturbances 
Cause should recur, which righteous 
Heaven avert ! 

To meet such trial) from their spiritual 
sires 

Degenerate ; who, constrained to wield 
• the sword 

Of disputation, shrunk not, though 
assailed 

With hostile din, and combating in sight 
Of angry umpires, partial and unjust; 
And did, thereafter, bathe their hands in 
fire. 

So to declare the conscience satisfied : 
Nor for their bodies would accept release ; 
%ut, blessing God and praising him, be¬ 
queathed 

With their last breath, from out the 
smouldering flame. 

The faith which they by diligence had 
earned. 

Or, through illuminating grace, received* 
For their dear countrymen, and all man¬ 
kind. 

O high example, constancy divine i 
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:V Even such a Man (inheriting the teal 
’ And from the san<^ity of elder times 
Not deviating,—a priest, the like of 
• whom. 

If multiplied, and in their stations set, 
Would o'er thi% bosom of a joyful land 
Spread true religion and her genuine 
- ' „ fruits) ‘ * 

Before me stood that day; on , holy 
ground ^ 

Fraught with the relics of mortality. 
Exalting tender themes, by just degrees 
To lofty raised ; and to thb highest, Jast : 
The head and mighty paramount of 
truths,— 

Immortal life, in never-fading worlds, 
For mortal creatures, conquered and 
secured. 

That basis laid, those priuciulos of 
faith 

.\imounred as a preparatory act 
Of reverence done to the spirit of the 
place. 

The Pastor cast bis eyes upon the ground; 
.Not, as before, like one oppressed with 
awe. 

But with a mild and social cheerfulness ; 
Then to the Solitary turned, and spake. 

“ At morn or eve, in your retired do¬ 
main. 

Perchance you not unfrequently have 
marked 

A Visitor—in quest of herbs and flowers ; 
Too delicate employ, as would appear. 
For one, who, though of drooping mien, 
had yet 

From nature’s kindliness received a 
frame 

Robust as ever rural labour bred." 

The Solitary answered: “ Such a 

Form 

Full well I recollect. Wc often crossed* 
Each other’s path ; but, as the Intruder 
seemed 

Fondly to prize the silence which he kept. 
And I as willingly did cherish mme. 

We met, and passed, like shadows. 1 
have heard. 

From my good H§st, that being crazed in 
brain 

Bv unrequited love, he scaled the rocks, 
Dived into caves, and pierced the matted 
woods. 

In hope to find some virtuous herb of 
power 

, To cure his malady ! ’’ 

The Vicar smiled,— 
Ates ! before to-morrow’s sun goes 
. , down 

habitation will be here : for him 


That open grave is dtethied." 

^ " Died he then 

Of pain aim ,'^'ief ? ’’ the Solitary asked. 

“ Do not believe it; never could that be ! ' 

* 

“He loved,” the Vicar answered,' 
“ deeply Iqved, 

Loved fondly, truly, fervently; and 
dared 

AV length to telkhis love, but sued'Ifr 
yam; 

Rejected, yea repelled ; and, if with 
scorn “ 

Upon the haugH'ty maiden's brow, *tis but , 
^ high-prized plume which female 
• Beauty w'ears 

In wantonne^s of conauest, or pu'ts on 
Toizhcat Che world, or/rom .herself to 
hide • 

Humiliation, when no longc^free. 

Tha-' he could brook, and glwy in,;—but 
when * - 

The'tidings came that sbi whom he had 
wooed « ^ 

Was wedded* to another, and’iii9*hea’'r ■■ 
Was forced to rcsid away its only hope ; 
Then, Pity could have scarcely found on 
e.trth . * 

An object worthier of regard than he. 

In the transition of that bi^er hour 1 
Lost was she, lost; nor could tlA 
Sufferer say 

That in the act of preference he had been 
Unjustly dealt with ; but the Maid was 
gone ! 

Had vanished from hi^ prospects and de« 
sires; , 

Not by translation to the heavenly choir 
Who have put off their mortal spoils— 
ah no ! 

She lives another’s wishes to complete.— 
*Joy be their lot, and happiness,’ he 
cried, 

' His lot and hers, as misery must be 
mine 1 ’ 

Such was that strong concussion ; but* 
the Man, *' 

Who trembled, trunjt and limbs, like some 
huge oak ^ 

By a fierce tempest shaken, soon resumed * 
The stedfast quiet natural to a mind • 
04 composition gentle ana sedate. 

And, in its movements, circumspect and’ 
slow. • ‘ ^ ^ • 

To books, and to the long-toxsaken desk. 
O’er which enchained by science he had 
loved 

To bend, he stoutly re-ad&ressed himself. 
Resolved to queU his pain, and search for, 
truth 

With keener appetite (if that might 
And closer inaastiy4 ^ .pl what etuvi|)d 
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Withia the heart no outsiv'jird sign ap> To harmony restored—But yon dark 
peared . , • mould 

Till a betraying sickliness tfas see^ Will cover him, in the fulness of his 

To tinge liis cheek ; and through his strength, 

frame it crept / 1 Hastily smitten bv a fever’s force ; 

With slow mutation unconcealable ; ! Yet not with stroke so sudfien as refused 

Such universal change as <BUtumn makes j Tiine to look back with tenderness on her 
Tn the fair body of a leaf^ grove i^Wnoiu he had lovea in passion ; and to 

yi^loured, then divested. , ' send 

* ’Tis affirmed ■ Some farewell words—with one, but one. 
By poets skilled in nature’s secret ways 1 retiuest : 

That Ix)ve will notasulpnit to be cun- I 'i‘hat, from lii^ dying hand, she would 
trolled • I w;cept 

By mastery :—and the good Man lacked 1 Of his jio-scssions that which most he 
not friends s 1 prized; 

Who strove to instil this truth into'his j A book, upon whose leaves some chosen 
mind, ^ « plants, 

A mind ii> all hsart-mysteries^inveriif'd. ' By his own hand disposed with nicest 
‘ Go^o the hills,’ said one, ‘ remit a while \ care, * 

‘ This baiief<^ diligence ;—at early iijoru ' In undecaving beauty were preserved ; 
*^C^rt*the tresh jijr, expJjjjj-e the heJhlis '■ Mute register, to him, of time and place, 

• and woods ; * , And various fliictu.itions in the breast; 

‘ And, leaving tt to others to foretell, j To her, a monument of faithful love 

' Qy calculations sage, the ebb and flow 1 Conquered, and in tranquillity retained ! 
OfHidoi, 'and when the nfoon will be | 

• eclipsed, * I Clo'-.e to his destined habitation, lies 

‘ Do you, for your own benefit, lunstruct 1 One w-hu achieved a humbler victory, 

• A caft‘ndar of flowers, plucked as they ; Though m;irvcllous in its kind. A place 

blbw j there is 

* 3 Vbere licaMi abides, and cheerfulness, | High in these mountains, that allured 

• and peace.’ j a band 

The attempt was made ;—’tis needless Of keen adventurers to unite their pains 
to report i In search of precious ore ; they tried. 

How hopelessly ; but innocence is strong, j were foiled— 

And an entire simplicity of mind ' .And all desisted, all. save him alone. 

A thing most sacred in the eye of Heaven : He, taking counsel of his own clear 
That opensf for such sufferers, relief ( thoughts, 

Within the soul, fountains of grace ' And trusting only to his own weak hands, 
divine ; ' Urged unremittingly the stubborn work. 

And doth commend their weakness and ! Uiisecondcd, uncouhtcnanccd ; then, as 
disease i time 

To Nature’s care, assisted in her office I Passed on, w'hile still his lonely efforts 
By all the elements«that round her wait | found 

To generate, to preserve, and to restore ; j No recompense, derided : and at length. 
And ty her beautiful array of fonns i*By many pitied, as insane of mind ; 
Shedding sweet influence from above ; | Bv others dreaded as the luckless thrall 
• or pure« Of subterranean Spirits feeding hope 

’ Delight exhaling from the ground they By various mockery of sight and sound : 

tread,” Hope after hope, encouraged and dc- 

. ♦ * stroyed. 

” Impute it not to impatience, if,” —But when the lord of seasons had 

• ekdaimed matured • 

.The Wanderer, "1 infer that he w^i5,,The fruits of earth through space of 
^healed • twice ten years, 

By perifrveraifte in the course prescribed.” The mountain’s entrails offered to his 
• view 

' “ You do not err: the«powers, that And tre.mbling grasp the long-deferred 
had bcOT lost reward. 

Byslow degrees, were gradually regained; Not with more transport did Columbus 
The flattering nerves composed; the gree: ^ 

beating heart A world, his rich discovery 1 But our 

fat rest estabUdied; and the jarring Swain, 

•'...X thoughts ‘ . A very hero till his j^int was gained. 
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I^xoved all undbl^ to support the weight 
Of prosperous fortune. On the fields he 
loi^d * 

With an unsettled liberty of thought. 
Wishes and endless schemes; by day¬ 
light walked 

a id{^ and restless ; ever and anon 
iiaffed in lus gratitude imiuodcrdi.e 
cups; <1 

And truly might be safl to die of joy ! 
Re vanished ; but conspicuous to this 
day ‘ 

The path remains that linkl:d bis cottage- 
door 

To the mine’s mouth ; a long and slant¬ 
ing track, 

Upon the rugged mountain’s stony side, 
Worn by his daily visits to and from 
The darksome centre of a constant hope. 
This vestige, neither force oi beating 
tain. 

Nor the vicissitudes of frost and thaw 
Shall cause to fade, till ages pass away ; 
And it is named, in memorv of the event. 
The Path ok Perseverance.” 

“ Thou from whom 
Mail has his strength,” exclaimed the 
Wanderer. “ oh ! 

Do thou direct it! To the virtuous 
graut 

The penetrative eye which cim per^’ive 
In this blind world the guiding vein of 
hope ; 

That, like, this Labourer, such may dig 
theli way, 

* Unshaken, unseduced, unterrified ; ’ 
Grant to the wise his firmness of resolve!” 

‘‘That prayer were not superfluous,” 
said the Priest, 

” Amid the noblest relics, proudest 
dust. 

That Westminster, for Britain's glory, 
hold^ 

Withiri'the bosom of her awful pje. 
Ambitiously collected. Yet the sigh. 
Which wafts that iirayer to heaven, is due 
to all. 

Wherever laid, who living fell below 
Their virtue’s humbler mark ; a sigh of 
pain 

If to the opposit%.extremc they sank. 
How would you pity her who yonder 
rests; 

Him, farther oi! ; the pair, who here arc 
laid; 

But, above all, that mixture of earth’s 
mould 

Whom sight of this green hillock to my 

Recwl 

■. He lived not till his locks wiMre 

flipped 


By seasonable firost of age; nor died 
Before h|s,temples, prematurely toorced 
To mijc theilxflanly brown with silver 
Gave obvious instance of the. sad raeot 
Produced, when vthoughtless Folly, hath 
usurped 

The natural crown that sage Experience 

■aarAaeiv* * 


Gay, volatile, ingenious, quick to legr’^c 
And prompt to exhibit all thgf he pos- 
ressed m 

Or could perforn? ; d'Xealous actor, hired 
Into the troop of mirth, a soldier, sworn 
Into the lists of giddy enterprise— 

Such was he ; yet. as if within bis frame , 
Twci several souls alternately had lodged. 
Two sets of manners ^ould the Youth 
''put oil ; i*^ •* , 

Aud, fraught with antics as the Intllan 
bird ^ 

Thai writhes ^nd chattes ill her wirr ca<;e. 
Was graceful, when it'^leased him, smooth' 
and still * 

As the mute swan that floitS*adown tl^e 
stream, ” « f , • 

Or, on the water^ of the unruffled IdSte, 
Anchors her placid beaut,y. Not a leaf, 
That flutters on the kjilgh, lightdb than 
he; * 


And not a flower, that droop#in the green 
sliade, * 

More winningly reserved ! If ye enciulre 

How such consummate elegance was bred 

Amid these wilds, this answer may sulfihe; 

’Twas Nature’s will; who sometimes un¬ 
dertakes. 

For the reproof of human vaKity. 

Art to outstrip in her peculiar walk. 

Hence, for this Favourite—lavishljr eu- - 
dowed 

With personal gifts, and bright instinc¬ 
tive wit. 

While both. eniheUishing .each other, 
stood 

Yet farther recommended by the charm 

Of fine demeanour, and by dance and ^ 


song, . . 

And skill in letters—every fancy shaped 
Fair expectations; nor, when to the 
world’% . , 

Capacious field forth went the Adv^* 
turer, there • ' 

Wire he and his attainments ovorlooked, , 
T>r scantily rewarded ; but all hppi|. 
Cherished for him, he suffered to^epai^ 
Like blighted buds; or dlo^ds that 
mimickedi land 

Before the sailor’s eye t> diamond 
drops , , , 

That sparkling decked the morning grasa ; 
or aught 

That was attrahtiva, and hath ceased tm ■ 
be i 
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' yet, when this Prodiga) qsturne^, the 
rites ' * « 

Of joyful greeting were on h{m*bestf>wed, 
Who', by humiliatjon undeterred, 

Sought for his wearinesif a place of rest 
Within his Father’s gates.—Whence came 
he ?—clothed '». 

In tattered garb, from novels where 
• cMbides ^ • 

Necessity, the stationary host 
^Of vagrant poverty : from rifted burns 
Where no one dwells out the wide-staring 
owl >■ * 

And the owl’s prey; from these hare 
haunts, to which ^ * 

He had descended from the proud salc^n, 
He came, the dwst of b^iity and .of 
JealtW. ^ 

The wreck of gaiety ! But soon revived 
In strength, pin power refitted, he .re- 
.» •nt^-ed ” •» a 

His suit to Fgrtunc; and she smiled 
again * „ 

a (^pkje Ingrate! Thrive he rose*. ■ 
Tnijee sank as willingly. • For he—whose 
*. nerves 

Were used to thrill with pleasure, while 
hi| voice * 

Softly acconmanied the tuneful harp, 

. ^y tfce nice Huger of fair ladies touched 
In glittering halls—was able to derive 
No less enjoyment from an abject choice. 
Who happier for the moment—who more 
blithe 

Than this fallen Spirit ? in those dreary 
holds 

His talents lending to exalt the freaks 
Of merry-making beggars,—now. pro¬ 
voked 

To laughter multiplied in louder peals 
By his malicious wit; then, all enchained 
With mute astonishment, themselves to 
spe • • 

• In their own arts outdone, their fame 
' eclipsed, 

,.«A5 by the very presence of the Fiend 
4 Who dicfatel and inspires illusive feats, 
For knavish purposes! The city, too, 
(With shame I speak itl jo jier guilty 
‘ ‘ boweirs ‘ ' 

AUure 4 'him, simh so low in self-respect 
As there to there to eat his brej^, 

'Hired ihinstra of voluptuous blandim- 

emagt; • 

.Chaxitting the air with skill of hand or 

who 


voice. 


listen ivho ivould, be wrouight upon 
. might, * 


Big . 

' ^inpprely wretched hearts^ or falsely gay. 
-HSueh.'tbe too frequent tenopr of his 
/ tK^t 

In ettfs that reHshed the repori ;-^ut all 


Who saw enough for blame and pitying 
love, ^ 

They also were permitted to receive 
His last, repentant breath i and closed 
his eyes, 

No more to open on that itksome world 
Where he had long existed in the state 
X>i a young fowl beneath one mother 
lifatched. 

Though from anotner sprung, different in 
kind : 

Where he had (ived, and could not cease 
hf) live, 

Distracted in propensity ; content 
Witlf neither element of good or ill ; 
And yet in both rejoicing ; man uitblest ; 
Of contradictions infinite the slavf. 

Till his deliverance, when Mercy made 
him . 

One with himself, and one with them that 
sleep.” ^ 

“ 'Tis strange,” observed the Solitary, 
“ strange 

It seems, and scarcely less than pitiful. 
That in a land where charity provides 
For all that can no longer feed themselves, 
A man like this should choose to bring his 
shame 

To the parental door ; and with his sighs 
Infect the air which he- had freely breathed 
In happy infancy. He could not pine, 
Through lack of converse ; no—he must 
have found 

Abundant exercise for thought and 
speech. 

In his dividual being, self-reviewed. 
Self-catechised, self-punished. — Some 
there are 

Who, drawing near their final home, and 
much 

And daily longing that the same were 
reached. 

.Would rather shun than seek the fellow¬ 
ship 

Of kindred mould.—Such haply here are 
laid ? ” 

“ Yes," said the Priest, *' the Genius 
of our hills— 

Who seems, by these stupendous barriers 
cast ■* 

VBound his domain, desirous not alone 
To keep his own, but also to exclude 
All other progeny—doth sometimes lure. 
Even bv his studied depth of privacy. 
The unhappy alien hoping to obtam 
Concealment, or seduced by wish to find. 
In place from outward molestation free, 
Helps to internal ease. Of many such 
Could 1 discourse ; but as their stay was 
brief. 

So tijeir departure only left behind 
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. Fancies', and loose conjectures. Other 
‘" trace I# 

■'Survives, for worthy mention, of a pair 
Who, from the pressure of their several 
fates. 

Meeting as stfangers, in a petty town 
Whose {blue roofs opnament a distant 
reach , 

Of this far-winding Yale, remained as 
friends 

True to their choice; and gave theijr 
bones in trust , 

To this loved cemetery, here to Aodge 
With unescutcheoned privacy interred 
Far from the family vault.—A Chieftain 
one 

By right of birth ; within whose spotless 
breast 

The fire of ancient Caledonia burned : 
He,^ith the foremost whose impatience 
bailed 

The Stuart, landing to resume, by force 
Of arms, the crown which bigotry had lost. 
Aroused his clan ; and, fighting at their 
bead. 

With his brave sword endeavoured topre- 
vent 

Cnlloden's fatal overthrow. Escaped 
From that disastrous rout, to foreign 
shores 

He fled; and when the lenient hand of 
time 

Those troubles had appeased, he sought 
and gained. 

For his obscured condition, an obscure 
Retreat, within this nook of English 
ground. 

The other, bom in Britain’s southern 
tract, 

Had fixed his mUder loyaltv, and placed 
His gentler sentiments of love hate, 
There, where tfiJy placed them who in con - 
science prized ^ 

The new succession, as a line of kings 
Whose oath had virtue to protect the 
land 

Against the' dire assaults of papacy 
And arbitrary rule. But launch thy 
bark 

On the distempered flood of public life. 
And cause for mOst rare triumph will be 
thine , 

If, spite of keenest eye and steadiest 
' hand, 

'The stream, that bears thee forward, 
prove not, soon 

, Or late, a perilous master. He—who 
oft, 

.SeMcath the battlements and stately 
trees 

round his mansion cast a sober 


Had moralised^ on this, and other troths 
Of kindoed import, pleased and satis* ' 
fird—• 9 

Was forced to vent his wisdom with a 
,sigh i. 

Heaved from the heart in fortune's 
bifterness.i» 

When he had' crushed a plentiful estate 
Hv ruinous contest, to obtain a sea^ , 

In Britain’s sen^e. FruitlessLwas the 
attempt : ^ 

And while the rprdkr of fhat desperate 
strife <* 

Continued yet to vibrate on his ear, *' 
The vanquished Whig, under a borrowed . 
■'name, 

(For the mero^sound an,d echo of his own 
HaVlnted him with seusttions of disgust 
That he was glad to lose) slunk froiA’the 
world ^ 

To \lie deep ifisade of ■tL 7 >sc untravelled . 
Wilds ; 

In which tlie Scottish had long 

possessed ” , a ^ 

An undisturbed abode. Here', then, Vhey' 
met, ‘ . 

Two doughty champions*; flaming Jaco* 
bite •' 

And sullen Hanoverian ! You ' might 
think ^, 

That losses and vexations, less severe 
Than those which they had severally 
sustained. 

Would have inclined each to abate his 
zeal 

For his ungrateful cause ; no,—I have 
heard •’ 

My reverend Father tell that, ’mid the 
calm 

Of that small town encountering thus, 
they filled. 

Daily, it.s bowling green with harmless ' 
strife ; « „ 

Plagued with uncharitable thoughts'the' , 
church ; 

.And vexed the market-place. But in th«i 
breasts « 

Of these opponents gradually was 
wrought. 

With little chltage of general sentiment, , 
Such leaning towards each other, that 
their da3rB « ' ' 

, choice were spent in constant fdlow*.' 

ship: ^ e . 

And if, at times, they* fretted IMth the ' 
yoke, ' '* 

Those very bickerings made them love it , 
more. 

A favourite boundary, to their length.*'*& 
ened walks 

This Church-yard wai^ And. ' 1 

they had come .. 
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Treading their path in sympathy and 
linked •* , . 

In social converse, or byfSQme ^hort 
space 

Discreetly parted to preserve the peace. 
One spirit seldom failed to extend'* its 
sway 

Over both minds, when thL*j’ awhile had 
jmarked ^ 

TTif^isible quiet of this holy ground. 
And breathed its soothing air ;-r-the 
9 spirit of hope * <> ^ 

And saintly rndgnanimity^,; that—spurn¬ 
ing 

The field of selfish difference and dispute j 
And every care which transitory thiirgs. 
Earth and the kingdoms Qt the earth, 
create^- • • 

Dotha by a rapture of forgetfulness. 
Preclude formveness, from the praise 
de^arrear ^ ' 

Which else the Cnmtian virtue might 

have claimed. 

a 

• ■^l*re Civ# who yet remen!her here to 
ahave seen ■ 

Their courtly ^gures, seated .'»n the 
stihnp ' * • 

Of an -Did yew, their favourite resting- 
place. 

* as the remnant of the long-lived 
tree 

Was disappearing by a swift decay, 
They, with joint care, determined to 
erect. 

Upon Its site, a dial, that might stand 
For public nse preserved, and thus sur¬ 
vive 

As their own private monument: for 
this 

Was the particular spot, in which they 
wishra 

. (And Heaven .was plpased to accomplish 
the desire) 

* That,*undivided, their remains should lie. 
So, where the mouldered tree had stood, 

was raisfd 

•'^Yon structure, framing, with the ascent 
steps 

'.'■.That to the decoaated pillar l^d, 

A work of zr*. more sumptuous than 
• might seepi m 

' JTo suit this plgce ; yet built in no proiad 
scorn , 

Of nistia homdiness; they only aimed 
.To ensure for it respectful guardianship. 
Arotmd the margin of the piate, whereon 
The shadow faj^ to note the stealthy 
, . hours, 

. W^ida an inscriptive legend.”—At these 
Words 

we ^^urQed ; and gathered, as we 

'■.‘'dcead. ..-wt'- 

■i Tif') K',i . . , ' *1^'. 


The appropriate sense. In Latin numbers 
couched: . 

* Ttme flies ; it is his melancholy task 
To bring, and bear away, delusive hopes. 
And re-produce the troubles he destroys. 
But, while his blinaness Ihv^ is occupied. 
Discerning Mortal / do thou serve the will 
Qf*rime's eternal M*aster, and that peace. 
Which the world wants, shall be for thee 
confirmed I' '* 

* ** Smooth verse, inspired by no un¬ 
lettered Muse,” 


and the strain 
-the 


Exclaimed the Sceptic, 
of thought 

Accords with nature’s language 
, soft voice 

Of yon wliitc torrent falling down the 
rocks 

Speaks, l^ss distinctly, to the same 
effect. ' 

If, then, their blended influence be not 
lost 

Upon our hearts, not wholly lost, I 
grant, 

Even upon, mine, the more are we re¬ 
quired 

To feel for those aniong our fellow-men. 
Who, offering no obeisance to the world. 
Are yet made desperate by ‘ too quick 
a sense 

Of constant infelicity,’ cut off 
From peace like exiles on some barren 
rock, 

Their life’s appointed prison ; not m^e 
free 

Than sentinels, between two armies, set, 
With nothing better, in the chill night 
air. 

Than their own thoughts to comfort 
them. Say why 

That ancient story of Prometheus 
chained 

To the bare rock, on frozen Caucasus; 
The vulture, the inexhaustible repast 
Drawn from his vitals ? Say what 
meant the woes 

By Tantalus entailed upon his race. 
And the dark sorrows of tlie line of 
Thebes ? 

Fictions in form, but in their substance 
truths, » 

Tremendous truths ! familiar to the men 
luf long-past times, nor obsolete in ours. 
Exchange the shepherd's frock'Of native 
grey 

For robes with regal purple tinged ; con¬ 
vert 

The crook into a sceptre ; give the pomp 
Of circumstance ; and here the tragic 
Muse 

Shall find apt subjects fen- her highest, 
art. 
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A] 3 ai 4 the groves, under the'shadowy 
bills. ^ 

The generations are prepared: the 
pangs. 

The internal pangs, arc ready ; the dread 
strife ^ 

Of poor humanity’s afflicted will 
Struggling in vain w/ih ruthless destiify.’,' 

« 

“ Though,” said the Priest in answer, 
“ these be terms , 

Which a divine philosophy rejects, 

We, whose established and nn^ailmg 
trust 

Ts in controlling Providence, admit 
That, through all stations, human life 
abounds 

With mysteries ;—for, if Faith were left 
untried. 

How could the might, that lurks within 
her, then 

Be shown ? her glorious excellence—that 
ranks 

Among the first of Powers and Virtues— 
proved ? 

Our system is not fashioned to preclude 
That symiiathy which yon for others 
ask : 

And I could tell, not travelling for my 
theme 

Beyond these humble graves, of grievous 
crimes 

And strange disasters ; but I pass them 

i>y. 

Loth to disturb what Heaven hath 
hushed in peace. 

—Still less, far less, am I inclined to treat 
Of Man degraded in his Maker’s sight 
By the deformities of brutish vice : 

For, in such portraits, though a vulgar 
face 

And a coarsg outside of repulsive life 
And unaffectiiig manners might at once 
Be recognised by all—” “ Ah do not 

think.” 

The Wanderer somewhat eagerly ex¬ 
claimed. 

“ Wish could be ours that you, for such 
poor gain, 

(Gain shall I call it ?—gain of what ?— 
for whom ?) 

Should breathe t word tending to violate 
Your own pure spirit. Not a step w^ 

' look for 

In slight of that forbearance and reserve 
Which common hmnan-heartedness in¬ 
spires, 

.^d ^ort^ ignorance and frailty claiixi. 
Upon this sacred ground, if nowherp 
else. ’ 


** True,” said the Solitary, “ be it far 
Erom t)s to infringe the laws of (Parity, 


Let Judgment here in mercy be pro- 
nouiiced; . ' 

This,r% seli-rispecting Nature ‘prompts, 
and this 

Wisdom enjoinA'-: but if the thipg we seeb 
Be'genuine knowledge, bear we then id 
ntind , 

I How, from his lofty throne, the sim can 
I f fling 

Colours as brigltt on exhali^ons bretf 
By «A'eedy pool or pestilenti# sWamp, 

As by the riviilp.t s^rkline where it runs,"* 
Or the pellucid lake.” ' 

” Small risk.” said I, 
Of such illusion do we here incur ; 
Te'mptatiou here is none to excepd the 
truth ; tr 

N6 evidelncc appears tlmt thery who rest 
Within this ground, were covefotis' of 

^eservei". ortTiot. 
ih-yard, beautiful and 
green, ’^ ^ 

Ridge rising gently by the ^dc of ridge, 

A heaving kiirface, almost whdily free ' 
From interruption of sepulchral stftnes. 
And mantled o’er with .aboriginal turf 
And everlasting flor ers.' These*' Dales¬ 
men trust '■ 

The. lingering gleam of thei^:ieparted lives • 
To oral record, and the silent heart 
Depositories faithful and more kind 
Than fondest epitaph : for, if those fail. 
What boots the sculptured tomb ? Ann 
who can blame. 

Who rather would not envy, men that 
feel '■ 


praise. 

Or of rcmerajjrance 
Green is the Churc 


This mutual confidence; if, from such 
source. 

The practice flow,—if thence, or from a 
deep 

And general humility in degth ? 

Nor should 1 much condenm it, if it 
spring ‘ ’ 

From disregard, of time’s destructive 
power, *■ ' ' •, 

As only capable to prey or things 
Of earth, and human native's "mortal 
iiart. 


Yet—in less simple districtS| where”w . 
see 


dtone lift its forehead emulous of stone - 
In courting noticeand the .all 

paved ■**'' 

With commendations gf d;^;irfed'‘warth.; ' 
Reading, '^e tpiii; o^ ; 

lives, . ^ , 

Of each domestic charity fulj^lfed* ' 

And sufferings meekly my 

part, . . 

Though with the silenee Ple^d 
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Ailiotig those iair recsltdls ^so rwge* 
Soothi^ by the jiatural spirit'w^ich they 
breathe. f , 

And, in the centre of a Tvorld whose soil 
Ik rank with all unkind'^ess, compassed 
, round 

With such memorials, I hi^vc sometimes 
felt, 

no momentary happiness 
To nave one Enclosure 'Where the voice 
that speaks , 

envy or detractioii^is 90I heard; 
Which malice liliay not enter ; where the 
traces 

Of evil inclinations are unknown : 
Where.love and pity tenderly unite ■ 
With resignation ;-ahd no jpjring tone 
Intrudes, the pecalelul concert t& distiirb 
Of aiAity and gratitude.” 

” Thus sanctioned,” 
TTie^Paitor saf(h**tJ^'iHniriy conflni> 
My narratives to suC^ects That excite 
Feelings w^th these accordant; love, 
esteem, “ * 

Xnd adur/ration ; lifting up -J veil, 

A sthibeam Introducing hmoiig hearts 
Retired aud covert; so that ye shall have 
Clear iihages bdtor^our gladdened eyes 
Of natdre^s unambitious underwood, 
Aud flowers'^lat prosper in the shade. 

’ Aud when 

1 speak of such among my flock as 
swerved 

Or fell, those only shall be singled out 
Upon whose lapse, or error, something 
, more 

Than brotherly forgiveness may attend ; 

' To such will we restrict our notice, else 
Better my tongue were n-ute. 

And yet there are, 
I feel, good reasons why w’e should not 
leave 

Wholly untraued a niore forbidding way. 
For, strength to persevere and to sup- 
F^t, 

And energy to conquer and repel— 

“ Xliese elemet^s of virtue, that declare 

S ie native grandeur of the human soul— 
e oft-times not unprofitably shown 
In the perverseness of a selfish course : 
Truth every day exemplified, no less 
til the grey cettage by the murmuring 
„ stream . ■ 

Thag in fantastic conqueror’s roving 
caift{i, • 

Or ’Md the* factious senate unappalled 
Whoe’er may sink, or rise—<ip sink again. 
As merciless prcacription ebbs and flows. 


There,” said the Vicar, pointing as he 

tyomafl rests in peace ; surpassed by 
few 


In power of mind, and eloquent dis¬ 
course. A 

Tall was her stafure; her complexion dark 
And saturnine; her head not raised to 
hold 

Converse with heaven, noi> yet deprest 
towards earth, 

in projection catried, as she walked 
tor over musing. Sunken were her 
eyes; '' 

Wrinkled aud furrowed with habitual 
thought 

Was her broad forehead ; like the brow of 
one 

I Whose visual nerve shrinks from a pain¬ 
ful glare 

Of overpowering light.—While yet a 
rhild, 

I She,’mid the humble flowerets of the vale. 
Towered like the imperial thistle, not 
unfurnished 

With its appropriate grace, yet rather 
seeking 

To be admired, than coveted and loved. 
Even at that age .she ruled, a sovereign 
queen, 

Over her comrades; else their simple 
sports. 

Wanting all relish for her strenuous mind. 
Had crossed her only to be shunned with 
scorn. 

—Oh ! pang of sorrowful regret for those 
Whom, in their 3’onth, sweet study has 
enthralled, 

That they have lived for harsher servi¬ 
tude. 

Whether in soul, in body, or estate ! 
Such doom was hers; yet nothing could 
subdue 

Her keen desire of knowledge, nor efface 
Those brighter images bv books imprest 
Upon her memory, faithfully as stars 
That occupy their places, and, thoug ■ oft 
Hidden by clouds, and oft bedimmed bv 
' haze. 

Are not to be extinguished, nor impaired. 

Two passions, both degenerate, for 
they both 

Began in honour, gradually obtained 
Rule over her, and vexed her daily life ; 
An unremitting, avariciius thrift ; 

And a strange thraldom of maternal love. 
That held her spirit, in its own despite, 
Bound—^by vexation, and regret, and 
scorn, 

Constrained forgiveness, and relenting 
vows. 

And tears, in pride suppressed, in shame 
concealed— 

To a pocr dissolute Son, her only child. 
—Her wedded dxys had opened with 
mishap. 
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Whence dire dependence. What could ' Tend what I tended, calling it her own !* 


she perform. 

To shake the burtlien oi! ? Ah ! there 
was felt, 

Indignantly, the weakness of her sex. 
She mused, resolved, adhered to her rc> 
solve; 

The hand grew slack m alms-giving, Vhe 


Enough .-.-t-T fear, too much.—One ver- 
i^al evciiiing. 

While she was yet in prime of health and 
strength, v 

I well remember, while 1 passed her dodr 

Alone,* with loitering step, and upward 
eve '' '* 


heart > ; Turned towards the planet Jupite^h^t 

Closed by degrees t(/ charity ; heaven’s * hung •* 

blessing ^ ' AboA'e the centre of the Vale, a voice 

Not seeking from that source, she placed Roused me, her waice ; it said, * That ^ 
her trust ' ,, gloiious stir 

In ceaseless pains—and strictest parsi-1 ‘ In its untroubled element will shine 
mony ' | f As now it shines, when W'e are laid in 

Which sternly hoarded all that could be ; earth 

spared, j ‘ And safe from all our ^sorrows.’ With a 

From each day’s need, out of each day's | ‘ sigh c 

least gain. i She spake, yet, I believe, not imsustiiined 


From each day’s need, out of each day's | ‘ sigh c 

least gain. i She spake, yet, I believe, not imsustiiined 

I Hv faith in glorv that shall far transcend 
Thus all was re-esmbli^hed, and a i>ille by tiiegc peryb^'de heavens ,dis- 

Constructed, that sufficed for everv end, | closed '- 

Save the contentment of the builder s , sight or mind. Noi' less than care 
xniTiu j ^ ^ ! diviiiG • 

A mind by nature indisi««od to aught j (living uicVcy. She, who H-acr>rebelled,’ 
So placid, so inactive. a>> content; I Wasintomeekhess'softenedandsubdBredi 

lasting peace, j after trials not in v^in prolonged. 
And cherishing the pang her heart de- I resignation sinh into the giave; 

Dread life of conflict . which 1 oft com- harsh unkindnesses ap;<«all forgiven, 

-r •, *■ e 1 1 .u . Tho’, in this Vale, remembered with deep 

To the agitation of a brook that runs »> ^ 

Down a rocky mountain, buried now and 

_ ^?***'. , . . ,, The Vicar paused; and toward a seat 

In silent pools, now in strong eddies advanced 

chained; ^ stone-seat, fixed in the Churdi* 

But never to be charmi^d gentleness : | yard wall : 

Its best attainment fits of such repose part shaded by ctxil sycamore, and part 
As timid eyes might shrink from fathom- offering a sunny resting-place to them 

Who seek the House of worship, while the 
A sudden illness seized her m the bells 

strength Yet ring with all their voices, or before 

Of life’s autbmnal season.—Shall 1 tell The last hath ceased its solitary knolL 
Hoav on her bed of death the Miitiou lay, Beneath the shade we all sate down ; and 
To Providence submissive, so she thought, there 

But fretted, vexed, and wrought upon, His office, uninvited, he resumed, 
almost 


To anger, by the malady that griped 


*‘ As on a sunny bank, a tender laznb 


Her prostrate frame with unrelaxing Lurks in safe shelter from the winds of 


power, 


March, 


As the .fierce eagle fastens on the lamb ? Screened by its parent, so that little 


She prayed, she moaned;—^her hus¬ 
band’s sister watched 
Her dreary pillow, waited on her needs ; 


nioui.d 

Li^s guarded by its nelghlyiur^ the small, 
heap ... . . . _ 


And yet the very sound of that kind foot Speaks for itself ; afi Infant tbt^e doth 
Was anguish to her ears! ‘ And must rest; . ' 

she rule,' The sheltering hillock is the Mother’s 

This was the death-doomed Woman grave. 

heard to say If mild discourse, and manners that con* 

In bitterness, ‘and must she rule and ferred •..'■i 

reign, A natural dignity on humblest rank ': . ' 

* Sole Mistress of this house, when I am If gladsome spiritf, and benignant loaleillf 
il^goae ? . That Cor a face not boautiful di4BUin... 
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Than beauty for the faii;{pst face can do ; Permit, like honours, dance and song, ate 


And if religiqus tenderness ^f Jiieart, 
Grieving' for sin, and penitential ^ears 
Shed when the cdouds had gathered and 
distained y 

The spotless ether of a maiden life*; 


To the Twelfth Night, beneath the frosty 
stars 

Cr the clear moon. The queen of these 
gay sports, « 


If these may make a h,flowed spot of If nut m beauty yet in sprightly air, 

_w lar_1_I___^_j 


earth » 

Man* holy in the sight of (lod or Man ; 


Was hapless Elicnl—No one touched the 
, ground 


Holy in tnc sight ot uod or Man ; .ground 

'Tir^, o’er that mould, a sanctity sllall So deftly, and tile nicest maiden’s* locks 
brood , Less gracefully were braided ;—but this 

Till the stars sicker eat .^the day of doom. 1' praise, 

'• , Met,jiiiiks, w'buld better suit another 


Ah ! what a warning lor a thoughtless 
man, , 

Cou^d field or grove, could any spot of She k>ved, and fondly deemed herself 
earth, beloved. 

Show tojiis ey^’an image of'^the putigs ‘—The road is dim, the current unper- 
Whtch it hath'witnessed ; render back an ceived, 

echi> The weakness painful and most pitiful. 

Of thp sad'Jkjisby which it hath'been By w'hich a virtuous woman, in pure 
• trod ! youth. 

There, by hea* innocent Baby s precious May be delivered to distress and shame. 

grav'e^, ^* • . ! Such fate was hers.—'I'ho ld.st time Ellen 

Ahd..oii*tljb very turf that ^oofs her own, danced, 

T.'fe Mother oft was Aeen to stand, or Among her equals, round The Joyfux^ 


place. 


kneel 


Tkii;, 


In tllfe broad\fay/*a weeping Magdalene. She bore a secret burthen ; and full soon 
Now she is not ; the swelling turf reports Was left to tremble f<tr a breaking vow,— 
Of the shower, but of poor Ellen’s Then, to bewail a sternly-broken vow, 

'* tears Alone, within her widowed Mother’s 


Is silent ; not is any vestige left 


house. 


Of the path worn by mournful tread of her It was the season of unfolding leaves. 
Who, at her heart’s light bidding, once Of days advancing toward their utmost 


had moved 


length. 


In virgin fearlessness, with step that • And small birds binging happily to mates 


seemed 

Caught from the pressure of elastic turf 


llapiiy as they. With spirit-saddening 
povv'er 


Upon the mountains gemmed with Winds pipe through fading woods: but 


morning dew. 


those blithe n<ites 


In the prime hour of sweetest scents and Strike the deserted to the heart ; I speak 
airs. Of wh.-it I know, and what we feel within. 

—Serious and thoughtful was her mind ; —Beside the c«.>ttago in which Ellen 
and yef, dwelt 

Bv reconcilement e.’squisite and rai-e, ■ Stands a tall ash-tree ; to whose topmost 
The form, port, motions, of this Cottage- twig 

girl A thrush resorts, and annually chants. 

Wore sucli lis might have quickened and At morn ami evening from that naked 


inspired 


perch. 


A Titian’s hand, addrest to picture forth While all the undergrove is thick with 


Oread or Dryad glancing through the 
shade , 


leaves, 

A time-beguiling dittx, for delight 

0 * * 0 _ __ A • _ — _ 


What time flie hunter’s earliest hon is Of his fond partner, silent in the nest. 


heard . * 

St^loHg th^ golden hills. 

• A wide-spread elm 


• —‘ Ah why,’ said Ellen, sighing to herself. 

‘ Why do not words, and kiss, and- 
I solemn pledge ; 


Stands in our valley, named The J oYhUL ‘And nature that is kind in woman's 


Tree ; 


breast. 


From dateless^'usage which our peasants ‘ And reason that in man is wise and good, 
hold ‘ And fear of him who is a righteous 

' Of giving welcome to the first of May judge ; 

, By dances roimd its trunk.—And if the ‘ Why do not these prevail for human 
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■ To keep two hearts together, that began 
‘Their spring-time with one love, and 
that have need 

' Of mutual pity and forgiveness, sweet 

* To grant, or be received; while that poor 

bird— ® 

* O come and hear him ! Thou who hast 

to me * 

* Been faithless, hear him, though a lo«.vly 

cfeature, * 

' One of God’s simple children that yet 
know not 

‘ The universal Parent, how hr sing» 

* As if he wished the firmament of 

heaven • 

' Should listen, and give back to him the 
Voice 

‘ Of his triumphant constancy and love : 

* The proclamation that he makes, how 

far 

* His darkness doth transcend our fickle 

light! ’ 

Such was the tender passage, not by 
me 

ftepeated without loss of simple phrase, 
^hich 1 perused, even as the words had 
been 

Committed by forsaken Ellen’s hand 
To the blank margin of a Valentine, 
Bedropped with tears. ’Twill plea.se yt)U 
to be told 

That, studiously withdrawing from the 
eye 

Of all companionship, the Sufferer yet 
In lonely reading found a meek resource : 
How thankful for the warmth of summer 
days. 

When sne'could slip into the cottage-barn, 
And find a secret oratory there ; 

Or, in the garden, under fricudlv^ veil 
Of their long twilight, pore upon her book 
By the last lingering help of the open sky 
Until dark night dismissed her to hr r bed ! 
Thus did a waking fancy sometimes lose 
The unconquerable pang of despised love. 

A kindlier passion opened on her soul 
When that poor Child was born. Upon 
its face 

She gazed as on a pure and spotless gift 
Of unexpected pretoise, where a grief 
Or drend was all that had been thought 
of,—joy 

Far livelier than bewildered traveller 
feels, 

Amid a perilous waste that all night long 
harassed him toiling through fear¬ 
ful storm, 

When he beholds the first pale ^eck 
^cone^ ^ 

Of day-spring, in the gloomy east, re¬ 
vealed, 


And greets it wsth thanksgiving, f Till 
this hpur,^ 

Thus, iivher Mc(ther’s hearing Ellen’ spakei . 
‘ There was a stony region in my'heart; 

' But He, at whos^ command the parchM 
rbek 

‘ Was smitten, and poured forth a quench* 
ing stream? 

H,ath softened that obduracy, and , 

‘ UnLxiked-fca* glddness in tha de^i 
phcc, * 

‘ To save the peri;hiif^’ j and. henceforth, 

I breathe 

‘ The air with cheerful spirit, for thy sak^ 

‘ My infant ! and for that good Mother 
dear, 

‘ Who bore meu and hatji prayed for me 
Sn vaiit;— <, * 

‘ Yet not in vain ; it shall not be in vaki.' 
She M>ake, nor was the assUrjmee unful¬ 
filled ; ^ 

And if hcart-k’ending^houghts would oft 
return, 

They stayed not loifg.—Th*e Iblainelcw 
Infant grfew; 

The Child whom Ellen and hey Mothl^r 
loved r 

They soon were pruUd vl ; tended if^and 
nursed; 

A soothing comforter, althotifefl forlorn 
Like a poor singing-bird from distant 
lands; 

Or a choice shrub, which he, who passes 
by 

With vacant mind, not seldom may ob¬ 
serve 

Fair-flowering In a thinly-peopied house. 
Whose window, somewhat ‘sadly, it 
adorns. 

Through four months* space the Infant 
drew its food 

From the maternal braast; tl^n scruples 
rose; 

Thoughts, which the rich gre free frbfu, 
came and crossed 

The fond affection. She no more could 
bear 

By her offence to Jay a twofold weiglit 
On a kind parent willihgto forget 
Their slender means : so, to that parentis 
care t ' 

Jrtfsting her child, she left their common 
home, « ' 

And undertook with dutiful 'feont^ 

A Fostsr*mother’s ofiSce. “ - 

' ’Tis, perchance, 

Unknown tp you that ia*thes9 simple' 
vales ‘ . 

The natural filing pf equa^t^ 

Is by domestic spirvicc tuiimp%cc|; , 

Yet, though such service bh, wjfth us.* 
removed 
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-{^rom sense of degradation, not the less 
The ungentle mind can*ejisily find means 
To inipose severe restraints and laws un* 
Just, I • • 

Which hapless Ellen now was doomed to 
feel: / 

For (blinded by an over-anxious dread 
Of such ejccitement and divided thought 
AS with her office woulci but ill accord^ 
pair, whose infant she was bour^ to 
nurse, * 

Forbad her all communion with her own 
Week after«week,^lhet mandate they en¬ 
forced. ■ 

—So neat! yet not allowed, upon that 
sight s 

To»flx her eyes—^alas! ’twas hard to bear.' 
But worse affliction muat borne—far. 

wotse ; • 

F^r *tis Heaven’s will—that, after a 
disease ^ 

Began anJ ’tOvkyJ wBl^ig three days’ 
space. 

Her chi|d^,should die; as Ellen now 
w e^ifcljiimed, *' 

^r « 7 wn—deserted shlld !—Once, only 
once, 

She^aili' it iprthat mortal malady ; 

An(^ on the btfrial-dav, could scarcely 
gain 

• Permission to attend its obsequies. 

She reached the house, last of the funeral 
train : 

And some one, as she entered, having 
chanced 

To urge unthinkingly their prompt de¬ 
parture, 

* Nay,’ s 3 id she, with commanding look, 

a spirit 

Of anger never seen in her before, 

* Nay, ye must wait my time ! ’ and down 

she sate. 

And by the unclosed coffin kept her seat 
Weeping and loAking, looking on and 
• weeping, , 

Upon the last sweet slumber of her Child, 
Hntil at length her soul was satisfied, 
s 

You see the Infant’s Grave; and to 
this spot, • 

The Mother, dit as she was sent abroad, 
« On whatsoever errand, urged her steps : 
Hither she^ame ; here stood, and some¬ 
times Imelt * • 

la t^ broad day, a rueful Magdalene I 
So can hg^; for not only she bewailed 
A mothers loss, but mourned in bitter¬ 
ness * 

Her own transgression ; penitent sincere 
As ever raiseoT to heaven a streaming 
eye 1 

.--At length the parents of the foster- 
obil^ 


Noting thdt in despite of their oomtfi&iids 
She still renewed and could not but ro< 
new 

Those visitatlohs, eoased to send bet 
forth ; 

Or, to the garden’s narrow bounds* 
confined. * 

J. failed not to ijpmind them that they 
erred ; 

FcA: holy Nat\ye might not tjuls be 
crossed. 

Thus wronged in woman’s breast: in Vaih 
I pleaded— 

Bift the green stalk of Ellen’s life was 
snapped, 

Aftd the flower drooped; as every eye 
could see, 

It hung its head in mortal languishment. 
—Aided by this appearance, i at length 
I*rcvailt.‘d; and, from those bonds re¬ 
leased, she went 
Home to her mother’s house. 

The Youth was fled ; 
The rash betrayer could not face the 
shame 

Or sorrow which his senseless guilt had 
caused; 

And little would his presence, or proof 
given 

Of a relenting soul, have now availed; 
For, like a shadow, he was passed away 
From Ellen’s thoughts; had perished to 
her mind 

For all concerns of fear, or hope, or love. 
Save only those which to their common 
shame. 

And to his moral being appertained: 
Hope from that quarter would, 1 know, 
have brought 

A heavenlv comfort: there she recognised 
An unrelaxiiig bond, a mutual need; 
There, and, as seemed, there only. 

She had built. 
Her fond maternal heart had built, a nest 
In blindness all too near the river’s edge ; 
That work a summer flood with hasty 
swell 

Had swept away; and now her Spirit 
longed 

For its last flight to heaven’s security. 
—^The bodily frame wasted from day to 
day ; 

Meanwhile, relinquisfiing all Other carets. 
Her mind she strictly tutored to find 
peace 

And pleasure in endurance. Much she 
thought. 

And much she read; and brooded feel- 

Upon her own unworthiness. To the. 
As to a spiritual comforter and friend. 
Her heart she opened; and no pal&s were 
spared 
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To mitigate, as gently as 1 could,, 

The sting of self-reproach, with healing 
words. 

Meek Saint I through patience glorified on 
earth ! 

In whom, as by her lonely hearth she sate, 
-The ghastly fact of cold decay put on 
A sun-like beauty, and appeared divine ' 
May I not mention—that, within thos^ 
walls, « 

In dud observance of htr pious wi^•h. 
The congregation joined with me in 
prayer 

For her soul's good ? N?>r was tjiat 
office vain. 

—Much did she suficr : but, if any friend. 
Beholding her ccAidition. at the sight 
Gave way to words of pity or coiuiilaiiit. 
She stilled them with a prompt reproof, 
and said, 

‘ He who alHicts me knows what I can 
bear ; 

* And, when I fail, and can endure no more, 
‘ Will mercifully take me to himself.' 
So, through the cloud of death, her Spirit 
passed 

Into that pure and unknown world of love 
Where injury cannot come -.—and here 
is laid 

The mortal Body by her Infant’s side.” 

The Vicar ceased ; and downcast looks 
made known 

That each had listened with his inmost 
heart. 

For me, the emotion scjirceJy was less 
strong 

Or less benign than that w'hich I had felt 
When seated near my venerable Friend. 
Under those shady elms, from him I heard 
The story that retraced the slow decline 
Of Margaret, sinking on the lonely heath 
With the neglected house to wiifch she 
dung. 

—I noted that the Solitary’s cheek 
Confessed the power of nature.—Pleased 
though sad. 

More pleased than sad, the grey-baired 
Wanderer sate ; 

Thanks to his pure imaginative soul 
Capacious and serene; his blameless 
life, 

His knowledge, wisdom, love of truth, 
and love 

Of human kind ! He w'as it who first 
broke 

The pensive silence, saying :— 

“ Blest are they 
Whose sorrow rather is to suffer wrong 
- Than td do wrong, albeit themselves have 
erred. 

This tale gives proof titat Heaven most 
gently deals 


With such, in their affiiction.—^EUen's ' 
fate. ^ 

Her tender„s^iiMt, and her contrite heart/ 
Call to nyn^ dark hints which I have 

Of one who died« within this vale, , by 
d<.om '' 

Heavier, as his o^ence was heavier far. 
Where, Sir, I pray you, where are laid the 
' bones , 

Of Wilfred Armatlvv' aite ? ” *• 

4, The Vicar mwered, 

• ‘ In that green nnok.fjfose by the Church¬ 
yard wall, ' 

Beneath you hawthorn, planted oy myself 
In^neinory and for warning, and in sign 
Of swietness where dire anguish had been 
known, ^ 

'Of rciu.oncil(*.ncut after d^an offence— 
There doth he rest. No tbenie his fpte 
‘;uppli(‘^ 

For ifie siuooth^grlozin|g^Qjk^ffc indulgeqt 

Nor need the windings of his devious 
course » • 

Bf here retract-d ;—enough that, ky 
hap *• •, 

And venial error, robbed of competence. 
And her obsequious s|;a&dw, pcaCe of 
mind. i 

He craved a substitute in tr(«c.b]ed joy ; 
Against his conscience rose in arms, arid, ^ 
braving 

Divine displeasure, broke the marriage- 


vow. 

That W'hich he iiad bcen,weak enough to 
do 

Was misery in remembfancer, he was 
stung. 

Stung by his inward thoughts, and by the 
smiles 

Of w'ifc and chilrUcn stung to agony. 
Wretched at home, he gained no peace 
abroad; ^ 

Ranged through the mountains, slept 
^ upon the earth, » 

Asked comfort of the open air, and found 
No quiet in the darkness of t]^ night. 

No pleasure in the beauty of'the day." 

His flock he slighted : his paternal fields 
Became a cl6g to him, whi^ spirit wished 
To fly—but whither I And this gracious . 

Church, , I ' 

That wears a look so full of peace and hope 
And love, benignant^mothw' of the vale, ' 
How fair amid her brood of QDttagas I * 

She was to him a sickness*andrci^oach. ',;) 
Much to the last remained unknown : but 
^this 

Is sure, that through remorse and grief 
he died; 

Thoimh pitied among men, absolved by'' 
Cod. 
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He could loiot find forgiveness in himself: 
Nor could endure the igeight of his otvu 
^ame.'. * f 


Here rests a Mother. *But frSm her I 
turn * 

And from her grave.—Behold-*^upon 
that ridge, , 

That, stretching boldly sfrom the moim- 

- ,^tain side, " 

Carries into the cenciiR of the vale 

Its rocks and woods—the C-n, agg where 
she dwelt; ^ 'I 

And where ^et dw'clls hgr faithful Partner, 
left 

(Full eight years past) the solitary 
Of .many hch'less Children. I begin 
With words that might.be prelude to a 
tal* *• • • * 

Ot sorrow and dejection ; but I feel 
No sadness, when I think of what mine 
. .eyes _ * 

■ See daily in thatSfhp^ ifftnily. 

—Bright Mifland form they for the jicn- 
^ siviflrow 

Orf thftr hndrooping Father’s widowhood. 
Those si* fair Daughters, budding yet— 
not one, 

Ncf one of*ml«the band, a full-blown 
• flower. 

. Deprest,%.id desolate of soul, as once 
That Father was, and filled with anxious 
fear. 

Now, by experience taught, he stands 
assured. 

That Clod, who takes awav, yet takes not 
half 

Of whatdie se^ms to take ; or gives it 
back. 

Not our prayer, but far beyond our 
prayer; 

He gives it—the boon produce of a soil 
Which our endeavours have refused to 
till, , « 

And hope hath never watered. The 
• Abode, • 

Whose giateful owner can attest these 
trut^, 

Evenwere the object nearer to our sight. 
Would seem in no distinction to surpass 
The rudest haibitations. Y% might think 

- • That it had sprung self-raised from earth, 

• or grqsvu 

Out of the Jiving rock, to be adom«l 
. By nature only; Ijut, if thither led, • 
Ye 1lft^ld«discover, then, a studious work 
V Of man3*^ancies, prompting many hands. 

Brought from the'woods the honey- 
r su^le twines 

- ', Around the porch, and seems, in that trim 
place, 

A plwt no longer wjld ; the cultured rose 


There^ blossoms, strong in health, and 
will be soon 

Roof-high ; the wild pink crowns the 
garden-wall. 

And with the flowers are intermingled 
stones 

Sparry and bright, rot^h scatterings of 
the bills. [year, 

*rhese omamentsf that fade not with the 
.A Jiardy Girl continues to provide ; 
Who, mounting fearlessly the* rocky 
heights, [him 

Her Father’s prompt attendant, does for 
I All that a Ih9v’ cmild do, but with delight 
: Mure keen and prouder daring ; yet hath 
I • she, 

j Within the garden, like the rest, a bed 
b'or her own flowers and favourite herbs, 
a space. 

By sacred charter, holden for her use. 

—These, and whatever else the garden 
bears ■ [not, 

t)f fruit or flower, permission asked or 
I freely gather ; and my leisure draws 
A not iinfrequent pastime from the hum 
I Of bees around their range of sheltered 
hives ^ 

Busy in that enclosure ; while the rill. 
That sparkling thrids the rocks, attunes 
his voice 

To the pime course of human life which 
•there 

Flows on in solitude. But, when the 
gloom 

Of night is falling round my steps, then 
most 

This Dwelling charms me ; often I stop 
short, 

(Who could refrain ? ) and feed by stealth 
my sight 

With prospect of the company within. 
Laid open through the blazing window : 
—there 

I see the eldest Daughter at her wheel 
Spinning amain, as if to overtake 
The never-halting time ; or, in her turn. 
Teaching some Novice of the sisterhood. 
That skill in this or other household work. 
Which, from her Father’s honoured 
hand, herself. 

While she was yet a little-one, had 
learned. 

Mild Man ! he is iiqf gay, but they are 
gay 

And the whole house seems filled with 
gaiety. 

—Thrice happy, then, the Mother may 
be deemed. 

The Wife, from whose consolatory ^ave 
I turned, that ye in mind might witness 
where. 

And how, her Spirit yet survives on 
earth! ” 



THE EXCURSIOK 


646 


BOOK SEVENTIJ, 


THE CHURCH-YARD AMONG THE 
MOUNTAINS 

COMTIMUED 

argumeVjt * 

Iiqpces^oii oi these Narrative upon tlic Authlic's 
tmad —Pastor invited to give account of cer¬ 
tain Graves that lie apart—Clergyman and 
his Family—Fortunate influence of change 
of situation—Activity in cxtrtmic old — 
Another Clergyman, 'a character of resolute 
Virtue—Lamentations over mis-directcd 
plause—Instance of less exalted cxcellenca 
in a deaf man—Elevated character of a blind 
knan—Reflection upon Blindness—Intcr- 
rutped by a Peasant who passes—his animal 
cheerfulness and careless vivacity—He occa¬ 
sions a digression on the fall of beautiful and 
interesting Trees—A female Jnfani’s Grave— 
Joy at her Birth—Sorrow at her Ooparture - 
A youthbil Peasant—^his p.itriotic eiithiisinsm 
and distinguished nualities—his iiiitiinely 
death—Exiutation oi the. Wanderer, as a 
patriot, in this Picture—Solitary how af¬ 
fected—Monltifhent of a Knight—Traditions 
concerning him—Peroration of the W'an- 
derer on the transitorincss of things and the 
revolutions of society—Hints at his own iiast 
Calling—^Thanks the Pastor. 

While thus from theme to theme the 
Historian pa.ssed. 

The words he uttered, and the scene that 
Jay 

Before our eyes, awakened in my mind 
Vivid remembrance of those long-past 
hours; 

When, In the hollow of some sliadowy 
vale, 

(What time the splendour of the setting 
sun 

Lay beautiful on Snowdon’s sovereign 
brow. 

On Cader Idris, or huge Penmanmaur) 

A wandering Youth, 1 listened with dc- 
light 

To pastoral melody or warlike air. 
Drawn from the chords of the ancient 
British harp 

By some accomplished Master, while 
he sate 

Amid the quiet of tiie green recess. 

And there did inexhaustibly dispense 
An interchange of soft or solemn tunes, 
'Tender or blithe; now, as the varying 
mood 

Of his own spirit urged,—^now, as a voice 
From youth or maiden, or some honoured 
chief 

Of his compatriot villagers (that hung 
'HtcrtlAd him, drinking in the impassioned 
notes 


e c ^ 

Of the time-hallowed minstrelsy) requited 
For their heart’s eA^e or pleasure. Strains 
of power 

Were they, to sei^e and occupy the sense; 
But to a higher fiiark than song can reach 
this pure eloquence. And, 
the stream *• •» 

jWhich, overflowed the soul was passeCr 
away, , *' 

A eonsciousness romained thit it had left, 
Dejiositcd upon the silent shore 
Of piemorv, images and precious thoughts. 
That '.shall not die, and cannot be ,.de- 
, stroyed. , 


“ These 
close,’ 


grassy heaps lie amicably 


Said l', “ like sijrf^es ^jiy kiHL^n the winfl 
Along th'* surface of flfmountaiii pool: 

W'hence comes it, then, ihflt yonder we 
behold • * * . 

Five graves, ahd only five, tha'i A'se *> 
gethcr * • 

Unsociably sequestered, ^pd encroach¬ 
ing e* ' 

On the smooth plav-ground of the village- 
school ? ” «' I 

The Vicar answered,—“ No disdainful 
pride 

In them who rest beneath, nor any course 
Of strange or tragic accident, hath helped 
To place those hillocks in that lonely 
guise. * ‘ 

—Once more look fofth, and follow with 
your sight 

The length of road that from yon moun¬ 
tain's base 

Through bare enclosures stretches, 'till, 
its line , ^ 

Is lost within a little tuft of trees ; 

Then, reappearing inai moment, quits 
The cultured fields ; and Up the heathy 
waste, c 

Mounts, as you see, in mazes serpeatin^. 
Led towards an easy outlet of the vale. 
That little sliady spot, tha4: sylvan tuft. 
By which the road is hidden, also hides 
A cottage from our view ; though I dis- 
- %ern 

(Tc scarcely can) amid its sheltering trees 
The smokeless chimney-top.-« 

All unefluUowelred 

And naked stoq^ that lowly Parsonage 
(For such in truth it is, and a))pertdins 
To a small Chapel in the vale beyond) 
When hither came its last Inhabitant. 
Rough and forbidding were the choicest 
roads 
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By which our northern wilds could then 
be crossed; • 

^d into most of these sfKludcd vales 
Was no access for wain, leavy «r light. 
So, at his dwelling-place the Priest ar¬ 
rived / , 

\yith store of household goods, in panniers 
slung • 

On sttirdy horses graced with jingling 
■ 'TflC/bells, • 

And on the back of t^orc ignoble beast 
That, with like bmthcn of effects* most 
* prized • ’' • 

Or easiest carried, clAsed the motley 
train. 

Young was I then, a school-boy of ci^^it 
•years; * 

But still, moth inks, I set tlu'in as they 
pas&d * • 

Tn"order, drawing toward their wishcd- 
for hoii^, • 

.■ -•■Rt^ked by trusty ass 

Two ruddy children hung, a well-poised 
freifiji't* 

ILich in ips bbsket noddiim drowsily : 
Tflbir bonnets, I reijiernber, \\Teathcd 
with flowers, 

Witl^ told it«was the pleasant month of 
J une ; • 

And, close behind, the comely Matron 
# rode,* 

A woman of soft speech and gracious 
smile, 

And with a lady's mien.—From far they 


came. 

Even from Northumbrian hills; 3 'ct 
theirs liad been 

A merry journey, rich in pastime, cheered 
By music, prank, and laughter-stirring 
jest ; 

And freak put on, and arch word dropped 
—to swell 

The cloud of fancy and uncouth surmise 
That gathered round the slowly-muvmg 
train. ^ 

—-*whenre do they c<ime ? and with 
, what errand charged ? 

* Belong tWey to the fortune-telling tribe 

* Who pitch their tents under the green¬ 

wood tree ? • 

' Or Strollers afb tney, furnished to enact 
Fair Rosamond, and the Children of the 
Wood,* 

* And, by that whiskered tabb 3 ''s 
• ^ forth • 

* The m fk y*ven jure of sage Whittington, 
' \\^en the next village hears the shovr 

announced • 

‘ By blast ofHrumpet ? ’ Plenteous was 
the growth 

Qf su(;lh conjeetures, overheard, or seen 
On many a stiuing countenance por- 
trayra 


Of booaor burgher, as they marched akmg. 
And more than once their steadiness of 
face 

Was put to proof, and exercise supplied 
To their inventive humour, by stern looks. 
And questions in authoritative tone, 
From some staid guardirfn of the public 

the sober steed on which he 

• rode, 

Tn his suspicious wisdom ; oftenell' still. 
By notice indirect, or blunt demand 
From travelly halting in his own despite, 
A stmplc curiosity to ease : 

Of which adventures, that beguiled and 
• cheered 

Theii grave migration, the good pair 
, would tell. 

With uudiminished glee, in hoary age. 

A Priest he was by function ; but his 
course 

From his youth up, and high as manhood’s 
noon, 

(The liour of life to which he then was 
liroiight) 

Had been irregular, I might saj', wild; 
By books nnstcadied, by his pastoral 
care 

Too little checked. An active, ardent 
mind : 

.4 fancy pregnant with resource and 
scheme 

To cheat the sadness t>f a rainy day; 
Hands apt for all ingenious arts and 
games : 

A generous spirit, .nid a body strong 
To cope w'itli stoutest champions of the 
bowl ; 

Had earned for him sure w'elcome, and 
the rights 

Of a prized visitant, in the jolly hall 
Of country 'siiuire ; or at the statelier 
board 

Of duke or carl, from scenes of courtly 
pomp 

Withdrawn,—to while away the summer 
hours 

Ill condescension among rural guests. 

With these high comrades he had re> 
veiled long. 

Frolicked industrioudfy, a simple Clerk 
Bv hopes of coming patronage beguiled 
Till the heart sickened. So, each loftier 
aim 

Abandoning and all his showy friends. 
For a life’s stay (slender it was. but sure) 
He turned t.o this secluded chapeiry ; 
That bad beep offered to his dophtful 
choice 

By an uuthought-of patron. Bleak and 
bare 


peace 

Checking 
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They found the cottage, their gJlotted 
home ; 

Naked without, and rude within ; a spot 
With which the Cure not long had been 
endowed : 

And far remote the chapel stood,—re¬ 
mote, < 

And, from his Dwelling, unapproachable. 
Save through a gap hl^h in the hills, ati 
opening « 

Shadncss and shelteifess, by driving 

showers 

' Frequented, and beset with howling' 

winds. • r 

Yet cause was none. whateVr regret 
'might hang • 

On his own mind, to quarrel with the 
choice 

Or the necessity that fixed him here ; 
Apart from old temptations, and con¬ 
strained 

To punctual labour in his sacred charge. 
See nim a constant preacher to the poor ! 
And visiting, though not with saintly 
zeal. 

Yet, when need was, with no reluctant 
will, 

The sick in body, or distresl in mind ; 
And. by as salutary change, compelled 
To rise from timely'sleep, and meet the 
day 

With no engagement, in his thoughts, 
more proud 

Or splendid than his garden could afford. 
His fields, or mountains by the heath- 
cock ranged. 

Or the wild brooks ; from which he now 
returned 

Contented to partake the quiet meal 
Of his own board, where sat his gentle 
Mate 

And three fair Children, plentifully fed 
Though simply, from their little house¬ 
hold farm; 

Nor wanted timely treat of fish or fo vl 
By nature yielded to his practised hand;— 
To help the small but certain comiiigs-in 
Of that spare benefice. Yet not the less 
Theirs was a hospitable board, and theirs 
A charitable door. 

So days and years 

Passed on ;—the inside of that rugged 
house • 

Was trimmed and brightened by the 
Matron’s care. 

And gradually enriched with things of 
price. 

Which might be lacked for use or orna¬ 
ment. 

What, thougb’no soft and costly sofa there 
.^Insidiously stretched out its lazy length, 
;.4Lnd no vain mirror glittered upon the 

.walls, 

» 1 . * 


Yet were the windows of the low abode 
By shutters wfather-fended, which at 
once,, \ 

Repell^ tn^ s^rrn and deadened its loud 


roar. 


There snow-whitecurtainshung indecent 
folds: • 


Tough jtnoss, a^d long-enduring moun¬ 
tain plants^. 

That creep along the ground with sinuous 
• trail, • “ 

Were ,nice1y braided; and compo^d a 
work ^ w ^ 

Like Indian matjs, that witfi appropriate 
grace 

L|iy at the threshold afid the inner doors; 
And*a fair carpet, woven of home<ipun 
wool 

But •.jnctuPed daintily >t^h florid hues, 
For secTiilincss and warmth, on fentiil 
day.s, 

Covefed the smooth bluawsfcfbs of 

tain-stone* ' ‘ • 

With which the parluur-flf#>r, in simplest 
guise ♦ * • 

Of pastoral Homesteads, had ‘been lefig ' 
inlaid. * t 


Those pleasing worka fn6 Housewife’s 
sldll produced : *• 

Meanwhile the unscdcntarf> Master’^ 
hand ' 

Was busier with his task—to rid, to plant. 
To rear for food, for shelter, and delight ; 

A thriving covert ! And when wishes, 
formed 

In youth, and sanctioned by the riper 
mind, < 

Ke.stored me to my native valley, here 
To end my days ; well pleased was I to 
see 

The once-bare cottage, on the mountain 
side, 

Screen'd from assault of every bitter 
blast ; * 

While the dark shadows of the summer 
leaves 

Danced in the breeze, chequering its * 
mossy roof. 

Time, which had thus afforded willing 
help * . 

To beautify with nature’s fairest growths 
This rustic tenement, had gqntly shed, *' 
Uptii its Master’s frame, a wintry grace; 
The comeliness of ui^enfeebled age. ^ 

But how could 1 say, gently ^.fisfhe still 
Retained a flashing eye, a burning palm* 

A stirring foot, a head ^hich beat at 
nights 

Upon its pillow with a thousand schemes. 
Few likings had he dropped, few pleasured 
lost i 
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Generous andcbarita'Ble, prompt to'serve; 
And still his harsher passkms kept their 
hold— jt • * 

Anger and indignation. S^l Jie Ivved 
The sound of titled names, and talked 
in glee / 

Of long-past banqueting^ with hi^h-Dorn 
friends: « 

Then, from those lulling fils of vain de- 
• iJssbt • 

Uproused by recollectfd injury, railed 
^At their false ways disdainfully,—and oft 
<In bitterness, §nd witfi aithreatcning eye 
Of fire, incensed beneath 4ts hoary brow. 
—Those transports, with staid looks of 
pure good will, 1 

And with soft smile, his consort w’duld 
reprove. , • . • . 

She, far behindiiirn in the race of years, 
Yet^ceeping her first mildness, was ad¬ 
vanced * 

? an nearer, iir'lh«Mhnbi^f. her soul. 

o that still re^on whither all are bound. 
Him mighLwf liken to the setting sun 
^As^cn no^s^dora dli some gusty day, 
*Stri^gling and bold, and shiniug from 
the west 

With nn incoi^tant and unmcllowed 

ligHt ; • 

She was a soft attendant cloud, that hung 
with ^sh to veil the restless orb ; 
I^om which it did itself imbibe a ray 
Of plca-sing lustre.—But no more of tins ; 
I better love to sprinkle on the sod 
That now divides the pair, or rather say 
That still unites them, praises, like 
. heaven’s dew, 

■' Without restirve descending upon both. 

Our very first in eminence of years 
This old Man stood, the patriarch of the 
Vale ! 

And, to his unmolested niansion, death 
Had never ctimc, through space of forty 
, years; 

Sporfiig both old and young in that 
.abode. 

ii!^uddenly then they disappeared : not 
twice 

Had summer scorched the figlds; not 
. twice had fallen, 

On tfiose high peaks, the first autunmal 
* snow, • 

.Before the greedy visiting was closed,* 
An<4 the long-privileged house left empty 

—S«Kpt* • 

As by a plkj^e. Yet no rapacious plague 
Had been among them; aJl was gentle 
death, • 

One after one, with intervals of peace. 
A happy consummation I an accord 
Sweet, perfect, to be wished for I save 
here 


Was something which ^ to mortal sense 
might sound 

Like harshness,—that the old grey-headed 
Sire, 

The oldest, he was taken last, survived 
When the meek Partner of his age, his 
Son, * 

H^s Daughter, anc^ that late and high- 
, prized gift. 

His little smiling Grandchild, wer^ no 
more. 

‘ All gone, vanished ! he deprived 
Jnd bare, 

j ‘ How'will he face the remnant of his life? 

I ‘ WITat will become of him ? ’ we said, 

I and mused 

j kn sad conjectures—‘ Shall we meet him 
j now 

< ‘ Haunting with rod and line the craggy 
j brooks ? 

I ‘ Or shall wc overbear him, as we pass, 

1 ‘ Striving to entertain the lonely hours 
‘ With music ? ’ (for he had not ceased 
■ to touch 

; The harp or viol which himself had 
framed. 

For their sweet purposes, with perfect 
skill.) 

‘ What titles will he keep ? will he re¬ 
main 

. ‘ Musician, gardener, builder, mechanist, 
‘ .A planter, and a rearer from the seed ? 

‘ A man of hope and forward-looking 
mind w 

' ‘ Even to the last! ’—Such was he, uu- 
j subdued. 

I But Heaven w'as gracious ; yet a little 
while, 

■' And this Survivor, with his' cheerful 
I throng 

, Of open projects, and his inward hoard 
[ Of unsunned griefs, too many and too 
keen. 


Was o\'ercome by unexpected sleep. 

Ill onn blest inohicnt. Like a shadow 
thrown 

Snftlv and lightly from a passing cloud, 

Death fell upon him, while reclined he 
lay 

For noontide solace on the summer 
grass. 

The warm lap of his mother earth : and 

to so. 

Their lenient term of separation past. 

That family (whose graves you there be¬ 
hold) 

By yet a higher privilege once more 

Were gathi^red to each other.” 

Cahn of mind 

And silence waited on these closing words: 

Until the Wanderer (whether moved by 
fear 
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lv«st in. those passages of life wSre some 
That might have touched the sick heart 
of his Friend 

Too nearly, or intent to reinforce 
His own firm spirit in degree deprest 
By tender soiyxiw for our mortal state) 
Thus silence broke :—“Behold a thought¬ 
less Man «. t. 

From vice and premature decay pre-'’ 
cerved « * 

By useful habits, to a fitter soil 
Transplanted ere too late.—The hermit^ 
lodged ■ 

Aipid the untrodden desert, tellS his 
beads, , 

With each repeating its allotted prayer 
And thus divides and thus relieves the 
time; ‘ 

Smooth task, with his compared, whose 
mind could string, 

Not scantily, bright minut<*s on the 
thread 

Of keen domestic anguish : and beguile 
A solitude, unchosen, unprofessed ; 

Till gentlest death released him. 

I'^ar from us 

Be the desire—loo curiously to ask 
How much of this is but the blind result 
Of cordial spirits and vital temperament, 
And what to higher powers is justly due. 
But you, Sir, know that iu a neighbour- 
mg vale 

A Priest abides before whose life such 
doubts 

Fall to the ground ; whose gifts of nature 
lie 

Retired from notice, lost in attributes 
Of reason, honourably effaced by debts ; 
Which her poor treasure-house is content 
to owe. 

And conquest.s over her dominiou gained, 
To which her frowardness must iiiecds 
submit. 

In this one Man is shovim a temperarce— 
proof • 

Against all trials ; industry severe 
And constant as the motion of the day ; 
Stern self-denial round him spread, with 
shade 

That might be deemed foibidding, did 
not there 

All generous, feelifigs flourish and rejoice ; 
Forbearance, charity in deed and thought. 
And resolution competent to take • 
Out of the bosom of simplicity 
All that her holy customs recommend. 
And the best ages of the world prescribe. 

<—Preachiugt administering, in every 
Work 

Of hfe sublime vocation, in the walks 
Of worldly intercourse between man and 

T: . ' his humble dwelling, he appears 


A labourer, with moral virtue girt, 

With spiritual graces, like a gloi?y, 
croMftied, , 

• • t 

Doubt can none," the Pastor said, 
for whom s 

This portraiture is sketched. The great, 
the good^» 

The well-beloved, the fortunate, the 
• wise,— , _ • 

These titles emperors and chie^have 
borne, - ' 

Honour assumed or given t and him, the 
WonderfA^l, 

Our simple shepherds, speaking from the 
^ »heart. 

Deservedly have styled.—From his 
V abode * * 

In a dependent chapelr^ thaf lies ' 

Behind yon hill, a poor and rugged wild. 
Whieli in his soul he lowpjilv embraced. 
And, having ang ^'sea, would' never. 

quit: « 

Into its graveyard v^ill ererfoag be borne 
That lowly. <;rcat, good Man* A si^ppjple, 
stone « ^ 

May cover him; and by its help, per¬ 
chance, f 4 « 

A century shall licm: his iiamg pro* 
iiouiiced, ^ 

With images attendant on the .sound ; t , 
I'hen, shall the slowly-gathering twilight 
close 

In utter night; and of his course remain 
No cognizable vestiges, no more 
Than of this breath, which shapes itself 
in words , 

To speak of him, and instantly dissolves.” 

The Pastor pressed by thoughts which 
roiind his theme 

Still linger’d, after a brief pause, resumed; 

“ Noise is there not enough in doleful 
war, * • 

But that the heaven-bom poet *mu5t * 
stand forth. 

And lend the echoes of his sacred shelly 
To multiply and aggravate “he din ? 

Pangs are there not enough in hopeless 
love-*- 

And, in requited passi<&, all too much A 
Of turbulence, anxiety, and fear— » 

l^t that the minstrel of me FUral shade 
Must tune his {)^e. insidfouslv to ni^se 
The perturbation & the su|ter^‘, brCast, 
And propagate Its kind,* far« 2 «^e may ? 

—Ah who {^d with such rgptum as 
befits * ’ 

The hallowed theme) will rise aud cele¬ 
brate 

The good mau*6 jpurposes aud d^eds.' 
retrace 

His struggles, his discomfitures dcplpre, 
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Hift triumphs hidl, and g[lorify his end; 
That virtue, like the fumetf and vapoury 
cloude K ’ 

Through fancy’s heat Ifedotmding in the 
* hram. 

And like the soft infcctigihs of the hc^t. 
By charm of measured words may spread 
o’er field, s 

Hamlet, and town : and pflity survive 
lips of men in hall or bower t 
Not for reproof, liut digh and warm 
delight, . ( 

'And grave ehcpuragelhcnt, by song in¬ 
spired ? • 

—Vain thought 1 hut wherefore murmur 
or repine ? ^ 

The memory of the just survives ui 
heaven: i> * t ^ 

And, without sorrow, will the ground 
receive 

That venerable clay. Meanwhile yie 
t)es» t., 

Of what lies herjB confines us to degrees 
In excellenqp J^ss difficult to reach, 
^nd^ildgr yrorth : flor ncc^ wc travel 

From those to whom our last regards were 

Fur suc^ example. 

* •' Almost at the root 

OSathat tall pine, the shadow of whose 

And slender stem, while hero I cit at 
. eve. 

Oft stretches toward me, like a long 
straight path 

•Traced faintly in the greensward ; there, 
beneath * 

A plain blue stone, a gentle Dalesman 
lies. 

From whom, in early childhood, was with¬ 
drawn 

The precious gift of hearing. He grew 

up • • 

^rom year to year in loneliness of soul; 
And tnis deep moUntain-valley W'as to 
hini 

Soundless, with all its streams. The 
bird of dawn 

Did never rousC this Cottager fsom sleep 
With startlinj^ suittthons; not for his 
, delight 

The vernal buclEbo shouted ; not for hini 1 
Murmured the* labouring bee. Wheirl 
stormy winds * 

Where the broad bosom of the 

lake 

Into a thousand thousand sparkling 

waves. • 

Rbcklng the trees, or driving doud on 
cloud 

Ak^ the sharp edge of yon lofty crags, 
llie agitated scene befoitte his eyo 


Was silent as a picture: evermore 
Were all things silent, wheresoe’er he 
moved. 

Yet, by the solace of hiS oWn piire 
thoughts 

Upheld, he duteously pursued the round 
Of rural labours; the ste^ mountain- 
^ side f 

Ascended, with his staff and faithful dog; 
The plbugh he guided- ^^d the scytho,he 
sw'ayed; 

Aud the ripe corn before his sickle fell 
Among tljo jocurid reapers. For himself. 
All watchful and industrious as he was. 
He wrougtit nut: neither field nor flock 
> owned : 

No wish for wealth bad place within his 
• mind ; 

Nor husband’s love, nor father's hope or 
care. . 

Though born a younger brother, need 
was none 

Tliat from the floor of his paternal home 
lie should depart, to plant himself anew. 
And when, mature in manhood, he beheld 
His parentlaid in earth, no loss ensued 
Of rights to him ; but he remained well 
plea.'.ed. 

By the jjure bond of independent love. 
An inmate of a second family ; 

The fellow-labourer and friend of him 
To whom the small inheritance had fallen. 
—Nor deem that Ins mild presence was 
a weight 

That pressed upon his brother’s house y 
fur books 

Were ready comrades whom he could 
not tire: 

Of whose society the blameless Man 
Was never satiate. Their familiar voice, 
Even to old age. with unabated charm 
Beguiled his leisure hours ; refreshed hia 
thoughts: 

B^-yond its natural elevation raised 
His introverted spirit; and bestowed 
Upon his life an outward dignity 
Which all acknowledged. The dark win¬ 
ter night. 

The stormy day, each had its own re¬ 
source ; 

Song of the muses, sage historic tale. 
Science severe, or word of holy ^Vrlt 
/mnouncing immortality and joy 
To the assembled spirits of just men 
Made perfect, and from injury secuse. 

—Thus soothed at home, thus busy in 
the field. 

To no perverse suspicion he gave way. 
No languor, peevishness, nor vain cenn- 
plaint: 

And they, ivho were hbout him, did dot 
faU .. 
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In reference, or in courtesy ; tiiey prized 
His gentle manners: and his peaceful 
smiles. 

The gleams of his slow-varying counten¬ 
ance. 

Were met with answering sympathy and 
love. • 

At length, when*sixty years and *nvf 
were told, « 

A .slow disease insensibly consumed 
The powers of nature : and a few shqrt 
steps , 

Of friends and kindred bore him it'^m his 
home 

(Yon cottage shaded by the woodvtrags)' 
To the profounder stillness of the grave. 
—Nor was his funeral denied the grace 
Of many tears, virtuoiis and thoughtful 
grief; 1 

Heart-sorrow rendered sweet by grati¬ 
tude. 

And now that monumental stone pre-, 
serves 

His name, and unambitiously relates 
How long, and by what kindly outward 
aids. 

And in what pure contentedness of mind. 
The sad privation was by him endured. 
—And yr>n tall pine-tree, whose com¬ 
posing sound 

Was wasted on the good Man’s living 
ear, 

Hath now its own peculiar sanctity ; 
And, at the touch of every wandering 
breeze. 

Murmurs, not idly.o’er his peaceful grave. 

Soul-cheering Light, most bountiful of 
things 1 

Guide of our way, mysterious comforter ! 
Whose sacred influence, spread through 
earth and heaven. 

We all too thanklessly participate, 

Thy gifts were utterly withheld from 
him * 

Whose place of rest is near yon ivied 
porch. 

Yet, of the wild brooks ask if he com¬ 
plained : 

Ask of the channelled rivers if they held 
A safer, easier, more determined, course. 
What terror doth it strike into the mind 
To think of one, blind and alone, advaim- 
ing 

Straight toward some precipice’s airy 
brink ! 

But, timely warned, He would have stayed 
his steps. 

Protected, say enlightened, by his ear; 
And on the very edge of vacancy 
.. Not more endangered than a man whose 
eye 


Beholds the gulf beneath.—No floweret 
blooms ■ 

Throughqutt' the lofty range of these 
f ough ijllls, # 

Nor in the woods, that could from ^m 
conceal 

Itl birth-place'; none whose figure did 
ifot live , 

Upon his toiA;h. The bowels of the earth 
J^nriched with knowledge his industrious 
mind; * 

Th« ocean paid him tribute from the 
stores , w 

Lodged in hec bosom ; ^nd, by science 
led. 

His genius mounted to the plains of 

* heaven. 

—MethinkSfl see him—how his eye-balls 

• rolled, * t . I 

Beneath his ample brow, in datkness 

j paired,— 

But each l^inctwi^d^Spirit ; aand the 
fram^ ' ‘ ■ 

Of the whole counten'auce alive with 
thought, * “ 

Fancy, anti understanding*; •‘white thfc 
voice ' * 

Discoursed of natural or moral truth 
With eloquence, ar.d 'such authentic 
power, • 

That, in his presence, humKer knowledge 
stood ' 

Abashed, and tender pity overawM.” 

“ A noble—and, to unreflecting minds, 

A marvellous spectacle," the Wanderer 
said, 

" Beings like these present *. Bftt proof 
abounds 

Upon the earth that faculties, which 
seem 

Extinguished, do not, therefore, cease to 
be. 

And to the mind (among, her powers of 
.sense 

This transfer is permitted,—nolf alone^ 
That the bereft their recompense may 
win; I ' 

But for remoter purposes of love 
And ch^ity ; nor last nor least for this, 
That to the imagination may be given . 

A type and shadow of an awful truth ; 
How, likewise, under suflerance divine, 
jOarkness is banished from the realiQi 
I of death, " * 

By man’s imperishable sfirit^uelied. 
Unto the men who see nof^K we see 
Futurity w^s thought, in ancient times,' 
To be laid open, and they jirophesied. 
And know we not that from the blind 
have flowed 

The highest, holiest, rajitures of the lyre; 
And wisdom tnarried to immortal verse ?” 
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Among the humbler Worthies, at our 
feet « «. 

Lying insensible to human irajsf. 

Love, or regret,—itftos#lineameiits \;{Ould 
next 

Have been portrayed, I /ucss not; but 
it chanced " 

That, near the quiet churr^-yard (vhere 
we sate, * 

A tea:jg^ horses, with a ponderous freight^ 
Pressing behind, adown % rugged slope. 
Whose sharp descent confounded t’aeir 
array, • *, 

Came at that nibment, ringing noisily. 

“ Here,” said the Pastor," do we inu‘«e, 
ai^ mourn * 

The waste of death ; and 1 q ! the giant 

, oak . , • • • 

Stretched on his bier—that massy timber 
wain ; 

NoriaiMo notff t’^Man y^o guides fne 
•• leani.” ' ^ • 

He was a^if^sant of the lowest class : 
Sre^uck.t ]^ofusely round his temples 
hung * 

In clustering curls, like ivv, which the 
bit*? 

Of winter cannot thin ; the fresh air 
^ lodged • 

'Wnhin his cheek, as light within a cloud; 
And he returned our greeting with a 
smile. 

When he had passed, the Solitary spake ; 
" A Man he seems of cheerful yesterdays 
And confident to-morrows ; with a face 
‘Not world!y*minded, for it bears too 
much 

Of Nature's impress,—gaiety and health, 
Freedom and nope; but keen, withal, 
and shrewd. 

His gestures note.—and hark ! his tones 
of voice ^ ^ 

Are all vivacious as his mien and looks.” 

f • 

^ The Pastor answered. “ You have read 
>. him well.« 

Year after year is added to his store 
With stient increase : sumn\ers, winters 
—past, , 

Past or to cpme ; yea, boldly might 1 say. 
Ten summers agid ten winters of a space 
That lies beypn]^ life's ordinary boundsf 
l^on his sjirightly vigpur cannot fix 
The jm anxious mind, 

A pride mll^pring, or a fear to lose; 
Possessed like outskirts of ^ome large 
domain, ^ 

By any one more thought of than by 
him 

Who h(Ms the land in fee, its careless 
lord I i . 


Yet is thfi creature rational, endowed 
Witli foresight; hears, too,- every sab¬ 
bath day. 

The Christian promise with attentive ear ; 
Nor will, I trust, the Majesty of Heaven 
Reject the incense offered up by him, 
Though of the kind whiciC beasts and 
birds present 

Ip ^ove or pasture ; 'cheerfulness of soul. 
From ^epidation and repining free. 

How many scrupuAms worshippers tall 
^ down 

I'pon their kneej, and daily homage pay 
Less wvrthy, less religious even, than his ! 

This qualified respect, the old Man’s 
due, 

Is paid witliout reluctance ; but in truth," 
(Said the good Ylcar with a fond half¬ 
smile) 

“ I feel at times a motion of despite 
Towards one, wliose bold contrivances 
and skill, 

.As you ha\'<; seen, bear such conspicuous 
part 

In wotks of havoc; taking from these 
vales, 

One after one. their proudest ornaments. 
Full oft his doings leave me to deplore 
Tall ash-tree, sown by winds, by vapours 
nursed. 

In tlie. dry crannies of the pendent rocks ; 
Light birch, aloft upon the horizon’s edge, 
A veil of glory for the ascending moon; 
And oak whose roots by noontide dew 
were damped. 

And on whose foreliead inaccessible 
The raven lodged in safety.—Many a 
ship 

Launched into Morecamb-bay, to htm 
hath owed 

Her strong knee-timbers, and the mast 
that bears 

The loftiest of her pendants; He, from 
park 

Oft forest, fetched the enormous axle-tree 
That whirls (how slow itself !) ten thou¬ 
sand spindles : 

And the vast engine labouring in the 
mine, 

Content with meaner prowess, must have 
lacked 

The trunk and body of* its marvellous 
strength. 

It his undaunted enterprise had failed 
Among the moimtain coves. 

Yon household fir, 
A guardian planted to fence off the blast. 
But towering high the roof above, as if 
Its humble destination were forgot— 
That sycamore, which annually holds 
Within its shade, as in a stately tent 
On all sides open to the. fanning breeze, 
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A graVe asSisniblage, seated <while they 

aheat 

The fleece>encumbered flock—the Joy- 
tvt Elm. 

Atouad Virhose trunk the maidens dance 
in May~ 

And the Lokn’s Oak —would plead their 
several rights,. 

In vain, if he were master of their fato; 
His sentence to the axe wouIci doom 
them all. 

But, green in age and lusty as he is. 

And promising to keep his hold on earth 
Less, as might seem, in rivalshl^i with 
men 

Than with the forest's more oiuluriiig' 
growth, 

His own appointed Ijour will come' at 
last; 

And, like the haughty Spoilers of the 
W(yld, 

This keen Destroyer, in his turn, must 
faU. 

Now from the living pass we once again: 
From Age,” the Priest continued, ” ttirn 
your thoughts ; 

From Age, that often unlamented drops, 
And mark that daisied hillock, three spans 
long ! 

—Seven lusty Sons sate daily round the 
board 

Of Gold-rill side ; and, when the hope* 
had ceased 

Of other progeny, a Daughter then 
Was given, the crowning bounty of the 
whole ; 

And so acknowledged with a tremulous 
joy 

Felt to the centre of that heavenly calm 
With which by nature every mother’s 
soul 

Is stricken in lue moment when her throes 
Are ended, and her ears have heard the 
cry , 

Which tells her that a living child is born; 
And she lies conscious, in a blissful rest. 
That the dread storm is weathered by 
them both. 

The Father—^him at this unlooked- 
for gift 

A bolder traiftport Seizes. From the 
side c 

Of his bright hearth, and from his open 
door, 

Day after day the gladness is diffused 
To all that come, almost to all that pass ; 
Invited, summoned, to partake the cheer 
Spread on the never-empty board, and 
drink 

Health and good wishes to his hew-born 

gw, 


From Cups replenished by his joyous 
' hand., ‘ 

—Thoitet si^Ven fair brothers vaiiottaiy 
'•Were moved < ' 

Each by the thoughts best suited to his 
, years i 

But most of all and with most thankful 
mind 

The'hoary'grandsire felt himself enriched; 
-A happiness that ebbed noSiab^t 
mained 

To'fill the total measure of his soul! 

—From the Ic at lenemert, his Own abode. 
Whither, as L^^ a little private cell.. 

He had withdrawn from bustle, care, and 
noise. 

To spend the sabbath of old age in peace. 
Once every "day he duteouslgr repaired 
To rock the cradle v.f the slumbering 
babe; 

F )r in that female infjmt’s name he 

heard ** 

The silent name of his departed wife ;' 

Heart-stirring music ! hourly heard that 
name ; 

Full blest he was, * Another Margaret 
Green,’ 

Oft did he say, ' was^ rome to Gold-rill 
side.’ ^ ^ 

Oh ! pang unthought St, as the $'re- 
citius boon 

Itself had been unlooked-for : oh 1 dire 
stroke 

Of desolating anguish for them all 1 
—Just as the Child could totter on the 
floor. 

And, by some friendly Anger’s help up- 
stayed, 

Range round the garden walk, while she 
perchance 

Was catching at some novelty of Springs 
Ground-flower, or glossy insect from'its 
cell • *' 

Drawn by the sunshine—at that jhopeiui 
season 

The winds of March, smiting insidiously. 
Raised in the tender passage of the 
throat 

Vicwless> obstruction ; whence, aU tlti- 
forewarned, ‘ 

The household lost their pride and soul's 
delight. ” 

—But time hath power-to soften all ri- 
grets, ' ■ ■ 

And prayer and ihought^^fl* bring tb 
worst distress 

Due resignation. Therefore, though 
some tears ' 

Fail not to spring from either Parent's 
eye 

Oft as they hear of smrow like their own. 
Yet this departed lattle-one, tbb kmg 
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Tlie innocent troubler of»their quiet, 
sleeps I . • 

In what inay now be calleo* a peaceful 
bed. ‘ ^ 

« 

On a bright day—so cSim and brigltt, 
it seemed 

To us, with our sad spiriti, heavenly* 


T^ese mountains echoed an unknown*! 
^ sound; r 

X Volley, thrice repeated 5>’er the Corse 
Let down into Ae hollow pf that grave, 
Whose shelving sides are red with naked 
mould. 

Ye raids of April, duly wet this earth ? 
Spare, burning sun of midsummer, these 
» sods, • # * • • 

That rtiey may knit together, and there¬ 
with ^ 

Oqr ^oughts uiTi'i.niiT) kind^d quietness ! 
Nor so the Valley shah* fUfget ncr loss. 
Dear Youth^bv young and old alike be- 
J|oved. 

To mb as precious 
Hbrbs 


as 


m^ 


ow?i !—Green 


May find cliance-mention on this sacred 
ground) 

So, through a simple rustic garb’s dis¬ 
guise. 

And through the impediment of rural 
cares, » 

In’him revealed a scholar's genius shone; 
^id"so, not wholly Aidden from men’s 
sigjit. 

In him the spirit of 9 hero walked * 
Oqr unpretending valley.—How the 
quoit 

Whizzed from tUc Stripling’s qrm I II 
touched by him, 

LThc iifglorious foot-ball mounted to the 
* pitch 

Of,the lark’s flight,—or shaped a rainbow 
curve, 

.Aloft, in prospect of the shouting field f 
The indefatigable fox had learned 
To dread his perseverance in the chase. 
With admiration would he lift his eyes 
To the wide-ruling eagle, and his hand 
Was lulh to assault the majesty he loved i 
Else had the strongest fastnesses proved 
weak 


May creep (I wirfi^hat they W’ould softly 
cre^) • 

Over th|^ last abode, and wc may pass 
Reyiinded le.# imperiously of thee ;— 
The ridge itself may sink into the breast 
Of earth, the great abyss, and be no more; 
Yet shall not thy remembrance leave our 
hearts, 

Thy image disappear ! 

. The Mnuntain-ash 

No eye can overlook, when ’mid a gr«)vc' 
Of yet unfaded trees she lifts her head 
Decked vrith autumnal berries, that out¬ 
shine 

Spring’s ridtest blossoms ; and ye may 
have marked, 

By a brook‘Side or solitary tarn, 

^ow she her station doth adorn ; the 
ptfol 

Glows at her feet, and all the'gloomy rocks 
Ate brightened round her. In his native 
vale 

Such and so glorious did this Yputh ap- 
• pear; • 

A .sight that kindled pleasure in all 
hearts o 

By his ingenuous beauty, by the gloatr# 
Of hi&fair eyes, by his capacious brow. 

By all tA%^sce» with which nature’s 

hand^ 

Had lavishly arrayed him. As qld bards 
Te4 in their idle stongs of wandering gods. 
Pan or ApoUo, veiled in human form : 
Yet, like the sweet-breathed violet of the 
sh^e 

Discover M th^ own despite to sense 
Of motials (if such fables without blame; 


To guard the nn’al brood- The sailing 
glead. 

The wheeling swallow, and the darting 
snipe. 

The sportive sea-gull dancing with the 
waves, 

And cautious water-fowl, from distant 
clinjf's. 

Fixed at their .scat, the centre of the 
Merc, 

Were subject to young Oswald’s steady 
aim. 

And lived by his forbearance. 

From the coast 

Of France a boastful Tyrant hurled his 

I threats; 

Our Country marked the preparation vast 

Of hostile forces ; and she called—with 
* voice 

That filled her plains, that reached her 
utmost shores. 

And in remotest vales was heard—to 
arnts I 

—Then, for the first time, here you might 
have seen 

The shepherd’s grey to martial scarlet 

A changed, 

']^at flashed uncouthly through the 
woods and fields. 

Ten hardy Striplings, all in bright attire. 

And graced with shining Weapons, weekly 
marched. 

From this lone valley, to a central spot 

Where, in assemblage with the flower and 
choice 

Of the surrotmdlng district, they might 
learn 
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The ’’rudiments of war : tifh—hardy, 
strong, 

And valiant; but young Oswald, like a 
chief 

And yet a modest comrade, led them 
forth 

From their shy solitude, to face the 
world, * ' 

With a gay confidence and seemly pride ; 
Measuring the soil l-eneath their happy 
* feet 

Like Youths released from labour, avid 
yet bound 

To most laborious service, though to them 
A festival of unencumbered ease ; „ 

The inner spirit keeping holiday. 

Like vernal ground to sabbath sunshine 
left. 

Oft have I marked him, at some 
leisure hour. 

Stretched on the grass, or seated in the 
shade. 

Among his fellows, while an ample map 
Before their eyes lay carefully outspread, 
From which the gallant teacher would 
discourse. 

Now pointing this way, and now that.— 
‘ Here flows,’ 

Thus would he say, ‘ The Rhine, that 
famous stream ! 

‘ Eastward, the Danube towari this 
inland sea, 

‘ A mightier river, winds from realm to 
realm ; 

‘ And, like a serpent, shows his glittering 
back 

‘ Bespotted—'with innumerable isles : 

* Here rcigus the Russian, there the Turk ; 
observe 

‘ His capital city ! ’ Thence, along a 
tract 

Of livelier interest to his hopes and fears, 
His finger moved, distinguishing t’lespots 
Where wide-spread conflict then mopt 
fiercely raged ; 

Nor left unstigmatized those fatal fields 
Oil which the suns of mighty (lermany 
Were taught a base submission.—‘ Here 
beliold 

‘ A nobler race, the Switzers, and their 
land, 

' Vales deeper iKr than these of ours, huge 
woods, ' 

' And mountains white with everlasting 
snow ! ’ 

—And, surely, he, that spake with kind¬ 
ling brow. 

Was a true patriot, hopeful as the best 
i Ot that young peasantry, who, in our 
■ days, 

' Have fought and perished for Helvetia's 
\ rights— 


Ah, not in vain !—or those who, in old 
time, ,' 

For woFk of happier issu6, to the side 
Of Tbll eame trooping from a thousand 
huts. 

When he had.'usen alone 1 No braver 
Youth 

Descended ff6m Judean heights, to march 
With righteous Joshua; nor app eared 
in arms , S|^' * 

When grove was felled, and Mar was 
' cast down, . V. 

And Gideon blew the trumpet, soul-in¬ 
flamed, *' 

And strong in hatred of idolatry.” 

Tlic Pastor, even as if by th^j^ last 
I words , 

Raised from his seal t^ithin the ^.hosen ' 
shade, 

Mbved toward the graye.';—instinctively 
his *■ ' ‘ . 

We followed : and my voice with joy 
exclaimed: , ** «» 

” Power tii> the Oppressors, ot the^v.orld 
is given, ■ 

.\ iniglit of wbirli thev dream not. Oh ! 

the curse, >• 

'I'o be the' awakener of divinest thoughts, 
Father and founder of ex^’ted deeds : 
And, to whole nations bound in serVile 
straits. 

The liberal donor of capacities 
More than heroic ! this to be, nor yet 
Have sense of one connatural wish, nor 
yet 

Deserve the least return of himian thanks; 
Winning no recompense but deadly hate 
With pity mixed, astonishment with ^ 
scorn ! ” 

When this involuntary strain had 
ceased. 

The Pastor said : ” So Providence is 

served ; 

The forked weapon of the skies can send 
Illumination into deep, dark holds. 
Which the mild sunbeam Hath not power 
to pierce. 

Ye Throiics that have defied remorse, and 
cast 

Pity away, soon shall ve quake w'.th 
, fear! 

Fur, not unconscious of the mighty debt 
Which to outrageous wrong t^^ sufferer 
owes, * ' 

Europe, through all her habitable bounds* 
Is thirstingi for their overthrow, who yet 
Survive, as pagan temi^les stood of yore. 
By horror of their impious rites, pre¬ 
served ; 

.Are still permitted to extend their pride, 
Like cedars on the top of Lebanon 
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Darkening the sun. , In thi^sad service, less disturbed than 

But less impfsticnt thoughts; we. 

And love * all hoping anweitpticting all,* They started at the tributary' peal 
This hallowed grave dcmdndsf where Oi instantaneous thunder, which an. 

rests in peace • nounced, 

A humble champion dK. the better cause ; Through the still air, t^p closing of the 
A Peasant-youth, so call him, for he Grave; 

asked And distant mountains echoed with a 

No hig her name ; in whom our country* sound 
'■■'TSiowed, • * Of /ament at inn, aever heard before! ” 

As in a favourite son, most beautiful. 

In spite of vice, an(4misery, and disease,The PasU»r ceased.—My venerable 
Spread with the spreading of her wealthy ; , Friend 

arts, I Victoriously ujiraised his clear bright 

England, the ancient and the free, ap- j « eye ; 

peared • * ' And, when that eulogy was ended, stood 

In him to stand before rny sw'ininiiiig Enrapt, as if his inward sense perceived 
eyeij, • ■ • • *The prolongatmii of some still response, 

Ui^nquerably virtuous and secure. Sent bv the ancient Soul of this wide land. 
—No more of this, lest 1 offend his dust : The Spirit of its mountains and its seas, 
Shor^ was hir life, and a brief talc rcAiaiiis. its cities, temples, fields, its awful power, 
*" ■ ** • Its rights and virtues—1)\' that Deity 

One day—summer’s day of annual ; Descending, and supporting his pure 


pora^) • • heart 

sdleitiu chase—from morn to sultry With patriotic confidence and joy*. 

« noon * ' And, at thr'last of those memorial words. 

His steps had followed, fleetest uf the The pining Solitary turned aside ; 

fleet, • '•«! Whether through manly instinct to con- 

The# red-deer driven along its native ceal 

^ heiglitb Tender emotions spreading from the 

^Vith cry of hound and horu ; and, from heai^t 

that toil To his worn cheek ; or with uneasy 

Returned w'ith sinews weakened and re- sh.iine 

laxed. For those cold humours of habitual spleen 

This generous Youth, too negligent of self. That, fondly' seeking m dispraise of man 
Plunged—’mid a gay and busy' throng | Solace and sel£-t'.\.cusc, had sometimes 
convened I urged 

To wash the fleeces of his Father’s flock— | To self-abuse a not meloquent tongue. 
Into the chilling flood. Convulsions dire |—Right toward the sacred Edifice his 
Seized him, that self-same night ; and ; steps 

through the space ' Had been directcil; and we saw him now 

Of twelve ensuing day's his fume was 1 Intent upon a inoimmciital stone, 

.wrenched, i Whose uncouth form was grafted on the 

Till nature tested ff'oiii her work in death, j wall, 

To*him, thus snatched away, his com* j Or rather seemed to have grown int5 the 
rades paid ■ side 

' A soldier’s^onours. At his funeral hour j Of the rude pile ; as oft-times trunks of 
' Bright was the sun, the sky a cloudless ! trees, 

blue— Where nature w'orks in wild and craggy 


A golden lustre^slept upon the hills ; spots. 

And if by chance a stranger, wandering ,4reseen incorporate with the In ingrock— 
• there, ^ To endure for aye. ^The Vicar, taking 

From some commanding eminence ^lad note 

looked " • Of his employment, with a courteous 

Dbwibf n ^is^spot* well pleased would smile 
he^hwe seen - Exclaimed— 

A glittering spectacle ; but every face “ The sagest Antiquarian’s eye 

Was pallid : ^eldom hatl^ that eye been That tasi< would foil; ’’ then, letting fall 
moist his voice 

■With tears, that wept not then ; nor were While he advanc.ed, thus spake : “ Tradi-' 
the few* ‘ tion tells 

Who from their dwellings came not forth That, in Eliza’s golden days, a Knight 
riV. .tp .. Cameon a war-horse sumptuously attired* 

■. uv • 
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And fifed,his home in this sequestered 
vale.'' 

*Tisleft|untold if here he first drew breath, 
Or as a stranger reached this deep recess. 
Unknowing and unknown. A pleasing 
thought . 

I sometimes entertain, that haply bound 
To Scotland’s court in service of hi, 
^ueen, 

Or sekt on mission to socnc northern Chief 
^Of England’s realm, this vale he might 
have seen ' 

With transient observation ; and tl^ncc 
caught 

An image fair, which, brightening in.liis 
soul 

When joy of wau* and pride of chivalry 
Languished beneath accumulated years,' 
Had power to draw him from the. world, 
resolved 

To make that paradise his chosen home 
To which his peaceful fancy oft had 
turned. 

Vai^e thoughts are these ; but, if be¬ 
lief may rest 

Upon unwritten story fondly traced 
From sire to son, in this obscure retreat 
The Knight arrived, with spear and 
shield, and borne 

Upon a Charger gorgeously bedecked 
With broidered housings. And the lofty 
Steed— 

His sole companion, and his faithful 
friend, 

Whom he, in gratitude, let loose to range 
In fertile pastmes—was beheld with eyes 
Of admiration and delightful awe, 

By those untravelled Dalesmen. With 
less piide. 

Yet free from touch of envious discontent, 
They saw a mansion at his bidding rise, 
Like a bright star, amid the lowly band 
Of their rude homesteads. Here the 
Warrior dwelt ; 

And, in that mansion, children of his own. 
Or kindred, gathered round him. As a 
tree 

That falls and disappears, the house is 
gone; 

And, through improvidence or want of 
love 

For ancient worth and honourable things, 
The spear and shi^ are vanished, which 
toe Knight 

Hung in his rustic hall. One ivied arch 
Myself have seen, a gateway, last remains 
Ox that foundation in domestic care 
Raised by his hands. And now no trace 
is left 

Of the mild-hearted Champion, save this 
stone, 

Fai^less memorial I and his family name 


Borne by yon flustering cottages, that 
sprana . 

From out the c’uins of his stately lodge 
These, Vand" the name and title at luB' 
length,— , 

^ir •^HUrelli Shtfifiig. with appropriate 
words 

Accompanied, ci^ill extant, in a wreath 
"Or posy, girding round the several fimnts 
Of" three clear-soueding and harraffimbus ^ 
bells, 

That in the steeplu hrng, his pious gift.'* 

■ II 

'*So fails, so'languishes, groves dim, 
and dies," 

The grey-haired Wanderer pensively 
exclaimed, ‘ 

" AK that this'world is pijpud of. From 
their spheres c 

The stars of human glory are cast down ; 
Perish the roses and th^oTirers of kings, 
Princes. and*‘ 6 n 1 J«!r,rsj and the crowns' 
and palms ' 

Of all the mighty, !vithcrt*d ‘and con¬ 
sumed ! ' U f M 

Nor is power given to lowliest innoceiuce 
Long to ]irotcct her own. The man him¬ 
self , ' ' ' 

Departs; and soon is spent the Ikic of 
those »' „ 

Who, in the bodily image, in the mind, 

111 heart or soul, in station or pursuit. 
Did most resemble him. Degrees and 
ranks, 

Fraternities and orders—heaping high 
New wealth upon the burthen of the old. 
And placing trust in privilegecconfirmed 
And re-confirmed—are scoffed at with a 
smile 

Of greedy foretaste, from the secret stand 
Of Desolation, aimed : to slow decline 
These yield, and these to sudden over¬ 
throw : 

Their virtue, service, happine*^ss, and state 
iHxpirc ; and nature's pleasant robe of 
green. 

Humanity's appointed shroiyl, enwraps 
Their monuments and their memory. 
The vast Frame 

Of social nature change^ evermore 
Her organs and her members with decay 
Restless, and restless generation, powers^ 
And functions dying and produced at 
need,:— 

And by this law the migJitycW^kt sub¬ 
sists : «'• 

With an ascent and progress in the main; 
Yet, oh ! ho^ dispropo^ioned to the ’ 
hopes 

And expectations of self-flattering minds t 

The courteous Knight, whose bones are 
. here interred, . .^24 ' 
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Ijved in an agfe conspicuous as our own I Fitliesif allied to anger and revenge. 

For strife and ferment in the minds of | But Human-kind rejoices in the might 
men ; ■ _ _ { • * I Of mutability ; and airy hopes, 

Whmce alteration in the forms of things. Dancing around her, hinder and disturb 
Various wd vast. A memorable age ! Those meditations of the soul that feed 
Whi^ did to him assign a pcnsivo,lat— The retrosjjective virtudi Festive songs 
To linger 'mid the last of those bright Break from the maddened nations at the 
clouds « sight • 

That, on the steady breeze of hoiiouti Of ^dden overthrow ; and cold nwlect 
>fiiiled , •Is tne sure coiisctfucnce of slow dcci^ 

In long procession calm and beautiful. 

He who had seen Ins ^wn bright order' Even.” said the Wanderer, “as that 
fade, « ■ courteous Knight, 

And its devotion gradually decline, Botfnd by his vow to labour for redress 

(While war, relinquishing the lance and O^all who suffer wrong, and to enact 
shield, « • By sword and lance the law of gentleness. 

Her temper changed, and bowed to other , (If I may venture of myself to speak, 
laws) t • * • "Trusting that not incongruously I blend 

Had als& witifbssed, in his morn of life. Low things with lofty) 1 too shall be 
That violent commotion, which o’er- docuned 

threw, r * I'o outlive the kindly use andfair esteem 

Ift t<^n and city rr'sequestered glen. Of the poor calling which my youth em- 
Altar, and cnpss, and church of solemn braced 

roofr-j With no unworthy prospect. But enough; 

And old i^igious house—jpile after pile ; —^Thoughts crowd upon me—and 'twere 
Aftd' shook their tenants out into the seemlier now 

fields. To stop, and yield our gracious Teacher 

Likeawild baajts without home ! Their thanks . 

Jiour was come, j For the pathetic records which his voice 

But why softening thought of grati- Hath here delivered ; words of heartfelt 
♦ tude, truth. 

No just remembrance, scruple, or wise Tending to patience when affliction 
doubt ? strikes; 

Benevolence is mild ; nor borrows lielj). To hope and love ; to confident repose 
Save at worst need, from bold imoetuous In God ; and reverence for the dust of 
force, Man.” 
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THE PARSONAGE 
• ARCajMEflT 

Pastor’s apology and apprehensions that h» 
might have detained his Auditors too long, 
with the Pastor’s invitation to his house — 
Solitary disinclined to comply—rallies the 
WandKer—and playfully draws a comparison 
between his itinerant professiop and that of 
the Knight-erraiUt—which leads to Wanderer's 
' giving sn account of changes in the Country 
• from the manufacturing spirit—Favourable 
effects—other aide of the picture, ^nd 
chiefly as it 4ias affected the humbler classea 
j—Wanderer assertSi«the hollowness of all 
natlAul amndgiir if unsupported by moral 
worth—Aysical science unable to support 
itself—^Lamentation^ over an excess of manu¬ 
facturing industry among thfe humbler Classes 
of Society—Pibture of a Child employed in a 
Cotton-null—Ignorance and degradation of 
Children among the agricultural Population 
reviewed—Conversation broken off by a re¬ 
newed Invitation from tiie Pastor—Path 
Indlng to. bis House—Its appearance des¬ 


cribed—His Daughter—His Wife—His Son 
(a Boy) enters with his Companion—Tbeir 
happy appearance—the Wanderer how af¬ 
fected by the sight of them. 

The pensive Sceptic of the lonely vale 

To those acknowledgments subscribe 
his own, 

With a sedate compliance, which the 
Priest 

Failed not to notice, inly pleased, and 
said :— 

“ If ye, by whom invited I began 

These narratives of calm and humble life. 

Be satisfied, ’tis well,—the end is gained ; 

And, in return for sympathy bestowed 

And patient listening, thanks accept from 
me. 

—Life, death, eternity I momentous 
themes 

Are they—and might demand a seraph's 
tongue, 
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Were they not equal to their own support; 
And therefore no incompetence of mine 
Could do them wrong. The universal 
forms 

Of human nature, in a spot like this, 
Present themselves at once to all men’s 
view: V 

Ye wished for act and circumstance, 
that make " 

The'rindividual known and undershuod ; 
And sUch as my best jucfj^cnt could select 
From what the place afforded, have been^ 
given; ^ 

Though apprehensions crossed me <that 
ray zeJd 

To his might well be likened, who unklCks 
A cabinet steered with gems and pictures 
—draws , 

His treasures forth, sx^'-jling regard 
To this, and this, a/, worthier than the 
last. 

Till the spectator, who awhile was pleased 
Mure than the exhibitor himself, becomes 
Weary and faint, and longs to be released. 
—But let us hence ! ray dwelling is in 
sight. 

And there—” 


At this the Solitary sliriink 

With backw’ard will; but, wahtiiig not 
address 

That inward motion to disguise, he said 

To his Compatriot, smiling as he spake ; 

—“ The peaceable remains of this good 
Knight 

Would be disturbed, I fear, with wrath¬ 
ful scorn. 

If consciousness could reach him where 
he lies 

That one, albeit of these degenerate 
times. 

Deploring changes past, or dreading 
change , 

Foreseen, had dared to couple, even in 
thought, 

The fine vocation of the sword and lance 

With the gross aims and body-bending 
toil 

Of a poor brotherhood who walk the 
earth 

Pitied, and, where they are not known, 
despised. 


Yet, by the gocad Knight's leave, the 
two estates 

Are graced with some resemblance. 
Errant those. 

Exiles and wanderers—and the like are 
these; 

Who, wkh their burthen, traverse hill 
and dale, 

. Carrying relief for nature’s simple wants. 

—-What though no higher recompense 
be sought 


Than honest maintenance, by irk^omb 
toil e 

Full oft prociired, yet may they claim ' 
respect. 

Among the intelligent, for what this 
course 

Enables them to'be and to perform. 

Their tsirdy steas give leisure to observe, 
^While solitude permits the mind to feel; 
In^ftnicts, and prompts her to MPPlyv 
defects * % 

Bv the division of her inward self ^ 

For grateful conv^^rs#!': and^to these floor 
men « 

Nature (I but repeat your favourite 
, boast) 

Is b(^ulltlful—go wheresoe’er they may : 
Hind nature’s,various i^ealth is all their 

‘own. *■’ 0 ' 

Versed in the characters of men ; find 
^'ound, 

Bv ties of dail^.’j(jJjggest<tfrinaintain • 
Cnncilialorj' manners and smooth speech: 
Such have been, and stift ^rj;^ in their 
degree, ^ 

E.xamples efllfcaci^us to refine * ‘ ^ 

Kiide intercourse V apt agents to exp«¥. 

By importation of imloo!^^ for artg. 
Barbarian torpor, und^olind prejudice; 
R.'iising, through just gradation, savage 
life •' li 

To rustic, and the rustic to urbane. 

—Within their moving magazines is 
lodged 

Power that comes forth to quicken and 
exalt 

Affections seated in the mother's breast. 
And in the lover’s fancy ; afid to feed 
The sober sympathies of long-tried friends. 
—By these Itinerants, as experienced 
men. 

Counsel is given ; contention they aji- 
pease 

With gentle language ^ in remotest wilds. 
Tears wipe away, and pleasant tidings . 
* bring; * 

Could the proud quest of chivalry do 
more ? ” i- 

" Happy,” rejoined the Wanderer, 

“ they who gain i 
A panegyric from your generous tongue I 
But, if to theiie Wayfarers once pertained* 
Aufht of romantic interest,rit is gone. 
Their purer service, in this realm at lea^ : 
Is past for ever.—Arv invantive Agfe 
Has wrought, if not with spfe^^linagic, 
yet , 

To most strange issues. *1 have lived 
to mark 

A new and unforeseen creation rise 
From out the labours of a peaceful Land 
Wielding her potent enginery to frame 
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And to produce, with ^petite as keen 
' As that ox war, which r&ts not night or 
day, • t • • 

Industrious to destroy ! With fruitless 
pains ^ 

Might one like me %gw visit many a 
tract 

Which, in his youth, h<»^trod, and trod 
again, • 

• A pedestrian wit}^ a scanty frcigtit, 
Wished-for, or welcome, w'heresoe'er he 

came— » " 

Among the tenantry o» thorpe and vill; 
Or straggling burgh, c.t ancient charter 
proud. 

And dignified by battlements and tqwees 
Of some stern castle, moiilderjiig on the 
brow • * m m 

Of a grerti hillt>r bank of rugged stream. 
Th^ foot-path faintly marked, the horse- 
track-wi^d. • 

• Afid ^rmidable''it 7 rig+’’ •--■f plashy lane, 
(Prized avenges ere others had been 

sliapcwl* 

« Or easier, links connecting place with 
place) • 

Have vanished—swallowed up :>y stately 
Vads A 

Easy and bold, inat penetrate the gloom 
Of ^ritaii^s farthest glens. The Earth 
• has lent 

Her waters. Air her breezes ; and the sail 
Of traffic glides with ceaseless intercourse. 
Glistening along the low and woody dale ; 
Or, in its progress, on the lofty side. 

Of some bare hill, with wonder kenned 
from ^ar. 

Meanwhile, at social Industry's com¬ 
mand, 

How quick, how vast an increase ! From 
the germ 

Of some poor hamlet, rapidly produced 
Here a huger town, vcontinuous and com- 
-pact. 

Hiding the face of earth for leagues— 
4 and there. 

Where not habitation stood before. 
Abodes of men irregularly massed 
Like trees in forests,—spread through 
‘ spacious traR:ts, 

O’er which the smoke of unremitting fires 
Hangs permanent, and plentiful .as 

• wreaths • i 

Ofi'apour glittering in the morning sun. 
And, the traveller turns his 

steps, M 

He sees the bvren wilderness erased. 

Or disappearing ; triumph that proclaims 
How much the mild Directress of the 
plough 

Owes to alliance with these new-born 
. arts! 


—Hendh is the wide sea peopled,—henee. 
the shores 

Of Britain are resorted to by ships 
Freighted from every climate of the 
world 

With the world’s chi^cest produce. 
Hence that sum 

< 9 f keels that rest within her crowded 
ports, 

Or i^de at anchor in her sounds and l»ys ; 
That animating spectacle of sails 
•That, through her inland regions, to and 
fro » 

Pas* with the respirations of the tide. 
Perpetual, multitudinous! Finally, 

I Hence a dread arm of floating power, a 
voice 

Wf thunder daunting those who would 
i approach 

! With hostile purposes the blessed Isle, 

I Truth's consecrated residence, the seat 
! Impregnable of Liberty and Peace. 

! And yet, O happy Pastor of a flock 
Faithfully W'atchedi and, by that loving 
I care 

j And Heaven’s good providence, pro- 
1 served from taint ! 

I With you I grieve, when on he darker 
side 

I Of this great change I look ; and there 
behold 

Such outrage done to nature as compels 
The indignant power to justify herself; 
Yea, to avenge her violated rights. 

For England's bane.—When soothing 
darkness spreads 

O’er hill and vale,” the Wanderer thus 
expressed 

I His recollections, “ and the punctual 
I stars. 

While all things else are gathering to their 
homes. 

Advance, and in the Armament of heaven 
Glitter—but undisturbing, undisturbed ; 
As if their silent company were charged 
With peaceful admonitions for the heart 
Of all-beholding Man, earth’s thoughtful 
lord ; 

Then, in full many a region, once like this 
The assured domain of calm simplicity 
And pensive quiet, an unnatural light 
Prepared for never-resfing Labour’s es^s ; 
Breaks from a many-windowed fabric 
huge ; 

And at the appointed hour a beU is heard. 
Of harsher import than the curfew-knoll 
That spake* the Norman CcmqueroT’s 
stern behest— 

A local summons to unceasing toil I 
Disgorged are now the ministers of day ; 
And, as they issue frrm the illumined 
pile. 
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A fresli bqmd meets them* at the crowded 
door— 

And in the courts—and where the rum¬ 
bling stream, 

That turns the multitude of dizzy wheels. 
Glares, like a troubled spirit, in its bed 
Among the ro^s below. Men, maidens, 
youths, • • 

Modier and little children, boys^ and 
Virls, • 

Enter, and each the wonted task resumes 
Within this temple, where is offered up 
To Gain, the master idol f)f the rco^m. 
Perpetual sacrifice', liven thus of old 
Our ancestors, within the still doma»n 
Of. vast cathedral or conventual church. 
Their vigils kept ; where tapers day and 
night 

On the dim altar burned cuiitinually, 

In token that the House wa.s evermore 
Watching to God. Keligious men wore 
they ; 

Nor would their reason, tutored to aspire 
Above this transitory world, allow 
That there should pass a moment of the 
year. 

When in their land the Almighty’s service 
ceased. 

Triumph who will in these profaner 
rites 

Which we, a generation self-extolled, 

As zealously perform ! I cannot share 
HiS proud complacency :—yet do 1 exult. 
Casting reserve away, exult to see 
An intellectual mastery exercised 
O’er the blind elements : a purpose given, 
A perseverance fed ; almost a soul 
Imparted—to brute matter. 1 rejoice. 
Measuring the force of tho.sc! gigantic 
powers 

That, by the thinking mind, have been 
compelled 

To serve the will of feeble-bodied Man. 
For with the sense of admiration blends' 
The animating hope that time may come 
When, strengthened, yet not dazzled, by 
the might 

Of this dominion over nature gained. 
Men of all lands shall exercise the same 
In due proportion to their country’s need; 
Learning, thoughjate, that all true glory 
rests. 

All praise, all safety, and all happiness. 
Upon the moral law. Egyptian Thebes, 
T^e, by the margin of the sounding 
waves. 

Palmyra, central in the desert, fell; 
And the Aits died by which they had 
been raised. 

—Call Archimedes from his buried tomb 
Upon the grave of vanished Syracuse, 
And feeliugly the Sage sbalj ^ake ranort 


How insecure, thuw baseless in itself. 

Is the Philpswhy whose $vay dej)ends , 

On n)ere ,material instruments ;—bow 
weak 

Thpsc arts, and'high inventions, if un- 
‘propped 

By virtue.—lije, sighing with pensive 
grief, *■ 

i^iid his calm abstractions, wouIA^dmil; 
'liiat not the slcnUer privilege is ^eirs 
To spve themselves from blank forgets 
fulness! ” t • ■ , 

i 

When from the Wanderer’s lips these 
words had fallen, 

T saW, “ And, did in truth those vaunted 
Arts ^ 

PosVess sfich privilege, < how 'Could we < 
escape *■ 

Sadijcss and keen regret, we who revere. 
And would as^hfngs abcDvcialj 

price. 

The old domestic morals oLthc land, 

Her simple mannefs, ana the stable 
worth * ^ ' /' * 

That digmiicd an*d cheered a low esta\e ? 

Oh ! where is now the clmi^acter ofj^eace*' 
Sobriety, and order, afiu chaste love. 

And honest dealing, and untainted ^^ech. 
And pure good-will, and hosintable cheei,; ^ 
That made the very thought of country- ' 
life 

A thought of refuge, for a mind detained 
Keluctantly amid the bustling crowd ? 
Where now the beauty of the sabbath 
kept 

With conscientious reverence? as a day 
By the almighty Lawgiver pronounced 
Holy and blest ? and where the winning 
grace 

Of all the lighter ornaments attached 
To time and season, as the year rolled 
round ?” • • 

“ Fled ! ” was the Wanderer’s paskion- * 
ate response, ,, 

“ Fled utterly ! or only to be traced 
In a few fortunate retreats like this; 
Which I l^ehold with trembling, when I 
think * 

What lamentable change, a year—^ 
month— • 

fMty bring ; that brook converting as it. 

runs •• 0 

Into an instrument of dtad^v btf e 
For those, who, yet untematSito forsake 
The simple occupations oi their sires, 

Drink the pure water of its innocent 
stream 

With lip almost as pure.—Domestic bliss' ' 
(Or call it comfort, by a humbler name,) 
How art thou blighted for the poor-Mm’s 
heart I * , 
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Lo I in such neighbourhood, from morn 
to eve, • 

The habitations empty ! or pemhance 
The Mother left alone,—nA l&fpi^ hand 
To rock the cradle of her peevisn babe ; 
No daughters round iier, busy at the 
wheel, • 

Or in dispatch of each day’s little growth 
Of household occupation** no nice arts 
Of needle-work ; no bustle at the fire, * 
•Wher^b nee the dinncr*was prepared With 
_ pride; 

Nothing to speed the ^ay, or cheer the 
mind ; • ^ 

Nothing to praise, to teach, or lo com¬ 
mand ! 


The Father, if perchance he still retain 
His old f.mplc^’fnents, gc^'s to fieM or 
•wood, 

No longer led or followed by the §ons; 
Idlcrs^pcrchfRicf^ they were,—but m his 
• sight; " * • 

Breathing freSh air, and treading the 
greeiTeSrth ; ■ 

• 'Ti’4 tlft*ii* short holiday •of childhood 
e ceased, • 

Ne’er to return ! That birthright now' is 

l«st. • •% 


■?. 


Econmnists will toll you that the State 
Thrives the forfeiture—iiiifc’cling 
thoiight. 

And false as monstrous ! Can the moth(>r 
thrive 

By the destruction of her innocent sons 
*In whom a premature necessity 
Blocks out the forms of nature, precon¬ 
sumes* 

The reason, famishes the heart, shuts up 
The infant Being in itself, and makes 
Its very spring a season of decay I 
The lot is wretched, the condition sad. 
Whether a pining discontent survive. 
And thirst fur change : or habit hath sub¬ 
dued 

The*soul deprest, dejected—even to love' 
. Of her close tasks, and long captivity. 

Oh, banish far such wisdom as con¬ 
demns 

. A native 6riton«to these inward chains, 
Fixed in his soul, so early and so deep ; 
Without hisown consent, or knowledge, 
fixed 1 , ' * I 

" H e isa slave to whom release comes not, 
Ana cqpie. The boy, where'er 

lie riiifis, 


Is still a prisdner ; when ^he wind is up 
Among the clouds, and roars through the 
ancient woods; 

Or when the sun is shining in the east. 
Quiet and > calm. Behold him—in the 
school 


dl his attainments ? no but with the 
air 

Fanning his temples under heaven's blue 
arch. 

His raiment, whitened o’er with cotton- 
flakes 

Or locks of W''>ol, annoiyices whence he 
comes. 

Creeping his gait*and cowering, his lip 
.pale, X 

His res|>irati()n (fliick and audible^ 

And scarcely could you fancy that a gleam 
Could break from out those languid eyes, 
^)r a hliisft 

Mantle upon his check. Is this the form. 
Is 4hut the countenance, and such the 
port, 

pf no mean Being ? One who should be 
clothed 

With dignity befitting his proud hope; 
Who. ill his very childhood, should appear 
Sublime from present purity and joy ! 
The limbs increase ; but liberty of mind 
Is gone for ever ; and this organic frame. 
So joyful in its motions, is become 
Dull, to the joy of her own motions dead ; 
And even the touch, so exquisitely 
poured 

Through the whole body, with a languid 
will 

Performs its functions ; rarely competent 
To itiiprt'SN a vi\ id feeling on the mind 
Of what there is delightful in. the breeze, ’ 
The gentle visitations of the sun. 

Or lapse i>f liquid element—by hand. 

Or fool, or lip, in summer’s warmth— 
perceived. 

—Can liope look forward tt> a manhood 
rai.setl , 

On such foUTidatioiLS ? ” 

“ Hope is none for him ! ” 
The ])ale Recluse indignantly exclaimed, 

“ And tens of thousands suuer wrong as 
deeji. 

Yi:t be it asked, in justice to our age. 

If there were not, bcfiire those arts ap¬ 
peared. 

These structures rose, comnungltng old_ 
and young, 

And unripe sex with sex, for mutual taint; 
If there were nut, then, in our far-famed 
Isle, 

Multitudes, who fr«m infancy had 
breathed 

Air unimprisoned, and had lived at large; 
Yet walked beneath the sun, in human 
shape. 

As abject, as degraded ? At this day. 
Who shell enumerate the crazy huts 
And tottering hovels, whence do issue 
forth 

A ragged Offspring, with their upright 
hair 
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frowned like the image of fantastic Fear ; 
Or wearing, (shall we say ?) in that white 
growth 

An ifl*adjusted turban, for defence 
Or fierceness, wreathed around their sun> 
burnt brows. 

By savage Nature ? Shrivelled are their 

Nakef’ and coloured like the soil, the feet 
On^bich they stand •, .as if therebyXhey 
^ew 

'Some nourishment, as trees do by theirt 
' * roots, , 

From earth, the common mother of URs all. 
Figure and mien, complexion and attire. 
Are leagued to strike dismay ; but Cut- 
stretched hand 

And whining voice denote them supplii. 
cants 

For the least boon that pitvean bestow. | 
Such on the breast of darksome heaths 
are found ; 

And with their parents occupy the skirts 
Of furze-clad commons ; such arc born 
and reared 

At the mine’s mouth under impending 
rocks : 

Or dwell in chambers of some natural 
cave ; 

Or where their ancestors erected huts, 
For the convenience of unlawful gain, 

, In forest purlieus ; and the like are bred. 
All England through, where nooks and 
slips of ground 1 

Purloined, in times less jealous than our 
own. 

From the green margin of the public way, 
A residence afford them, ’niid the bloom 
And gaiety of cultivated fields. 

Sucli (we will hope the lowest in the scale) 
Do 1 remember oft-timcs to have seen 
’Mid Buxton’s dreary heights. In’earn¬ 
est watch. 

Till the swift vehicle approach, they 
stand: 

Then, following clo.scly with the cloud 
of dust, 

. An uncouth feat exhibit, and are gone 
Heels over head, like tumblers on a stage 
' -—Up from the ground they snatch the 
copper coin. 

And, on the freight of merry passengers 
' Fixing a steady e^, maintain their spee.d; 
And spin—and pant—and overhead 
again. 

Wild pursuivants i until their breath is 
k»t. 

Or bounty tires—and every face,' that 
smikbd 

' ...Encouragement, hath ceased to look that 
V- ■ way. 

—But, like the vagrants of the gipsy 
tribe, ' . 


V' 


These, bred to little pleasure in fhean*' 
selves, ' ' 

Are profittass/to others. 

4 , Turn we then 

To Britons born and bred within the pale 
Of cjvil polity, al/d early trained 
To eanij by wholesome labour in the field. 
The bread they, eat. A sample should 1 - 
I give * 

Of what this stock hath long p^^bced,. 

to enrich *' w 

The tender age of life, ye would exclaim. ^ 
‘ Is this the whiifli&g plough-boy whose 
shrill notes* 

Impart new gladness to the morning air !’ 
lyirgivc me if I venture to suspect 
That many, sweet to hear of in soft verse, 
Are^of no f\per,frame. Sjiff are his joints; 
Beneath a cumbrous fraik, tint to the 
knees * 

Inverts the thrivingchurl,hjs IcRs appear. 
Fellows to tl](v<e,^jat luiWily uphelci t. ^ 
The woollen stools for evi^rlasting use. 
Whereon our fathers sate.^ 4*^d mark 
his brow^! *' , ^ 

Ihider whose shaggy canopy are set 
Two eyes—not tiim, but of a healfny 
stare— ^ , 

Wide, sluggish, blank, find ignorant, and 
strange— * 

Proclaiming boldly that theyntiever dre^ 

A look or motion of intelligence 
From infant-conning of the Christ-cross- 
row, 

Or puzzling through a primer, line by^ 
line. 

Till perfect mastery crown the pains at 
last. ' 

—What kindly warmth from touch of 
fostering hand, 

What penetrating power of sun or breeze,^ 
Shall e’er dissolve the crust wherein his 
soul 

Sleeps, like a caterpillar sheathed in ice ? 

I This torpor is no pitiable work 

modern ingenuity; no town *' 

Nor crowded city can be taxed with 
aught , *• 

Of sottish vice or desperate breach pf 
law, , 

To which (and who can tell where cr 
how soon ?) 

He mav be roused. This Ekiy the fieldS 
« • produce • 

His spade and hoe, diiattock and glitV»> 
ing scythe, • • 

The carter's whip that on liSshoulder 
rests f 

In air high-towering with arboorish pomp. 
The sceptre of his sway ; his country’s 
name. 

Her equal rights, her churches and .her 
schools— , • 
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What have they done for him ? And, By beds and banks Arcadian of gay 
let me ask, * flowers 

For tens of thousands uiiiitforiAed as he ? And flowering shrubs, protected and 
In brief, what liberty of mind is Itere ? ” adorned : 

Profusion bright I and every flower as* 
This ardent sally pissed the mild^ood sumiug 
Man, ' . A more than natural vividness of hue, 


To whom the appeal couched in its clos¬ 
ing words * ■ 

• Wa:. <^iutedly addressed ; and to the 
thoughts 

» That, in assent or onpewition, rose* 
Within his mind, he seemed prepared to 
give • 

Prompt utterance ; but the Vicar inter- 

pjjsed , , 

With invitation urgently renewed. 

—We followed, taking as ho Ifd, a ijath 
Along a ficdge*bf hollies dark and tall, 
Wllbse flexile boughs low bniding with a 
weight , » 

_ *Of IcSfy spray, t<,>uc»“'’'' d the stems and 
roots 

That gave •them .nutu-ishineiit. When 
wind; , 

H^l from the north, wj;iat kindly warmth, 
methought,’ 

Is hgre—how imateful this impervious 
gcreen ! ^ 

—Not shimed by suiiple wearing of the 
• foot 

On rural business passing to and fro 
Was the commodious walk : a careful 
hand 

Had marked the line, and strewn its sur¬ 
face o’er 

With pure cerulean gravel, from the 
. heights 

Fetched by a neighbouring brook.— 
Across the vale 

' The stately fenci* accompanied our steps ; 
And thus the pathway, by perennial green 
Guarded and graced, seemed fashioned 
to unite, • 

As^by a beautiful yet solemn chain, , 
The Pastor's mansion with the house 
' of prayer. 

Like image of solemnity, conjoined 
With feminize allurement and fair. 
The mansion’s «elf displayed;—a rever- 
, end pile 

With bold Ffojections and recesses deep ; 
' Shadowy, yet gay and lightsome as ii 
• stood • 

Fronflfjg ^e imontide sun. We paused 
to admire 

The pillared porch, elaborittely embossed; 
The low wide Windows with their mullions 
old; 

The cornice, richly fretted, of grey stone ; 
And that smooth slope from which the 
dwelling rose. 


J^rom unaffected egntrast with the gloom 
Of sober cypress, and the darker ioiy 
Of y'ew, in whiclg survived some truces, 
here 

■ Not unbecoming, of grotesque device 
And uncouth jfarfey. From behind the 
^•00! 

the slim ash and niussv sycamore. 
Blending their diverse foliage with the 
green 

Of ivy, flourishing and thick, that 
clasped 

The hii;;e round chimneys, harbour of 
delight 

For wren and redbreast,—where they sit 
and .sing 

Their slender ditties when the trees are 
bare. 

Nor must I leave untouched (the picture 
else 

Wen; incomplete) a relique of old times 
Happily spared, a little. Gothic niche 
Of nicest workmanship ; that once had 
‘ held 

The sculptured image of some patron- 
saint, 

Or of the blessed Virgin, looking down 
On all w'ho entered those religious doors. 

But lu ! where from the rocky garden- 
mount 

Crowned by its antique summer-house— 
descends. 

Light as the silver fawn, a radiant Girl; 
For she hath recognised her honoured 
friend. 

The Wandorer ever welcome ! A prompt 
kiss 

The gladsome Child bestows at his re¬ 
quest ; 

.\nd, up the flowery lawn as we advance. 
Hangs on the old Man with a happy look. 
And with a pretty restless hand of love. 
—We enter—^by the Lady of the place 
Cordially greeted. Graceful was h^ port: 
A lofty stature undefressed by time, '< 
Whose visitation had not whoUy spared 
The finer lineaments of form and face 
To that complexion brought which pru- 
.dence trusts in 

And wisdom loves.—But when a stately 
ship 

Sails in smooth weather by the placid 
coast 

On homeward voyage, what—wind and 
.wave, 
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And kardship undergone in «variou5 
crimes. 

Have caused her to abate the virgin pride, 
And that full trim of inexperienced hope 
With which she left her haven—not for 
this, 

Should the sun strike her, and Ihc im¬ 
partial breeze ^ ^ 

Pl^' on her streamers, fails she to assume 
Brig^.tncss and touch j|)g beauty oh her 
own, 

“That charm all eyes. So bright, so fair,, 
appeared , 

' This goodly Matron, shining in the bCrams 
Of unexpected pleasure.—Soon the board 
Was spread, and we partook a plain*re- 
past. 

Here, resting in cool shelter, \vc be¬ 
guiled 

The mid-day hours with desultory talk ; 
From trivial themes to general arguinciit 
Passing, as accident or fancy led, 

Or courtesy prescribed. While ciuestion 
rose 

And answer flowed, the fetters of reserve 
.Dropping from every mind, the Sfditary 
Resumed the manners of liis happier 
days; 

And in the varifiU'. conversation bore 
A willing, nay, at times, a forward part ” 
Yet with the grace of one who in the 
world 

Had learned the art of pleasing, and had 
now 

Occasion given him to display his skill. 
Upon the stedfast ’vantage-ground of 
truth. 

He gazed, with admiration uusup])resscd. 
Upon the landscape of the sun-bright 
vale. 

Seen, from the shady room In winch we 
sate, 

In softened perspective ; and more ,han 
once 

Praised the consummate harmony serene 
Of gravity and elegance, diffused 
Around the mansion and its whole do¬ 
main : 

Not, doubtless, without help of female 
• taste 

'And female care.'-~-“ A blessed lot is 
yours! ” * 

The words escaped h!s lip, with a tender 
sigh 

Breathed over them : but suddenly the 
door 

Plew opeu, and a pair of lusty Boys 
. Appeared, confusion checking their de¬ 
light. 

■ —Not brothers they in feature or attire, 
Btxt fond companions, so I guessed, in 
• flold# 


And by the river’s margin—whence they 
come, • 

Keen anglors /auth unusual spoil, elated. 

One bttirs a willow-pannier on his back. 

The boy of plainer garb, whose blush 
furvdves \ 

More deeply tinged. Twin might the 
otlier be ■ 

•To that fair gllrl who from the garden- 



hem I • fc, 

Between hU han^^h% holds g smooth blue 
stone, • 


On whose capacious surface see out- 
, ,spread 

Large store of gleaming crimson-spetted 
^troiitsj r t 

Ranged side by side, artil les^ning by 
degrees ^ 

Up to the dwarf that terns Jthc pinnacle. 
Upon the boarck^ig lays the sk^-blbc., 
stone • 

Wiih its rich freighttheis nctmber he 
proclaim,s ; ‘ . « . 

Tells from what pool the noblest ^ad 
bc'T dragged ; 

And where the very nyiaaroh of tho 
brook, ** 

After long struggle, had e.scapjd at last— 
Stealing alternately at them and us 
(As doth his comrade too) a look of pride; 
And, verily, the silent creatures made 
A splendid sight, together thus exposed; 
Dead—^but not sullied or deformed by 
death. 

That seemed to pity what he^ could not 
s[)arc. 

But O, the animation in the mien 
Of those two boys ! yea in the very words 
With which the young narrator was 
inspired. 

When, as our questidns ledr he told at 
• large » 

Of that day’s prowess t Him might I 
compare, , * 

His looks, tones,TCStures,eager eloquence. 
To a bold brook that splits for better 
speed, • 

And at the self-same meftnent, works its 
way , * 

Th|ougn many channels, ever and anon 
f’arted and re-united t hi^ compeer 
To the still lake, whole stilln^ isj;p si^it 
As beautiful—as grateful toeths mind.’ 
—But to what object shall the lovely 
Girl * 

Be likened ? She whose countenai^ 
and air 

Unite the graceful qualities of both,' 

Even as she shares the pride and ioy of 
both. 
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My erey-haired Friend ^yas moved ; his And Hi —to whom all tongues resigned 
vmd eye , their rights 

Glistened with tenderness^ his ^nd, I Withwillingness. to whom the general ear 
knew ' * Listened with readier patience than to 

Was full; and had, I.doubted not, re- strain 

turned, • Of music, lute or harp, a long delight 

Upon this impulse, to the theme—ere- That ceased not when nis voice had 
while ■* • ceased—as Oi»c [views 

AbrupUy broken off. The ruddy boys* WhQ.from truth’s central point ser^ly 
*Witha?ew, on summons to their wffll- The compass of his argument—begdn 
earned meal; . Mildly, and with a clerir and steady tone. 

• ^ 

BQOTi: NINTH 


DISCOURSE pr THE WAWDEIMiK, 
AND AN EVENING VISIT TO 
.THE LAKE • 

• • * • « 

'• . ARGUMKNT " 

• 

Wanderer i!aisi#ts that.aii active principle per^ 

• vades iJic JJniversc, its noblcst^.at the human 

—How lively this [||-inciplr is in Child¬ 
hood—Hence the dcliifht in old ARt of looking 
back upon Childhood—'Ihc dignity, powers, 
and*privflegel dfc Age assorted—^I'hese not 
to be looked for generally but iiinlcr a just 
- governme4l—Right of a human Creature to 
* be exempt from being considered as a mere 
Instrument—The condition of multitudes 
deplored—Former conversation recurred to, 
and the Wanderer’s opinions set in a clearer 
light—Truth placed within re.^ch of the 
humblest—Equality—Happy state of the 
two Doys again adverted to—Earnest wish 
express^ for a System of National Educatiun 
established universally by Government— 
Glorious effects of this foietold—Walk to 
the Lake—Grand spectacle from the side of 
a hill—Address of Priest to tlic Supreme 
Being—m the course of which he contrasts 
with ancient Barbarism the present appear¬ 
ance of the scene before him—The change 
ascribed to ^Christianity—Apostrophe to his 
flock, living ■ and dead—Gratitude to the 
Allnighty-- -Return over the Lake—Parting 
.! with the Solitary—Under what circum- 
. stances. • 

'* To every Form of being is assigned,” 

, Thus calmly sp^ke the venA-ablc Sage, 

' “ An aciivf Principle ;—howe’er removed 
From sense gnd observation, it subsists 
In all things, in all natures ; in the stgirs 

* Of azure heaven, th^ unenduring clouds,^ 

In%oviiQy ai\(l tree, in every pebbly stone 
That the brooks, the stationary 

rock^^ 

The moving waters, and thb invisible air. 
Whatever exists hath properties that 
spread 

Beyond itself, communicating good, 

A.simple blessing, or with evil mixed; 
Spirit that knows no iosnlated spot. 


No chasm, no solitude; from link to link 
It circulates, the Soul of all the worlds. 
This is the freedom of the universe ; 
Unfolded still the more, iimre visible. 
The more we know ; and yet is reverenced 
least, 

.And least respected in the human Mind, 
Its most apparent home. The food of 
hope 

Is meditated action ; robbed of this 
Her sole support, she languishes and dies. 
We perish Jtlsc.; for we live by hope 
And by desire ; we see by the glad light 
.And breathe the sweet air of futuritv ; 
And so we live, or else we have no life. 
To-moiTow—nay percliauce this very 
hour 

(For every moment hath its own to¬ 
morrow !) 

Those blooming Boys, whose hearts are. 
almost sick 

With present triumph, will be sure to 
find 

A field before them freshened with the 
dew 

Of other expectations ;—in which course 
Their happy year spins round. The 
- youth obeys 

A like glad impulse ; and so moves the 
man • 

’Mid all his apprehensions, cares, and 
fears,— 

Or so he ought to move. Ah ! why in age 
Do we revert so fondly to the walks 
Of childhood—but thgt there the SouU 
discerns 

The dear memorial footsteps unimpaired 
Of her own native vigour; thence can 
hear 

Reverberations : and a choral song. 
Commingling with the incense that 
ascends, 

Undaunted, toward the imperishable 
heavens. 

From her own lonely altar ? 

Do not tbinlf 
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That good and wise ever will be'allowed, 
Though strength decay, to breathe in 
such estate 

As shall divide them wholly from the stir 
Of hopeful nature. Rightly is it said 
That Man descends into the Vale of 
years; *■ 

Yet have I thought f,hat we might alfio 
speak, 

An^pot presumptuously, I trust, of Age, 
4 As of a final Eminence ; though bare 
In aspect and forbidding, yet a point < 

. On which ’tis not impossible to sit 
In awful sovereignty ; a place of phwer, 
A throne, that may be likened unto his, 
iVho, in some placid day of suniihcr, 
looks 

Oown from a mountain-top, —sjiv one irf 
those 

High peaks, that bound the vale where 
now we are. 

Faint, and diminished to the gazing eye. 
Forest and held, and hill and dale ap¬ 
pear, 

With all the shapes over their surface 
spread : 

But, while the gross and visible frame 
of things 

Relinquishes its hold iiprm the sense. 
Yea almost on the Mind herself, and 
seems 

All unsubstantialized,—how loud the 
voice 

Of waters, with invigorated i^cal 
From the full river in the vale below, 
Ascending ! For on that superior height 
Who sits, is disencumbered from the 
press 

Of near obstructions, and is privileged 
To breathe in solitude, above the host 
Of ever-humming insects, ’mid thin air 
That suits not (hem. The murmur of 
the leaves 

Many and idle, visits not his ear . 

This he is freed from, and from thousand 
notes 

(N(^ less unceasing, not less vain than 
these,) 

By which the finer passages of sense 
Are occupied ; and the Soul, that would 
incline 

listen, is prevented or deterred. 

And may it not be hoped, that, placed 
by age 

- In like removal, tranquil though severe, 

. We are not so removed for utter loss ; 
,But for some favour, suited to our need ? 

- What more than that the severing should 

confer 

^ , Fresh power, to commune with the in- 
visible world. 

iAtid hear the mighty stream of tendency 


Uttering, for elevaticai of our thought, 
A clear sonorefas voice, inaudible 
To the vast multitude ; whose doom it is 
To rue the giddy round of vain delight, 
Or fret and labour on the Plain below. 

But, if to such sublime ascent the 
hopes • 

Of Man may fise, as to a welcome close 
And termination, of his mortal jMurse 
Them only can sQch hope inspiiv whose 
minds . 

Have not bee» <*$(arved, by absolute 
neglect; • 

Nor bodies crushed b^i^^nremitting toil, 
To whom kind Nature therefore, may 
afford 

Projjf of t^e secred love, she bears for all; 
Whose birthright Reason, 'therefore, 
may ensure. ' 

For me. consulting what I feel within 
4n times w'hen mast existence with her¬ 
self 

Is satisfied, 1 cannot but beUeve, 

That, fai' as kindly Nature h^th free , 
scope 

And Reason’s sway predominates ; even 
so far, ^ 

Country, society, and 'time itself. 

That saps the mdividual's b 9 dily frame. 
And lays the generations low in dust, ' 
Do, by the almighty Ruler’s grace, par¬ 
take 

Of one maternal spirit, bringing forth 
And cherishing with ever-constant love. 
That tires not, nor betrays. Our life is 
turned 

Our of her course, wherever man is made 
An offering, or a sacrifice, a tool 
Or implement, a passive thing employed 
As a brute mean, without acknowledg¬ 
ment 

Of common right or interest in the end; 
Used or abused, as selfishness .nay prompt. 
,Say, what can follow for a'rational ,soiil 
Perverted thus, but weakness in all 
And strength in evil ? Hence an after- . 
call 

For chastisement, and custody, and . 
bonds. 

And oft-times Death, avenger of the past. 
And the sole guardian in whose hands we 
dare 

Entrust the future.—Not ior these sad ■ 
issues ' ' _ ♦ 

Was Man created ; but lo dqpy-Ln% law 
Of life, and hope, wd action. And ’tis 
known 

That when we stand upon our dative soil. 
Unelbowed by such objects as oppress 
Our active powers, those powers them- " 
selves become 

Strong to subvert our noxious qualities i 
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They sweep distemp^ from the busy day. 
And make the chalice of«the big round 
year . , , • 

Run o’er with gladness; w^eiiQe the 
Being moves 

In beauty through th^ world ; and all 
• who see * * 

Bless him. rejoicing in his neighbour¬ 
hood.” • 

*‘Then,” said the Sdlitary, “ by what 
force . « 

Of language s|}all a ftatpg heart express 
Her sorrow for that multitude in whom 
We look for hcaltl} from seeds that have 
been .sown 

In sickness, and for increase in a pdVvef 
That works but by extinction ? t>ii 
themselves* * * • 

Thej> cannot lean, nor turn to their own I 
hearts ^ 1 

To* know what «they • - their 

wisdom is " 

To look it^o^tfie eves of others, tlieiice 
To be insti^cled whht thev must avoid 
*Or mtber, let us say, how loflst obser\'od. 
Ho^ with most quiet *and mo«-t silent 

With ■JbmftaSrt and injury to the air' 
The dl>pre^or breathes, their human 
9 form dmne. 

And their immortal soul, may waste 
away.” 

The Sage rejoined, I thank you— 
you have spared 

My voice the utterance of a keen regret. 
A wide cofhpassion which with you 1 
share. 

When, heretofore, I placed before, your 
sight 

A Little-one, subjected to the arts 
Of modern ingenuity, and made 
The senselessamembgr of a vast machine, 
Serving as doth a spindle or a wheel; 
Thitdc not, that, pitying him, I cviuld 
' forget [taught; 

The nistic Buy, who walks the fields, un- 
The slave of ignorance, and oft of w'ant. 
And miserable b unger. M ucl^ too much, 
.Of this unhappy lot, in early youth 
We both have witnessed, lot which I 
myself • 

.Shared, though in mild and merciftil 
,degree: • 

Yet wate th* mind to hinderances ex¬ 
posed, * 

Through which 1 struggled, not without 
distress • 

And sometimes injury, like a lamb en¬ 
thralled 

’Mid thorns and brambles; or a bird that 
breaks 


Through.ja strong net, and mounts upon 
the wind, 

Though W'ith her plumes impaired. If 
they, whose souls 

Should open while they range the richer 
fields 

Of merry England, arc ol^tructed less 
By indigence, their ignorance is not less, 
.Nor less to be deplored. For who can 
doubt 

That tens of thousands at this day deist 
Such as the boy y<iu painted, lineal heirs 
Of those who once were vassals of her 
p»il, * 

Following its fortunes like the. beasts or 
Srees 

Wiiich it sustained. But no one takes 
j delight 

In this oppression ; none are proud of it; 
Tt bears no sounding name, nor ever bore; 
A staiidinl; grievance, an indigenons vice 
Of every country under heaven. My 
thoughts 

Were turned to evils that are new and 
chosen, 

A bondage lurking under shape of good,— 
Arts, in themselves beueficent and kind. 
But all too fondly followed and too far ;— 
To victims, which the merciful can see 
Nor think that they are victims—turned 
to wrongs. 

By w’omen, who have children of their 
own. 

Beheld without compassion, 3 ’ea with 
praise ! 

T spake of mischief b\' the wise difiused 
With gladness, thinking Ih.at the more 
it spreads 

The healthier, the securer, we beaime; 
Delusion which a moment may destroy'1 
Lastly, I mourned for those whom I had 
seen 

Corrupted and cast downi, on favoured 
ground. 

Where circumstance and nature had 

• combined 

To shelter innocence, and cherish love ; 
Who, but for this intrusion, would have 
lived. 

Possessed of health, and strength, and 
peace of mind : 

Thus would have lived, or never have 
been born. • 

* Alas ! what differs more than man 

from man ! 

And whence that difference ? whence but 
from himself ? 

For see the universal Race endowed 
With the same upright form !—^The suu 
is fixed, 

And the infinite magnificence of heaven 
Fixed, within reach of every human eye ; 
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Thesleeplessboean munnurs for all ears: 
Tlie vernal field Infuses fresh delight 
Into all hearts. Throughout the world 
of sense, 

Even as an object is sublime or fair. 
That object is laid open to the view 
Without reset ve or veil; and as a power 
Is salutary, or an influence sweet, t 
each and all enabled to jierceive 
T^it power, that inf ucnce, by impartial 
law. 

Gifts nobler are vouchsafed alike to all; 
Reason, and, with that aiason, smiles and 
tears; " 

Imagination, freedom in the will,; 
Conscience to guide and check; and 
death to be 

Foretasted, immortality conceived ‘ 
By all,—a blissful immortality. 

To them whose holiness on earth shall 
make 

The Spirit capable of heaven, assured. 
Strange, then, nor less than monstrous, 
might be deemed 

The failure, if the Almighty, to this 
point 

Liberal and undistinguishiiig, should hide 
The excellence of moral qualities 
From common understanding ; leaving 
truth 

And virtue, diflicult, abstruse, and dark; 
Hard to be won, and only by a few ; 
Strange, should He deal herein with nice 
respects. 

And frustrate all the rest! Believe it 
not: 

The primal duties shine aloft—like stars; 
The charities that soothe, and heal, and 
bless. 

Are scattered at the feet of Man—like 
flowers. 

The generous iaclination, the just rule, 
Kiud wishes, and good actions, and pure 
thoughts— 

No mystery is here ! Here is no booQ. 
For high—yet not for low ; for jiroudly 
graced— 

Yet not for meek of heart. The smoke 
ascends 

To heaven as lightly from the cottage- 
hearth 

As from the Jiaughticst' palace. He, 
whose soul 

Ponders this true equality, may walk 
The fields of earth with gratitude and 
hope; 

Yet, in that meditation, will he find 
Motive to sadder grief, as we have found ; 
Lsementing ancient virtues overthrown. 
And for the injustice grieving, that hath 
made 

So wide a difference between man and 

mw* 


Then let us rather fix bur gladdened 
thought^' 

Upon Cha ^brighter scene. How blest 
''.hat' pair 

Of blooming Bqys (whom we beheld even 
, now) t 

Blest.in their several and their cqmmcm 


lot 


A few short *kouni of each returning day 
rriie thriving pfisoners of the|Pvillag:- 
school: ^ 


And thence tlet^ loose, to seek the(« 
pleasant Ir^lhes • 

Or range the grassy lawn in vacancy ; 

To breathe and to be happy, run and 
. shout 

Idle,—but no delay, no harm, no loss ; 
Fpr every genial power of heaven and 
earth, *■ ' 

Through all the seasons of the chsbigeful 
• year, 

Obse'quiounly doth ta^c upon HerstUfi 
To labour fur them ; bringing each in 
turn , *- 

I'he tribut,'' of enjoyment, knowledge 
health, 

Beauty, or strength! Such privilege 
is theirs, • > ^ , 

Granted alike in the o'ijtset of thejr course 
To both ; and, if that partnership must 
cease, ^ , 

I grieve not," to the Pastor here he 
turned, 

“ Much as I glory in that child of yours. 
Repine not for bis cottage-comrade, 
whom 

Belike no higher destiny afvaits 
Than the old hereditary wish fulfilled; 
The wish for liberty to live—content 
With what Heaven grants, and die—in 
peace of mind, 

Within the bosom of his native vale. 

At least, whatever fate the noon of life 
Reserves for cither,* sure if is that both 
Have been permitted to enjoy the dawn j 
Whether regarded as a jocund time. 

That in itself may terminf^te, or lead - 
In course of nature to a sober eve. 
Both have been fairly dealt with ; look« 
ing buck 

They will allow that jtistice has in thein 
Been shown, alike to body and to mind" 


' He paused, as if revolving in his soul 
Some weighty matter; th^, 'with 
fervent voice • 

And an impassioned majesty, exclaimed— 


“ O for the coming 6 f that glorious 
time 

When, prizing knowledge as her noblest 
wealth 

And best protectloorthis imperial Realm. 
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While she exacts allegiance, shall admit 
An obligation, on her part? to teach 
Them who are horn to serve obey; 

Binding *herself by statute to.secigre 
For aU the children whom her soil main- 
' tains “ 

The rudiments of letter^, and inforth 
The mind with moral and Religious' truth. 
Both understood and practfsed,—so that 

ftowev^destltute, be Ifift to droop 

f ly timely culture unsuslained : or* run 
nto a wild d^order be forced 
To drudge through a weary life without 
the help 

Of intellectual implements and tools^; 

A savage horde among the civilised,'' 

• A servUe band among the ^ lordly free ! 
This sacred right, the lisping fiabe jfto- 
dlaims 

To be inherent^in him, by Heaven’s will, 
Fomtha protection of his j^Licence ; 
And the rude bov—who, having overpast 
The sinless^K, Iby conscience is enrolled, 
Yet mutmoysTy knit;? his an^y brow, 
lifts 1 lis wilful hand on imschicf beat. 
Or tUms the godlike facility of speech 
To impjou^s^—process indirect 
Declares his due, ^ile he makes known 
hi? nee^ 

—dThis sacred right is fruitlessly an- 
" nounced. 

This universal plea in vain addressed. 

To eyes and ears of parents who them¬ 
selves 

Did, in the time ^ their necessity, 

. Urge it in vain; ^d, therefore, like a 
jMiayer * 

That from the humblest floor ascends to 
heaven, [ear; 

It mounts to reach the State's parental 
Who, if indeed she own a mothers heart. 
And be not most unfeelingly devoid 
Of gratitude to Prov^ence, will grant 
The unquestionable good—whicli, Eng- 
IStna, safe 

T^rom interference of external force, 
‘''May grant af leisure; without risk in¬ 
curred 

That what in wisdom for herself she doth, 
Others shall e’er h« able to undo. 

Y^xik 1 and Behold, from Calpe's sun* 
» burnt cliffs * 

To t^e flat margin of the Baltic sea, 
Long-reBereqjted • titles cast away as 
weeds; 

Laws overturned; and tcR^ritory split. 
Like fields of ice rent by the polar wind, 
And forced to join in less obnoxious 
shapes 

Which, ere they gain, consistence, by a 
gti»t 


_ t?* 

Of the aame breath are shattered and 
destroyed. 

Meantime the sovereignty of these fair 
Isles 

Remains entire and indivisible: 

And, if that ignorance were removed, 
which breeds e 

' Wjthin the compass of their several 

• shores 

Darkf'discontent, or loud commotvSn, 
each ^ * 

Might still preserve the beautiful repose 
Of heavenly tjodies shining in their 
s^iheres." 

—Tim discijilinc of slavery is unknown 
Among us,—hence the more do we re* 
quire 

The discipline of virtue ; order else 
Cannot subsist, nor confidence, nor peace. 
Thus, duties rising out of good possest 
And prudent caution needful to avert 
Impending evil, equally require 
That the whole people should be taught 
and trained. 

So shall licentiousness and black resolve 
Be rotited out, and virtuous habits take 
Their plac’; and genuine piety descend. 
Like an inheritance, from age to age. 

With such foundations laid, avaunt 
the fear 

Of numbers crowded on their native 
soil. 

To the prevention of all healthful growth 
Through mutual injury I Ramer in the 
law 

Of increase and the mandate from above 
Rejoice !—and ye have special cause for 
joy. 

—For, as the element of air affords 
An easy passage to the industrious bees 
Fraught with their burthens; and a 
way as smooth 

For those ordained to take their sounding 
- flight 

From the thronged hive, and settle 
where they list 

In fresh abodes—their labour to renew; 
So the wide waters, open to the power. 
The will, the instincts, and appointed 
needs 

Of Britain, do invite her to cast off 
Her swarms, and in succession send them 

• forth; 

Bound to establish new communities 
On every shore whose aspect favours hope 
Or bold adventure ; promising to skill 
And perseverance their deserved reward. 

Yes," he continued, kindling as he 
spake, 

** Change wide, and deep, and silently 
performed. 
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This l^nd shall witness; and as days 
Tou on* 

Earth's universal frame shall feel the 
effect ; 

Even till the smallest habitable rock. 
Beaten by lonely billows, hear the songs 
Of humanised society ; and bloom 
With civil arts, that shall breathe fc^th 
V their fragrance, 

A/lirateful tribute torall-ruUng Heaven 
From culture, unexclusivcly bestowed 
On Albion’s noble Race in freedom born. 
Expect these mighty issues : from the 
' pains * 

And faithful care of unambitious s^jliools 
Instructing simple childhood’s ready 
ear : 

Thence look for these magniheeut results! 
—Vast the circumference of hope—and ye 
Are at its centre, British Lawgivers ; 
Ah ! sleep not there m shame ! Shall 
Wisdom’s voice 

P'rom out the bosom of these troubled 
times 

Repeat the dictates of her calmer mind. 
And shall the venerable halls ye fill 
Refuse to echo the sublime decree ? 
Trust not to partial care a general good ; 
Transfer not to futurity a work 
Of urgent need.—Yoiir Country must 
complete 

Her glorious destiny. Begin even now. 
Now, when oppression, like the Egyptian 
plague 

Of darkness, stretched o’er guilty Europe, 
makes 

The brightness more conspicuous that 
invests 

The happy Island where ye think and 
act; 

" Now, when destruction is a prime pur¬ 
suit. 

Show to the wretched nations for what 
end 

The powers of civil polity were given.’,’ 

Abruptly here, but with a graceful 
air. 

The Sage broke off. No sooner had he 
ceased 

Than, looking forth, the gentle Lady said. 
'* Behold the shades of afternoon have 
fallen 

Upon this flowery slope; and see-ci 
beyond— 

The silvery lake is streaked with placid 
blue ; 

As if preparing for the peace of evening. 
,ifow to^tingly the landscape shines 1 
Hie air 

Breathes invitation ; easy is the walk 
f Vo fhh lake's margin, where a boat lies 
'ibQored 


Under a sheltering tree.’,’—Upon this 
hint ' 

We roseftogftther : all were pleased ; but 
most” 

The ^e-inteou*; girl, whose cheek!'Was 
, flushed wit( joy. 

Ligh c a sunbeam glides along ti^ hills 

She vanisiiec-t-eager to impart the siflieme 
To her loved brociier and his shy com* 
t peer. * 

—Now was there bustle in tm Vicar’s 
■ house fv 

And earnest ci^Leparation.—Forth we 
went, •• 

And down the vale along the streamlet’s 
, edge 

Pursued our way, a broken company, 
Mute or^copv'ersing, fSingle or m pairs. 
Thus having reached* a bridge, .that * 
overarched * 

The hasty rivulet where jt lay becahned 
In a deep pvol, by happy chance we*s^w 
A two-fold image ; on g, grassy bank 
A snow-white ram, and lia^the crystal 
flood 

Another and the same ! Most beat'^tiful. 
On the green turf, with his imperial 
front 

Shaggy and bold, add wreathed horns 
superb, ^ 

The breathing creature stood; * as, 
beautiful. 

Beneath him, shewed his shadowy 
counterpart. 

Each had his glowing mountains, each 
his sky, 

And each seemed ceiure of ^is own fair ■ 
world : 

Antipodes unconscious of each other, . 
Yet, in partition, with their several 
spheres, 

Blended in perfect stillness, to our sight ! 

“ Ah ! what a pity were it to disperse. 
Or to disturb, so fair a spectacle, « 
And yet a breath can do it I ” ** ‘ 

These few wordt^ 
The Lady whispered, wliile^ we stood and' 
gazed 

Gathered .together, all in still delight. 

Not without awe. Thence passing 014 
she said * 

l^n like low voice to my p^articular ear, . 

* I love to hear that eloquent old Man 
Pour forth his meditations, and decant 
On human life from infanc^ to^^ 

How pure his spirit I in what vivid hues. 
His mind gives back the various forms' 
of things, “ 

Caught in their fairest, happiest, attitude^lv 
Whfle he is speakinyg, 1 have power to see 
Even as he sees ; but when his Voiceliath ^ 
ceased,, . ' 



DISCOURSft: OF THE WANDERER, ETC 673 


Thenir with a sigh, sometimes 1 feel, as 
“ow, . • 

That Combinations so serene ai\|^ bright 
Cannot be lasting in a world like ours, 
Whose highe^'t beautv-, beautiful as it is, 
Like that redacted in*yon quiet plbol. 
Seems but a fleeting '|un-bcafn's gift, 
whose peace • . 

The <^f[erance only of a breath of aif ! 


More had she said—••but sportiv^shoutsv| 
were heard 

Sent from tlte jocundi^arts of those two 
Boys, 

Who, bearing each a basket on his arm, 

Do^n the green field came tripping affer 
_s. ^ 

With c;*ution,^c embarfteef; anePnow 
i» the iJ^ir 

For prouder service were ad^rest ; 

• but each, «, , 

• Wishful to leave an opening for my 
choice, * 

Dropped^lm light var his eager hand had 
V st^feefl. • 

THanks given for tliat hccomiiig courtesy. 

Their v’laiCC I took—and for a grateful 
f)ffice • V 

Pregnant with recollections of the time 
iWhen. o1#thy bosom, spacious Winder- 
mere t 


A Youth, I priictised this delightful art ; 
Tossed on the waves akiuc, or 'mid a 
crew 

Of joyous comrades. Soon as the reedy 
margin 

Was cleated, I dipped, with arms ac- 
^•enrdant, oars 

Free from obstruction; and the boat 
advanced 

. Through crystal water, smoothly 'Os a 
hawk, 

That, disq|i tangled from the shady 
boughs ' * 

Of«omn thick wood, her place of covert? 
cleaves 

With corraspondent wings the abyss of 
air. 

—** Observe,” the Vicar said, “ yon 
rocky isle 

With birch-trees fringed ; my hand shall 
* - guide tile helm. 

While thithe^ard we shape our couise^ 
or while ^ 

Wh th§t o^ier, on the western shore; 
Where the!* bare columns of those lofty 
- firs. 

Supporting gi^cefully a iftassy dome 
Of sombre foliage, seem to imitate 
A Grecian temple rising from the Deep.” 


PTurn Where we may,’ 

err. 


said I, “we 




In this delicious region.”—Cultured 
slopes, 

Wild tracts of forest-ground, and scat¬ 
tered groves. 

And mountains bare, or clothed with 
ancient woods, « 

Surrounded us ; and, as wc held our way 
T^long the level 6 f the glassy flood^ 
Thpy ceased not to surruimd us ; rliange 
of place, • • 

From kindred features diversely com¬ 
bined. 

Producing ch'&nge of beauty ever new. 

—Ah ! that such'btauty, varying in the 
• light 

Of living nature, cannot be portrayed 
By words, nor by the pencil’s silent 
skill ; 

But is the property of him alone 
Who hdth beheld it, noted it with care, 
And in his mind recorded it with love 1 
Suffice it, therefore, if the rural Muse 
Vouchsafe sweet influence, while her 
Poet speaks 

Of trivial occupations well devised. 

And unsought pleasures springing up by 
chance : 

As if some friendly Genius had ordained 
That, as the day thus far had been en¬ 
riched 

Bv ac<iuisition of sincere delight. 

The same should be continued to its close. 

One spirit animating old and young, 

A gipsy-fire we kindled on the shore 
Of the fair Isle with birch-trees fringed— 
and there, 

Merrily seated in a ring, partook 
A choice repast—served by our j'uung 
companions 

With rival earnestness and kindred glee. 
Launched from our hands the smooth 
stone skimmed the lake ; 

With shouts we raised the echoes;— 
stiller sounds 

The lovely Girl supplied—a simple song. 
Whose low toiica reached not to the dis- 
stant rocks 

To be repeated thence, but gently sank 
Into our hearts ; and charmed the peace¬ 
ful flood. 

Rapaciously wc gathq^-ed flowery spoils 
From land and water : lilies of each hue— 
Golden and white, that float upon the 
waves, 

And court the wind ; and leaves of that 
shy plant, 

(Hot flowers were shed) the lily of the 
va e. 

That loves the ground, and from the sun 
withholds 

Her pensive beauty; from the breeze "bet 
, sweets. 
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Such proi^uct, aud such pastime, did 
the place . 

Aud season yield; but, as we re-em* 
barked. 

Leaving, in quest of other scenes, the 
shore e 

Of that wild spot, the Solitary said ^ 

In low voice, yet careless who might 
sar, V 

The fire, that burned so brightly to (jur 
1 ‘ wish. 

Where is it now ?—Desf-rted on the 
, beach— 

Dying, or dead ! Nor shall the fanning 
breeze 

Revive its ashes. What care we for this, 
are gained ? Behold an em-i| 
blem here 

Of one day’s {deasure, and all mortal 
joys ! 

And. in this unpremeditated slight 
Of that which is no longer needed, see 
The common course of human grati¬ 
tude ! ” 

This plaintive note disturbed not the 
repose. 

Of the still evening. Right across the 
lake 

Our pinnace moves ; then, coasting creek 
and bay. 

Glades we behold, and into thickets peep. 
Where couch the sjiotted deer ; or raised 
our eyes 

To shaggy steeps on whicli the careless 
goat ■ 

Browsed by the side of dasliing water¬ 
falls ; 

And thus the bark, meandering with the 
shore. 

Pursued her voyage, till a natural pigr 
Of jutting rock invited us to land." 

Alert to follow as the Pastor led, 

We clumb a green lull’s side; and, as we 
clomb. 

The Valley, opening out lier bosom, gave 
Fair prospect, intercepted less and less, 
O'er the flat meadows and indented coast 
Of the smooth lake, in compass seen :— 
far off. 

And yet conspicuous, stood the old 
Church-tower, 

In majesty |)residiug over fields 
And habitations seemingly preserved 
Frmn all intrusion of the restless world 
' ,By rocks impassable and mountains huge. 

* -r 

. Soft heath this elevated spot supplied, 

5 '^d choice of moss-clad stones, whereon 
>1' ■ we couched 

Sate reclined ; admiring quietly 
..'^^generjd aspect of the scene; but each 


Not seldom ovei anxious to make known 
His own «d^scpveries ; or .to favourite*, 
points r 

Directing notice, merely from a wish 
To impart a joy. imperfect whele un-^ 
Shared. 

That ra)pturouS(, moment never shall I 
, forget » 

Wljen these particular interest^ were . 

effaced ' - 

From every mind !—Already had thlrsun, ^ 
■Sinking with less^iVan ordinary state. 
Attained his western bound; but rays 
of light— 

Now suddenly diverging from the orb 
Retired behind the mouatain*top^ or 
veiled 

By ^ne dedsc'air—shot qnwards to the 
crown » 

Of thr blue firmament—aloft, and wide : 
And miiltitud<^ of little ^a^ting claudsw 
Through their ethereal texture pierced—' 
ore we, ' ^ 

Who saw, of change w'ere conscious—had 
become ‘ * it' 

Vivid as fire ; clouds separately poised,— 
Innumerable multitude of forms 
Scattered through half ^iie' circle df the 
sky; 

.And giving back, and shedding each oijb 
each. 

With prodigal communion, the bright 
hues 

Which from the unapparent fount of 
glory 

They had imbilied, and ceased not to 
receive. ‘ 

That which the heavens displayed,* Ihe- 
liquid deep 

Repeated ; but w'ith unity, sublime I 

While from the grassy mountain’s open 
side , „ 

We gazed, in silence hushed, with eyes 
intent 

On the refulgent spectacle, diffuse^ 
Through earth, sky, water, and all visible 
space, 

The Priest ju holy transport thus ex« 
claimed: 

" Eternal Spirit ! universal God I 
ipo^er inaccessible to human thought. 

Save by de^ees and steps which £lu>u 
hast deigned 

To furnish ; for this eflluence of thyself. 
To the infirmitv of mortal sense 
Vouchsafed ; this local- transitory type 
Of thy paternal splendours, and the pomp 
Of those who fill thy courts in hi^^iest, 
heaven. 

The radiant Cherubim ,■ —accept ..ipe 
thanks . ' 
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Which we, thy humble jCrcatures, here 
convened, 

* Presume to T>ffer ; we, wh»-*-froin the 

breast • • 

Of thft frail earth, poxmittod to behold 
The fault reflections •vily of thy feicc— 
Are yet exalted, and in soul adore ! 

. Such as they are who«^n thy presence 
stand • 

* Unsuil^d, incorruptible, and drink * 
Imperishable majesty streamed forth 

* From thv empvreaWthrone, the tV-ct of 

earth m ' ^ 

Shall be—divested at tfle appointed hour 
Of all dishonour, cleansed from mortal 
stain. o • 

—Abcninplish. then, their number ; and 
cniiflude • ■ • « 

Tiqjc’s weary* course ! Or if. bv thy 
decree, 

The sunmiation that will coiTtc lu 

. • ^ stcaltli ^ • '> 

Be yet •far distant. let tliy Word prevail. 
Oh 1 let fh^ Word,prevail, to taki .aw.ay 
Tim stlligBof human nature- Spread the 
r law, • 

As it is written in thy holy book, 
Throtighout ml^ands : let every nation 
diear 

|The high%ohest. and every heart obey : 
jBoth for the love of purity^, and hope. 
Which it affords, to such as do thy will 
And i>ersevere in good, that they shall 
rise. 

To have a nearer view of thee, in heaven, 
—Father of good ! this pray’er in bounty 
granW 

Infiiercy grant it, to thy wretched sons. 
Then, nor till then, shall persecution 
cease. 

And cruel wars expire. The way is 
marked. 

The guide appointed, and the ransom 
paid. * • 

Algs I the nations, who of yore received 
These tidings, and in Christian temples 
, . meet . 

,Tbe sacrea truth to acknowledge, linger 
still; 

Preferring bonds and darkifcss to a state 
Of holy freedofh, by redeeming love 
•Profta-ed t^ all, while yet on earth de. 
tained. • 

• • • 

•So^e the manjf; and the thoughtful 

reW, • • 

Who in the anguish of their souLs bewail 
This dh^ perverseness, cannot choose but 
ask, • 

Shall it endure'?—Shall enmity and strife. 
Falsehood and guile, be left to sow their 
seed: 

And the kind never perish ? Is the hope 


Fallacies, or shall righteousness obtain 
A peaceable dominion, wide as earth. 
And ne'er to fail ? Shall that blest day 
arrive 

When they, whose choice or lot it is to 
dwell 

In crowded cities, withotit fear shall live 
Studious of mutual benefit ; and he. 
Whom Morn awakens, among dews and 
* flowers • ! 

Of every clime, to till the lonely fie^. 

Be happy in himself ?—The haw <jf faith 
W'orkiiig through love, such conquest 
' shall it gain, 

Sivh triumph over sin and guilt achieve ? 
Almighty l.ord, thy further grace impart! 
.■\ud with that helji the wonder shall be 
seen 

Fulfilled, the hope aceoinidished; and 
th\* praise 

^ Be sung with tr.insi>ort and iiiiccnsing joj’. 

Once,” and with mild demeanour, as 
he spake. 

On us the venerable Pastor turned 
His beaming eye that had been raised to 
Heaven. 

" Once, while the Name, Jehovah, was 
a sound 

Within the circuit of this sea-girt isle 
Unheard, the savage nations l^wed the 
head 

To (lods delighting iti remorseless deeds ; 
(h)ds which themselves had fashioned, to 
promote 

Til purposes, and flatter foul desires. 
Then, in the bosom of yon mountain-cove. 
To those inventions of corrupted man 
Mysterious rites were, solemnised; and 
there— 

Amid impending rocks and gloomy 
wood.s— 

Of those terrific Idols some received 
Such dismal service, that the loudest 
voice 

Of the swnln cataracts (which now are 
heard 

Soft murmuring) was too weak to over¬ 
come, 

Though aided by wild winds, the groans 
and shrieks 

Of human victims, offered up to appease 
Or to propitiate. Afid, if living eyes , 
Had visionary faculties to see 
The thing that h»h been as the thing 
that is, 

Aghast we might behold this crystal Mei?e 
Bedimmed with smoke, in wreaths vol¬ 
uminous. 

Flung from the body of devouring fixes* 
To Taranis erected on the h^ghts 
By prieslly hands, for sacrifice performed 
Exultingfy, in view of open day 
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And full assemblage of a batbarolis host; I 
Or to AndateSf female Power I who gave 
(For so they fancied) glorious victory. 

—A few rude monuments of mountain' 
stone ^ 

Survive; all else is swept away.—How 
bright 

The appearances of things I From such\ 
^ow changed 

The fisting worship;* and with those 
, compared. 

The worshippers how innocent and blest I 
So wide the difference, a willing min^ 
Might almost think, at this affecting hour. 
That paradise, the lost abode of man„ 
Was raised again : and to a happy few. 

In its originsil beauty, here restored. 

Whence but from thee, the true and 
only God, 

And from the faith derived through Hun 
who bled 

Upon the cross, this marvellous advance 
Of good from evil; as if one extreme 
Were left, the other gained.—O ye, who 
come 

To kneel devoutly in yon reverend Pile, 
Called to such office by the peaceful 
sound 

Of sabbath bells ; and ye, who sleep hi 
earth. 

All cares forgotten, round its hallowed 
walls ! 

For you, in presence of this little band 
Gathered together on the green hill-side, 
Your Pastor is emboldened to prefer 
Vocal thanksgivings to the eternal King : 
Whose love, whose counsel, whose com¬ 
mands. have made 

Your very poorest rich in peace of 
thought 

And in good works ; and him, who Li en¬ 
dowed 

" With scantiest knowledge, master of all 
truth 

Which the salvation of his soul requires. 
Conscious of that abundant favour 
showered 

On you, the children of my humble care. 
And this dear land, our country, while on 
earth 

We sojourn, have I lifted up my soul, 

J oy giving voice t(f fervent gratitude. 
These barren rocks, your stem inherit¬ 
ance : 

. These fertile fields, that recompense your 
pains; 

The shadowy vale, the sunny mountain- 
top 

Woods -waving in the wind their lofty 
heads, 

. pr hushed; the roaring waters, and the 


■JS_ 


They see the offering of my lifted hinds. 
They hear my lijss present their sacrifice*. 
They kno^ if I be silent, mom or-eveu't 
For, thdagh 'in whispers speaking, the full 
heart ^ 

Will find a vent; tond thought is' praise' 
to him. 

Audible praise, to thee, omniscient Mind, 
From whom all gifts descend, all blessings 
“flow!" , ^ * 


Thisf vesper-servicQ closed, without de¬ 
lay. 

From that exalted station to the plain . 
Descending, we pursued our, homeward 


, course. 

In mute composure, o’er the shadowy 
l»kc, , , t 

Under a faded sky. No fiace i%mained 
Of those celestial splendours; grey the 
vhult— . 

Pure, cloudless! ether; dhd the stilr fif • 
eve 

Was wanting ; but (pferion Irjhts ap¬ 
peared , t ' 

Faintly, too faint almost for sight; s/rd 


some 

Above the darkened hill': r.tood baldly 
forth 

In twinkling lustre, ere the boabi attained. 
Her mooring-place ; where, to the shel-^ 
tering tree. 

Our youthful Voyagers bound fast her 
prow, 

With prompH yet careful hands. This 
done, we paced 

The dewy fields ; but ere the Vjoar’s door 
Was reached, the Solitary checked , his 
steps : 

Then, intermingling thanks, on each 
bestowed 

A farewell salutation ; and, the like 
Receiving, took the slender path that 
leads * * 

To the one cottage in the lonely dq|l: 
But turned not without .welcome promise 
made , 

That he would share the pleasures and. 
pursuits 

Of yet another summer’s day, not loth 
To wander with us thrdugn the fertile 
vales. ^ *. 

And o’er the mountain-wastes. **Aa- 
<■' other sun,” • 

Said he, “ shall shide upon ,ub* ere we 

part; V ^ 

Another sun, and peradventure morej 
If time, with ^ree consent be yours to' 
give, * '• 

And season favours." 

To enfeebled Power, - 
From this communiou with uiiinJilre4- 
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What renovation had been brought 
and what • 

Dei^rpe of healing to a v^oupded spi^t. 
Dejected, and habitually dispoa^ 

To seek, in degradation of the Rind, 
Exc^e and solace fjfc her own defects; 
How far those erring notions Aw^re re* 

' formed; . * , 

And whether aught, of tendency as gc^d 


And gure, from further intercourse en* 
sued: 

This—^if delightful hopes, as heretofcare. 
Inspire the serious song, and gentle 
Hearts 

Cherish, and lofty Minds approve the 
past— j * 

i My future labours may not leave un> 
" told. • 


•o 
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verily 


Giordano? verily Tiff Pencil’s skill 
Hath here portraj^d with Nature's 
happiest grace 

The fair Endymion couched on P.atgios- 
■ hill: 

And r^an gaaing on tha Shepherd's fat* 
rapiure,-*yet suspending her embrace. 
As not unconscious with what power 
, the thrill • 

Of ner most timid touefnhis sleep would 
•hase, " 

And, WiA his ^eep, that beauty calm 
and still. • 

O may this work diavc found its last 
retreat 

Here in a mc^utain-Bard’s secure abode. 
One to whom, yet a School-boy, Cyn- 
, thit showed 

A face of love which he in love would 
greet. 

Fixed, by her smile, upon some rocky 
seat: 

Or lured along where gre^n-wood paths 
he trod. 

• Rydad Mount, 1846. 

'V^HO but is pleased to watch the moon 
on high 

Travelling where she from time to time 
enshrouds 

Her head, and nothing loth her Majesty 
Renoundbs, tilh among the scattered 
^ clouds 

One with its kindling edge declares tiiat 
soop 

H'Will reappear before the uplifted eye 
'A Form as bright, as beautiful a moon. 
To glide in open prnspect through 
clear skf. 

Pity thi^ such a promise e’er should 
prove 

False in*the issud, that yon seeiA&ng 

• * 

Of^y^&hoUd be in truth the steadfast 
face 

Of a cloud flat and dei^e, through which 
must ihove, 

(By transit not unlike man’s frequent 
doomj 

The wanderer lost in more determined 
gloom I ' 1846. 


I 

i . 

has Man, in 


Whicrk lici the truth ? 

^ wisdom's creed 

^ pitiable doom : for respite brief 

A carp more anxious, or a heavier 
grief ? 

Is he ungrateful, and doth little heed 

God's bounty, soon forgotten ; or in¬ 
deed. 

Must Man, with labour born, awake to 
sorrow 

When flowers rejoice and Larks with 
rival speed 

Spring from their nests to bid the Sun 
good morrow ? 

They mount for rapture as their songs 
pioclaim 

Warbled in hearing both of earth and sky; 

But o’er the contrast wherefore heave a 
sigh ? 

Like those aspirants let us soar—our aim. 

Through life’s worst trials, whether 
shocks or snares, 

A happier, brighter, purer Heaven 
than theirs. 1846. 

ILLUSTRATED UOOKS AND NEWSPAPERS. 

Discourse was deemed Man’s noblest 
attribute. 

And written words the glory of his hand: 

Then followed Printing with enlarged 
command 

For thought—dominion vast and abso¬ 
lute 

For spreading truth, and making love 
expand. 

Now prose and verse sunk into disrepute 

Must lacquey a dumb Art that best can 
suit 

The taste of this once-intellectual 
Land. 

A backward movement surely have 
we here, 

From manhood—back to childhood j 
for the age— 

Back towards cavetned life’s first rude 
career. 

Avaunt this vile abuse of pictured page I 

Must eyes be all in all. the tongue and 
ear 

Nothing ? Heaven keep us from a lower 
stage! 1846. 
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The unremittixtg voice of nightly streams 
That wa^e ^ oft, we think, its tuneful 
powers. 

If neither soothing to^the worm that 
gleams 

Through dewy grass, nor small birds 
hushed in borers. 

Nor unto silent leaves and drowsy 
flowers,— • 

The ^ice of unpretending harmony ^ 
(For who what is shall nleasure by what 
. ‘Stfems 

To be, or not to be. 

Or tax high Heaven with ^rodigaht^f ?) 
Once not a healing influence that can 
creep 

Into the human breast, and mix with 
sleep 

To regulate the motion of our dreams 
For kindly issues—as through every clime 
Was felt near miurmuring brooks in 
earliest time : 

As at this day. the rudest swains who 
dwell 

Where torrents roar, or hear the tinkling 
knell 

Of water-breaks, with grateful heart 
could tell. 

I KNOW an aged Man constrained to 
dwell 

In a large house of public charity. 

Where he abides, as in a Prisoner’s cell, 
With numbers near, alas ! no company. 

When he could creep about, at will, 
though poor 

And forced to live on alms, this old 
Man fed 

A Redbreast, one that to his cottage door 
Came not, but in a lane partook his 
bread. 

There, at the root of one particular tree. 
An easy seat this worn-out Labourer 
found 

While Robin pecked the crumbs upon 
his knee 

Laid one by one, or scattered on the 
ground. 

Dear intercourse was theirs, day after 
day; 

What signs of muti^al gladness when 
they met! 

Think of their common peace, their 
simple play, 

The parting moment and its foiid 
regret. 

Months pass^ in love that failed not to 

jlio .stMte of season’s change, its own 

; oi^and. 


By fluttering pinions here and busy bill 
There' by cares&es from a tremulous ; 
hand. * • , 


Thus in ^:he bhosen spot a tie so stro^ 
Was formed between the solitary, pair, 
That when his fate ihad housed him mid' 
a throng 

The C^tive ^hunned all converse 
■ proffered there. 

Wife*, children, kindred, they Weret^ead 
and gone ; • 

But, if no evil ha]^Vlis wisljes crossed. 
One living Stay wa^ left, and on that one 
Some recompense for all that he had 
lost. 


O ihat the good old Man had power 
• tq.prove, , i 

By message sent through feir or visiljle 
token. 

That Stoll he loves the Bird, and still must 
love; 

That friendship lasts though fello>'vship 
is broken ! , * c 

_ 11S46. 

A 

TO AN OCTOGKNARIAN. 


Affections lose their qbjects; Time 
brings forth , 

No successors ; and, lodged in liiamory, ^ 
If love exist no longer, it must die,— 
Wanting accustomed food must pass 
from earth, 

Or never hope to reach a second birth. 
This sad belief, the happiest that is 
left 

To thousands, share not thou; (howe'er 
bereft, 

Scorned, or neglected, fear not such a 
dearth. 

Though poor and destitute of friends 
thou art. 

Perhaps the sole survivor of thy race. 

One to whom Heaven assigns that 
^ mournful part . 

The utmost solitude of age to face. 

Still shall be left some comer of ^he hearty 
Where Love for living Thing can And ^ 
place. 

* 1846. 

» I » (a 

How beautiful the Queen of Night, on 
high 

Het* way pursuing among scattered clouds# 
Where, ever and anoa, her head she^ 
shrouds • « 

Hidden from view in dense obscurity. 

But Look, and to ^he watchful eye 
A brightening edge will indicate that 
soon 

We shall behold the struggling Moon 
Break forth,—again to walk the dear 
blue sky. 
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-Why should we weep or mourn.— 
Angelic boy, • 

For such thou wert ere^frgni our sight 
removed, • 0 

Holy, and ever dutiful—beloved 
Front day to day with never-ceasing 
joy, •* 

And hopes as dear a^ could \he heart 
employ • • 

^ In aii^t to earth pertaining ? Death has 
proved * 

- His might, or less his mercy, as behoved—. 
Death con|cious %]brjt he only could 
destroy • 

The bodily frame. That beauty is laid 
low 

To, moulder in a far-off field of Aorfie ; 
But Heaven is now, blest Child, th)% 
Spirit’s lg)me : * 

When such choice communion which we 
know, • 

^ (Is felt, thy Tioman burial-place will be 
Surely a sweet remembrancer of Thee. 

, . _ ^_ i«46- 

S'RINTED AT THE 1 ?ND OK A “ POST- 
sAiPT” in 1835. pffoM MSS. WRITTEN 

MORE THAN THIRTY YFARS EA'CLIICR. 

e * % 

He^c might 1 pause, and bend in 
*reveience 

•To Nature, and the power of human 
minds; 

To men as they are men within them¬ 
selves. 

How oft high service is performed 
within. 

When a^ the external man is rude in 
show; 

Ndl like a temple rich with pomp and 
gold, 

But a mere mountain chapel that 
I^tects 

Us simple worshippers from sun and 
showed• 

Of these, said 1 , shall be my song; 
these. 

If future ^.ars mature me for the task, 
j Will X record the praises, making verse 
Deal boldly with substantial things— 
in truth * 

And sanctity of passion, speak of these, 
t That justi^ may be done, obeisance 
paid . 

Where it is* due. Thus haply shall*! 
• Uach * 

Inspire, illircmgh unadulterated cars 
Pour rapture, ^tenderness, and hope ; 
my theme « 

' No other th^ the very heart of man, 
‘As found among the best of those who 
live. 


Not«uaexalted by religious faith, 

Nor uninformed by books, good books* 
tliough few, 

In Nature’s presence: thence may I 
select 

Sorrow that is not sorrow, but delight, 
And miserable love tkat is not pain 
'To hear of, for^he glory that rraounds 
Therefrom to numan kind, and what 
• we are. ^ 

Be mine to fmlow with no timM step 
Where knowledge leads me ; it sRkTl be 
my prid^ 

That 1 have dared to tread this holy 
, ground, 

Speaking no dream, but things oracular, 
Matter not lightly to be heard by those 
Who to the letter of the outward 
promise 

Do ];i'ad the invisible soul; by men 
adroit 

In s])ecch, and for communion with 
the world, 

Accoiii]}lished, minds whose faculties 
are then 

Most active when they are most elo¬ 
quent, 

And elevated most when most admired. 
Men may be found of other mould than 
these ; 

Who arc their own upholders, to them¬ 
selves 

Encouragement and energy, and will, 
Expressing liveliest thoughts in lively 
words 

As native passion dictates. Others, too* 
There are, among the walks of homely 
life. 

Still higher, men for contemplation 
framed; 

Shy, and unpractised in the strife of 
phrase; 

Meek men. whose very souls perhaps 
would sink 

Beneath them, summoned to such in¬ 
tercourse. 

Theirs is the language of the heavens, 
the power, 

The thought, the image, and the silent 

Words are but under-agents in. their 
souls ; 

When they arc grasping with their 
greatest strength 

They do not breathe among them ; this 
I speak 

In gratitude to God, who feeds ouT 
hearts 

For His own service, knoweth, loveth 
us, 

When we arc unregarded by the world. 
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■ Page 30. ' * 

" The Borderers." , 

This Dramatic Piece was composed 
in 1795-6. It lay nearly from that time 
unregaraed among my papers, with¬ 
out being mentioned even to my most 
intimate friends. Having, however, im¬ 
pressions upon my mind which made 
me nnwilling to destroy the MS., I de¬ 
termined to undertake the responsibility 
of publishinjt it during my own life, 
rather than impose upon my successors 
the task of deciding its fate. Accord¬ 
ingly it has been revised with some care ; 
but, as it was at first written, and is 
now published, without any view to its 
exhibition upon the stage, not the slight¬ 
est alteration has been made in the 
conduct of the story, or the cemposition 
of the characters ; above all, in respect 
to the two leading persons of the drama, 
1 felt no inducement to make any change. 
The study of human nature suggests 
this awful truth, that, as in the trials 
to which life subjects us, sin and crime 
are apt to start from their very opposite 
qualities, so are there no limits to the 
hardening of the heart, and the 
.version'of the understanding to which 
they may carry their slaves. During 
my long residence in France, while the 
Revolution was rapidly advancing to its 
extreme of wickedness, 1 had frequent 
opportunities of being an eye-witness of 
thu process, and it was while that know¬ 
ledge was fresh upon my memory, that 
the Tragedy of “ The Borderers ” was 
composed. 

Page 75. 

“ The Poe^s Dream." 

• "Among ancient Trees there are few, 
I believe, at least in France, so worthy 
of attention as an Oak which may be 
seen in the ' Pays de Caux,’ about a 
ieawe from Yvetot, close to the church, 
Wld in the burial ^ound of Allonville. 


The height of this Tree does npt answer 
to its girth; the trunk, from the roots ' 
to,the summit”, forms a complete cone; 
and the inside of this cone is hollow 
throqghout ,thq whole o^ its height. 

The lower part of .its follow trunk 
has been transformed into a Chapel *of 
six or^even feet in diamet§T, carefully 
wainscotted and paved, * and an bpelt , 
iron gate guards the humble Sanctuary. 
Leading to it there is a stairqise, whi<^ ' 
twists round tjie body” of the Tree. At 
certain seasons of the year divine seryji^e 
is performed in this Chapel. 

The summit has been bpkgn ofF-tnjiny 
years, but there is a surface at the ,^top 
of the trunk, of the diameter fif a very 
large tree, and from it rises a pointed ^ 
roof, covered with slates, in the form of 
a steeple, which is surmounted with an 
iron Cross, that rises in a picturesque 
manner from the middle of the leaves, 
like an ancient Hermitage above the 
surroiinding Wood. Over the ^entrance 
to the Chapel an Inscription appearif,, 
which informs us it was erected by fhe 
Abb6 du Detroit, Curate of Allonville 
in the year 1696; and over a door is 
another, dedicating it ‘ To Our Lady of 
Peace.’ ” 

Saturday Ma(iasine,*No. 14. 

Page 131. ^ 

" The Seven Sisters" 

The story pf this poem is from the 
German of Frederica B|tUM. 


« • Page 140- . • 

" The Waggoner" ,* 

Several years after th6 eWnt*''th'at 
forms the subject of the P#bm, in compahy 
with my friendr the late Coleri^, 
I happened to fall in witfl the person 
to whom the name of Benjamin is given. 
Upon our expressing regret that We 
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hid not, for a long time, seen upon the 
toad either him or his waggom he said: 
—“ They conld not do nwitliout me : 

' and as to the man who whs'pul^in my 
place, QO good could come out of him; 
he was a man of no d^^as," • 

’The fact of mjr discarded* hero’s 
getting the horses out a great diffi¬ 
culty with a word, as related in the* 
*po3m, ^as told me bygan eye-witness.* 


• * 

• Page 

“ Song at t^ie Feast of Brougham Castle." 


Henry-Lord Clifford was the sr.xi ef 
Johd Lord Clifford, who was sl.'un at 
Towton field, which JohrsLwd Clitford 
wa&thc person who after the battle of 
Wakefield slew, in the pursuit, the 
youn& Earl of Hutland, son of the uukc 
•of York, who had fallen the battle, 
in paW of revenge " (say the Authors 
of the HfitSl'y of Qumberland and West- 
t “ for the Enrl'a Father had 
sliflK his.” A deed* which worthily 
blemished the author (saith Speed); “ but 
who," as he* adds, ” dare promise any¬ 
thing temperate of himself in the heat 
§f martiaFfury ? chiefly, when it was 
resolved not to leave any branch of the 
York line standing; for so one maketh 
this Lord to speak.” This, no doubt, I 
would observe by the bye, was an action 
sufficiently in the vindictive, spiut of 
the times, and yet not altogether bad 
as represanted; “ for the Earl was no 
as some writers would have him, 
but able to bear arms, being sixteen or 
seventeen ye.ars of age, as is evident from 
this (say the Memoirs of the Countess of 
Pembroke, who was laudably anxious to 
wipe away, as far as could be, this stigma 
from the ilfustrioift name to which she 
wait born), that he was the next Child* 
to King Edward the Fourth, which his 
.mother had by Kichard Duke of York, 
■^and that King was then eighteen years of 
age. It mav further be ol^erved, that 
. Lord Clifford, wjio was then himself only 
twenty-five years of age, had been a lead- 
tng man and commander, two or three 
, years togeth^ in the army of Lancasterji 
before this tune ; and, therefore, woula 
M*lfl 8 ^ 1 ik^y to thmk that the Earl of 
Rutland m%ht De_ entitled to mercy from 
his youth. But, independent of this act, 
at best a cruel and savage ohe, the Family 
of Clifford had done enough to draw upon 
them the vehement hatred of the House 
of York: so that after the Battle of 
TonMon there was no hope for them but 
4a. flight and coaeealmeiit. Henry, the 


subject Sf the poem, was deprived of his 
estate and honours during the space of 
twenty-four years; all which time he 
lived as a shepherd in Yorkshire, or in 
Cumberland, where the estate of his 
Father-in-law (Sir Lancelot Threlkeld) 
lay. He was restored tcyhis estate and 
bbnours in the first year of Henry the 
Seventh. It is recorded that, ” when 
callAl to Parliament, he behaved nobly 
and wisely ; but otherwise came sefacan 
'‘to London or the Coiurt; and rsLtner 
delighted to live in the country, wh^e 
he repaired several of his Castles, which 
had gone to decay during the late 
troubles.” Thus far is chiefly collected 
from Nicholson and Burn ; and I can 
<lidd, from my own knowledge, th^ there 
is a tradition current hi the village of 
ThrclkcM and its neighbourhood, his 
principal retreat, that, in the course of 
his shepherd-life, he had acquired great 
ustroiiornical knowledge. 

Page i66. 

” Earth helped him with the cry of blood." 

This line is froni “ The Battle of Bos- 
worth Field,” by Sir John Beaumont 
(brother to the dramatist), whose poems 
are written with much spirit, elegance, 
and harmony. 

Page 167. 

" And both the unUving Fish that swim 

Through BowscaU-tarn," etc. 

It is imagined by the people of the 
country that there are two immortal 
fish, inhabitants of this tarn, which 
lies in the mountains not far from Threl- 
keld.—Blericathara, mentioned before, 
is the old and proper name of the moun¬ 
tain vulgarly called Saddleback. 


Page 176. 

” living hiU." 

-“ awhile the living hill 

Heaved with convulsive throes, and aU. 
was still.” Dr. Darwin. 


« Page 181. 

■' The Wishing-gate." 

In the Vale of Grasmere, by the side 
of the old highway leading to Ambleside, 
is a gate which, time out of mind, has 
been called the Wishing-gate.” 

Having been told, upon what I thought 
good authcarity, that this gate had hoea. 
destrbyed, and the opening, where it 
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hung, walled up, I gave ve)at*immedi> 
ately to itiy feelings in these stanzas. 
But going to the place some time after, 
1 found, with much delight, my old 
favoiurite unmolested. 

(Page 220. 

Wild Redbreast," etc. % 
This sonnet, as poetry, explains jtself, 
yet the scene of the incident having*Decn 
wood, it may be doubted, as* a 
omt of natural history, whether the* 
ird was aware that his attention^ were 
bestowed upon a human, or even a liv¬ 
ing, creature. But a redbreast (vill 
perch upon the foot of a gardener at 
work, y^d alight on the handle of the 
spade when his hand is half upon it—tlxil 
I have seen. And under my own roof 1 
have witnessed affecting instances of the 
creature’s friendly visits to the chambers 
of sick persons, as described in the 
verses to the redbreast, i>age ii'y. One 
of these welcome intruders used fre¬ 
quently to roost upon a nail in the wall, 
from which a picture had hung, and was 
ready, as morning came, to pipe his song 
in the hearing of the invalid, who had 
been long confined to her room. These 
attachments to a particular person, when 
marked and continued, used to be 
reckoned ominous ; but the superstition 
is passing away. 

Page 229. 

" At the Grave oi Burns'* 

The following is extracted from the 
journal of my fellow-traveller, to wliich, 
as persons acquainted with my poems 
will know, 1 have been obliged on other 
occasions:— 

“ Dumfries, August, 1803. 

" On our way to the churchyard where 
Burns is buried, we were accompanied by 
a bookseller, who showed us the outside 
of Burns's house, where he had lived the 
last three years of his life, aud where he 
died. It has a mean appearance, and is 
in a bye situation; the front white¬ 
washed ; dirty about the doors, as most 
Scotch houses ar|; flowering plants in 
the window. Went to visit his grave; 
be lies in a comer of the churchyard, and 
bis second son, Francis Wallace, bdlide 
him. There is no stone to mark the 
spot; but a hundred guineas have been 
IBoUected to be expended upon some sort 
of monuihent. ‘ There,’ said the book¬ 
seller, pointing to a pompous monument, 
* Ubb Bit.—(1 have forgotten the name) 
: I—a remarkably clever man ; he was an 
'^tiiwney, and scarcely ever lost a cause 


he undertook^ Burns made many a 
lampoon upon him, and there they rest 
as you sefe.' AVe looked at Burns’s grave 
with xf.elaAcholy and painful reflections, 
repeating to each other his owp poet’s 
epitaph :— , • 

' Is th^rc a man,’ etc. 

’ “ The churchyard is full of grave- 

stbues and expenuive monumeniL in all* 
sorts,of fantastic shapes : obelislpwiseu 
pillar-wise, etc. S When our guide had*’ 
left us we turneefagaia to Burns’s grave, 
and afterwards went to his bouse, wip¬ 
ing to inquire after Mrs. Burns, who was 
g.)i)e to' spend some time by the sea-shore 
with her children. We spoke to the 
makl-scrvant'at the dodr.who mvited us 
forward, and we sate d<mn in thegxar- 
lour.,^ The walls wern coloured with a 
blue wash ; on one side,of"the fir<VtWai a 
mahogany dhsk ; opposite the window a* • 
clock, which Burns mentions, iK one of 
his letters, having received tis*!a present. 
The house was cleanly and dean iu.the * 
inside, the stairs K)i stone scoured wwte, 
the kitchen on the right side of th *pass- 
age, the parlour on the l# 1 !t.' In th^room 
I above the parlour the poet died, aKd his 
son, very lately, in the same room. Thi7 
servant told us she had lived foiu years 
with Mrs. Burns, who was now in great 
sorrow for the death of Wallace. She 
said that Mrs. B.’s* youngest son was now 
at Christ’s Hospital. We were glad to 
leave Dumfries, where we could think of 
little but poor Bums, and Kis moving 
about on that unpoetic ground.” 

Page 244. 

“ Jones ! as from Calais southward." 

(See dedication to Descriptive Sketches, 

, page 8.) ,, 

This excellent person, one of my earli¬ 
est and dearest friends, died^in the year 
1835. We were underfi^aduates together 
of the same year, at the same cculegei 
and companions in many a delightful' 
ramble through his own romantic couil|; 
try of North Wales. Mueb of the latter 
fpail't of his life he passed is comparative . 
solitude; which I know was oi^^eQ 
cheered by remembrance of tur ^uthful 
adventures, and of the beautiful x^ions 
which, at home and abroad, we had 
visited togetlfer. Let m»only ad^ ^at 
during the middle part of his life he 
resided many years (as Incumbent ai the ‘ 
living) at a Parsonage in Oxiordsbirs. 
which is the subject of the 7th. of the 
' " Miscellaneous Sotmots,” Part. '3. 
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Page 245. 

“ The King of Swe^n.*' 

In this and a Succeeding Scmn^f cm the 
same subject, let me be undersfnodfas a 
Poet avwing himself of the situation 
which the King of Sweden occupied, aad 
of the principles avowed in his mani¬ 
festos ; as'laying hold of t]j^esc advant¬ 
ages for the purpose of embodying moral 
truths. • 

Page • 

Danger whith ihev feqjr. and honour j 
itihtch Ihey understood not." 

Words in Lord Brooke’s IJfe of 
* Sir P. Sidney. ' 

• • P%^ 254- * * * 

• “ Zaragoza." 

Ir^thi^^SonneH am under some obliJia- 
*t<ens to one of an Italian autUbr, to which 
I cannot eefer. 

• 

• i> 3 Page 259. • 

“ Th^Germans on the Heights of Hock- 
heim." 

The event is thus recorded in the 

When the 
in one part ui 
the engagement they got to the brow of 
the hill, whence they had their first view 
of the Rhine. They instantly halted— 
not a gun was fired—not a voice heard : 

' they stood gazing on the river with those 

• feelings which the events of the last 
fifteen years*at once called up. I’rince 
Schwhftzenburg rode up to know the 
cause of this sudden stop ; they then 
gave three cheers, rushed after the enemy 
and drove them into the water.” 


journal# of - the day 
Aditrians took Hockheim, 


worn by t|je females is 'prpbably a rem¬ 
nant of the 0I4 Spanish connexion, which, 
if I do not much deceive myself, is trace¬ 
able in the grave deportment of its in¬ 
habitants. Bruges is imniparatively 
little disturbed by that curious contest, 
or rather conflict, of Flemish with Frencli 
propensities in matters of fastc. so con- 
^ucuous tluruugh othft: parts of Flanders, 
fn Bri^scls, the modern taste in costume, 
archit^ture, etc., hSs got the masters ; 
m, rihent there is a struggle : but Vft* 
Bruges old images are still paramount, 
and ni> air of monastic life among the 
quiet goings-cMi of a thinly-peopled city 
IS iifP-xprcssibly southing; a pensive 
‘grace seems tu be cast over all, even the 
'lejy children.— Extract from Journal. 

Page 268. 

” Where unremitting frosts the rocky 
crescent bleach " 

“ Let a wall of rocks be imagined from 
three to six hundred feet in height, and 
rising between France and Spain, so as 
physically to separate the two kingdoms 
—let us fancy this wall curved like a 
crescent, with its convexity towards 
France. Lastly, let ns suppose, that in 
the very middle of the wall, a breach of 
300 feet wide has been beaten down by 
the famous Roland, and we may have a 
good idea of what the mountaineers call 
the ‘ BREcirE de Roland.’ ”— Ray¬ 
mond's " Pyrenees." 

Page 260, 

“ Miserere Domme." 

See the beautiful song in Mr. Cole¬ 
ridge’s Tragedj”, “ JiEMORSK.” 


• Page jt 67 . 

o ^ “ Fish-Women." 

If in this Sonnet 1 should seem to have 
»,|»ome a little too hard upon the personal 
'.^pearance of the worthy Poissards of 
Cmaia, let Yne take shelter under the 
authority of lamented frieifd, the late 
Sir George Beai&nont. He, a most 
aoeurato observer, used to say of them, 
that their features and countenanci^ 
deemed to hav^ conformed to those of 
the dreatyres they deaft in ; at all events 
tbe rcSemblaace Vas striking. 

Page 267. • 

^Brugis." 

In this city are many vestiges of the 
splendour of the Burgundian Dukedom, 
and the long black mantle universally 


Page 269. 

“ Not like his great Compeers, indig- 
• nantly 

Doth Danube spring to life!" 

Before this quarter of the Black Forest 
was inhabited, the source of the Danube 
might have suggested some of those sub¬ 
lime images which Armstrong has so 
finely described ; at present, the contrast 
is most striking. The ^ring appears in 
§ capacious stone basin in front of a 
ducal palace, with a pleasure-ground 
opposite ; then, passing under the pave¬ 
ment, takes the form of a little, clear, 
bright, black, vigorous rill, barely wide 
enough tc tempt the agility of a child 
five years old to leap over it,—and enter¬ 
ing the garden, it joins, after a course of 
a few hundred yards, a stream inuc4 
' more considerable than itself, 
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, Page 269. » 

“ On approaching the Staub-bach." 

" The Staub'bach ” is a narrow stream 
which, after a long course on the heights, 
comes to the sharp edge of a somewhat 
overhanging precipice, overleaps it with 
a bound, and, after a fall of 930 feet, 
forms again a rivulft. The vocal po«/oirs 
of these musical beggars may seem to bre 
exaggerated ; but ihis wild and'savage 
^ajj- was utterly unlike any sounds I -had 
^er heard; the notes reached me frdin 
a distance, and on what occasion they 
were sung I could not guess, on*iy they 
seemed to belong, in some wav or nthcr. 
to the waterfall—and reminded me of, 
religious services chanted to streams and 
fountains in Pagan times. * 

Page 270. 

“ Engelberg.” 

The Convent whf)se site was pointed 
out, according to tradition, in this man- 
ner, is seated at its base. The archi¬ 
tecture of the building is unimpressive, 
but the situation is worthy of the honour 
which the imagination of the mountain¬ 
eers has conferred upon it. 

Page 274- 

“ Though searching damps and many an 
envious flaw 

Have inarred this Work" 

This picture of the Last Supper has 
not only been grievously injured by time, 
but the greatest part of it, if not the 
whole, is said to have been retouched, 
or painted over again. The.se niceties 
may be left to connoisseurs,—I speak of 
it as I felt. 

Page 275. 

" Of figures human and diviie." 

The statues ranged round the spine 
and along the roof of the Cathedral of 
Milan, have been found fault with by 
persons whose exclusive taste is unfor¬ 
tunate for themselves. It is true that 
the same expense and labour, judiciously 
directed to purposes more strictly archi¬ 
tectural, might, have much heightened 
the general effect of the building; fo& 
seen from the ^ound, the statues appear 
diminutive. But the coup-d'oeil, from 
the best point of view, which is half way 
up the spire, must strike an unprejudiced 
pmoa with admiration ; and surely the 
selection and arrangement of the figures 
is exquisitely fitted to support the reli- 
. gion of the country in the imaginations 
■"gud feelings of the spectator. 


Page 278. ; 

“ StiU, withHhose white-robed SHap^ — s 
living Stream, 

Tke glacier Pillars join in solemn guise .". 

This procession is a part of jhe sa<u:a- 
rnental servicq f>erformed once a month. 
In the valley of Engelberg we had the* 
good fortune to be present at the Grand 
Festival of the Virgin—but the proces- 
*siun on that day, though ccAsistir'g of 
upwards of z,ooo persons, altpembljed 
frofii all the branches of the sequesteifd 
vallcv, was mfitm less striking (notwith¬ 
standing the Sublimity of the surround¬ 
ing scenery; : it wanted both the sim- 
pkeity of the other and the accompani¬ 
ment of the glacier-columns, whose sis¬ 
terly resemblance to cthe moving figures 
gave it a most beautiful ind |o]emn* 
peculiarity. 

Page 279.* • • , . 

“ That gave the Roman his Ugumphal 
shells." • «- 

Near thor^town of Boulogrxe,*and ovev' 
hanging the bench, are the remaiafe of a 
tower which bears the name of Caligula, 
who here terminaMsd* his 'western 
expedition, of which these s«a-shells 
were the boasted spoils. *■ And at isno 
great distance from these ruins, Buona-> 
parte, standing upon a mound of earth, 
harangued his Army of England," 
reminding them of the exploits of Caasar, 
and pointing towards the white cliffs, 
upon which their standards were to float . 

*■ 

Page 280. 

“ We mark majestic herds of cattle, free. 

To ruminate." 

This is a most grateful sight for an 
Englishman returning to his native land. 
Everywhere one misses in'the cultivated 
grounds abroad, the animated and ^ooth- \ 
ing accompaniment of animals ranging 
and selecting their own fopd at will, • 

Page 280. 

“ Far os ISf. Maurice, from yon eastern 

Les Fourches, the point at which f he 
two chains of mountains part, that hi.r 
close the Valais, which terminates 4$ St. 
Maurice. , <• m 

Page 28x. 

- — ye that occuf^ 

Your councilr-seats beneafft the open sky, 

On Sarnen’s Mounl." 

Sarnen, one of the two capitate of the' 

I Ointon of Vnderwalden; ^0^ Ue«Q 
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oUitded to is close to the town, and is 
called the Landenberg, fzbm the tyrant 
of that •name,* whose chateais formerly 
stood there. On the ist of* January, 
1308, tine great day which the confeder¬ 
ated heroes had cbosep: for the deliyer- 
arice of their country, idl the cattles of 
the governors were taken by force or 
stratagem ; and the tyraflts themselves ■ 
■<l»nduci£d, with their creatures, to the 
frontiers, after having witnessed the 
destruction of their ^ongholds. From 
that time tht* Landem^iirg has been the 
place where*the legislatots of this division 
of the Canton assemble. 

o • 

l*agc 281. 

“ Calls tne to her hondurfd Bridge.'' 

Tfle bridges of Lucerne are roofed, 
and open at the sides, so that the passen- 
hffi, at the same time.ithe benefit of 
shade, and a view of the magnificent 
country. aTke pictjires are attached to 
the rafterrs}; those from Scripture His- 
tornt^rm the cathedraVbridge, amount, 
according to notes, to 240. Subjects 
from the Old 2 «^amcnt face the passen¬ 
ger at he goes towards the Cathedral, 
^d tnose #rom the New as he returns. 

Page 282. 

" Although ’tis fair, 

* Twill be another Yarrow.''' 

These words were quoted to me from 
“ Yarrow •Unvisited," by Sir Walter 
when I visited him at Abbotsford, 
a day or two before his departure for 
Italy : and the affecting condition in 
which be was when he looked upon Rome, 
from the Janicular Mount, was reported 
to me by a lady who bad the honour of 
conducting bim thither. 

Page 285. 

“ sepulchral verse." 

If any English reader should be desir¬ 
ous of knowing how far I hm justified 
in thus describiftg the epitaphs of Chia- 
4 )rera, he will find translated specimens 
of them in this volume, under the h^d 
of “ EpitapUa and Elegiac Pieces.” * 

Page 286, 

” Aquapendent^" 

Zt would be ungenerous not to advert 
to the religious movement that, since 
the compMltion of these verses in 1837, 
has made itself felt, more or less strongly, 
throughout the English Church ;-»a 


movement that takes, for its first prin¬ 
ciple, a devout deference to the voice of 
Christian antiquity. It is not my office 
to pass judgment on questions of theo¬ 
logical detail; but my own repugnance 
to the spirit and s^^stem of Romanism 
has been so re]>eatedly ^nd, I trust, 
feelingly expressed^ that 1 shall not be 
•suspected of a leaning that way, if I do 
not jeln in the gra^ charge, thrown out, 
perhaps in the neat of enntrovetsy, 
ftgaiust the learned and pious men'W 
whose labours 1 allude. I speak apart 
frtMii •controversy; but, with strong 
fait^ in the moral temper which would 
I'levate the present by diking rever¬ 
ence to the past. I would draw cheerful 
Aigurics for the English Church from this 
movement, as likely to restore among us 
a tone of piety more earnest and real, 
than that produced by the mere formali¬ 
ties of the understanding, refusing, in a 
degree, which I cannot but lament, that 
its own temper and judgment shall be 
controlled by those of antiquity. 

^age 286. 

” The pine of Monte Marie at Rome." 

Within a couple of hours of my arrival 
at Rome, I saw from Monte Pincio, the 
pine tree as described in the sonnet ; 
and, while expressing admiration at the 
beauty of its appearance, I was told by 
an acquaintance of my fellow-traveller, 
who happened to join us at the moment, 
that a price had been paid for it by the 
late Sir G. Beaumont, upon condition 
that the proprietor should not act upon 
his known intention of cutting it down. 

Page 291. 

” At the Convent of Camaldoli" 

This famous sanctuary was the original 
establishment of Saint Romualdo (or 
Runwald, as our ancestors Saxonized the 
name), in the nth century, the ground 
(campo) being given by a Count Maldo. 
The Camaldolensi, however, have spread 
wide as a branch of Benedictines, and 
may therefore be classed among the 
gentlemen of the monS^tic orders. The 
society comprehends two orders, monks 
and hermits ; symbolized by their arms, 
two doves drinking out of the same cup. 
The monastery in which the monks here 
reside is beautifully situated, but a large 
unattrac'.ive edifice, not unlike a factory. 
The hermitage is placed in a loftier and 
wilder region of the forest. It compre¬ 
hends between, twenty and thirty dis¬ 
tinct residences, each including for its 
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single hermit an inclosed piece'of ground 
and three very small apartments. There 
are days of indulgence when the hermit 
may quit his cell, and when old age 
arrives, he descends from the mountain 
and takes his abode among the monks. 

My compantoii had, in the year 1H31, 
fallen in with the qjonk, the subjech^of 
these two sonnets, wliu showed him Ins' 
abode among the hgrmits. It is-from 
hiEfi that I received the following partieu- 
'fars. He was then about forty years oi 
age, but his appearanen* was that of an 
4jldor man. He had been a paitiVcr by 
profession, but on taking orders changed 
ins name from Santi to Haffacjllo, per¬ 
haps with ail unconscious reference as 
well to the great Saiizio d’Urbino as to 
the archangel. He assured iny friend 
that he had been thirteen years in the 
hermitage and had never known melan¬ 
choly or ennui. In the little recess for 
study and prayer there was a small ful- 
lectiuii of books. “ I read only," said ho, 
“ bcx)ks of asceticism and mystical theo¬ 
logy.” On being asked the names of tlu' 
most famous mystics, he enumerated 
Scaramelli, San Giovanni della Cruce, St. 
Dionysius the Areopagite (su]iposing the 
work which bears his name to be really 
his), and with peculiar emphasis Ricardo 
dt San Viltori. The works of Saint 
Theresa are also in high repute among 
ascetics. 

We heard that RalTacIlo was then 
living in the convent; my friend sought 
in vain to renew his ac(|uaintance with 
him. The reader will perceive that 
these sonnets were supposed to be 
written when he was a young man. 

Page 291. 

“ What aim had they the Pair of Moi~ks ? ’ ’ 

In justice to the Benedictines of Cam-' 
aldoli, by whom strangers are so hospit¬ 
ably entertained, I feel obliged to notice 
that 1 saw among them no other figures 
at all resembling, in size and complexion, 
the two monks described in this sonnet. 
What was their office, or the motive 
which brought them to this place of 
mortification, a leeling of delicacy pre-| 
vented me from inquiring. 


Page 291. 

“ At Vallombrosa.” 

The n^e of Milton is pleasingly con¬ 
nected with Vallombrosa in many ways. 
The pride with which th^ monk, without 
any previous xjuestion from me, pointed 


out his residence, 1 shall not readily for¬ 
get. It may'* be proper here to defend 
the poet" irom a charge which has been 
brought against him, in respect to the 
passage in Paradise Lost where this place 
is paentioned. .U is said that he has 
erred in speaking of the trees there being 
deciduous, whereas they are, in fact, 
pines. The fhiiit-finders are themselves 
iKistaken ; the ^natural woodli'' of ths 
region of Vallombrosa arc deciduoi^. and 
spread to a great w:tent; those near th^ 
convent are, inttf^c!, mostly pines ; but 
they are avenues of trees planted within 
few steps of each other, and thus com- 
.Mosjng large tracts of wood, plots Of 
which arc periodically cut down. * 

c • ll *1 

Page 300.': ■ ^ 

, ” The River Dud^n." 

The aboyoi series of sonnets was the 
growth of many years ;—the one which 
stands the fourteenth was fhe nrst pro¬ 
duced; and^ others'^ were alidad upon^ 
occasional visits to the stream, ^ as 
recollections of the scenes upon its^nks 
awakened a wish to ^sfribc thgim. 

Page 301. » 

‘‘ There bloomed the strawbeA^y of me . 
wilderness. 

The trembling eyebright showed her 
sapphire blue." 

These two lines are in a great measure 
taken from "The Beauties'of Spring, a 
Juvenile Poem," by the Rjv. Joseph 
Sympson. He was a native of 
land, and was educated in the vale of 
Grasmere, and at Hawkshead school; 
his poems ire little known, but they con¬ 
tain passages of splendid description; 
and the versification of hig-” Vision of 
Alfred ” is harmonfbus and animated. 

Page 304. 

** A dark plume fetch^'me." 

The eagle requires a large domain 
for its support: but several pairs, not ^ 
many years ago, werd constantly rest-* 
dent in this country, ljuilding their 
ngsts in the steeps of Borrowdale, Wast- 
d^e, Ennerdale, and on the eastern side' 
of Helvellyn. The bwd frequently*re- 
turns, but is always destfoyea. Not long 
since, one visited Rydal Lake, and re¬ 
mained someliours near its banks: the con¬ 
sternation which it occasfoned among the 
different species of fowls, particulaidy the 
herons, was expressed by loud sineamsw 
The horse also is naturally afraid of tho 
eas^e.—^There were several Roman sta- 
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tioDS among tb«e mountains; the most 
considerable seems to have in a 
meadow* at the head of Wibaemere, 
established, undoubtedly, as* a Theck 
over theb Passes of Kirkstone, Dunmail- 
ra^, and of HardkncM. and Wrynesc. 
On the margin of Rydal Lake, a coin of 
Ttajan was discovered vei:% lately.—^The 
Roman fort here alluded to, called by' 
fhe country people “ Hardknot Castle*' 

S I most impressively situated half-way 
own the hill on theltfiiht of the road 
that descends tfrom Hardknot into Lsk- 
dale. The* Druidical Circle is about 
half a mile to the left of the road ascend¬ 
ing S\one>side from the vale of Duddion f 
the country people call it “ Sunken 
Church." , • • • 

** Page 304. 

^ SoUhwaite Chapel." * 

* ^athv^ite Churchyard contains the 
following ipjyfription ;— 

• “ In ifieMory of the Revoreud Robcit 
WaMfegft 'who died the 25th of June, 1802, 
lu the 93rd year of h)« i;ge, and 67tli of 
his curacy at*6ogthwaite. 

" Aiso, of Anne lus wife, who died the 
shth of J arAary, in the 93rd year of her 
age.” 

In the parish-register of Seathwaitc 
Chapel is this notice: 

” Buried, June 28th, the Rev. Robert 
Walker. He was curate of Seathwaitc 
sixty-six years. He was a man singular 
, for his temperance, industry, and iii- 
tegricy.” 

This individual is the Pastor alluded 
to, in the eighteenth sonnet, as a worthy 
compeer of the country parson of Chau¬ 
cer, etc. In the seventh book of " The 
Excursion,” abseract of his character 
is given, beriming,— 

A Pries^bides before whose life such 
, doubfs 

Fall to the ground.—” 

Pige 307. 

*^We ie 4 greater than we know.” 

• "And feel that 1 am happier than* I 
• know.”—M iltom. 

^ i • 

The allusioa to the Greek Poet win be 
obvious to the classical reader. 

• • 

Page 307. 

" Thi White Doe of RyUtone.” 

'^e poem of the White Doe of Ryl- 
ktohe is founded on a local tradition> 


and on tllh pallad in Percy’s Collection, 
entitled, ” The Rising of the North." 
The tradition is as follows :—" About 
this time,” not long after the Dissolu¬ 
tion, ” a White Doe,” say the aged people 
of the neighbourhood, long continued 
to make a weekly pil^imbge from Ryl- 
stAic over the ^lls*(>f Bolton, and was 
•constantly found in the Abbey Church¬ 
yard'during divine service; after .the 
of which she returned homcVtlS 
regularly as the rest of the congregation.” 
—Dr.oWiiiTAKEb’s History of the Deanery 
of Craven .—Rylstone was the property 
and* residence of the Nortons, distih- 
guished in that ill-advised and unfor¬ 
tunate insurrection ; which led me to 
connect with this tradition the principal 
circumstances of their fate, as recorded 
in the ballad. 


Page 308. 

■■ From Bolton's old monastic tower.” 

It is to be regretted that at the present 
day Bolton Abbey wants this ornament: 
but the poem, according to the Imagina¬ 
tion of the poet, is composed in Queen 
Elizabeth's time. “ Formerly,” says 
Dr. Whitaker, ” over the transept was a 
tower. This is proved not only from the 
mention of bells at the Dissolution, when 
they could have had no other place, but 
from the pointed roof of the choir, which 
must have terminated westward, in some 
building of superior height to the ridge.” 


Page 308. 

” .4 Chapel, like a wild-bird's nest." 

• " The nave of tiie church having 

been reserved at the Dissolution, for the 
use of the Saxon Cure, is still a parochial 
chapel; and, at this day, is as well kept 
as the neatest English cathedral,” v 


Page 3»8. 

” Who sate in the shade of the Prior's 
Oak! ” 

” At a small distance from the great 
gateway stood the Prior’s Oak, which 
was felled about the year 1720, and 
sold for £700. According to the price of 
wood at that time, it coijld scarcely 
have contained less than 1,400 feet of 
timber,” 



6g8 


NOTES 


« Page 310. 

“ When Lady Aaliza mourned." 

The detail of this tradition may be 
found in Dr. Whitaker’s book, and in 
a poem of tl;>is collection, " The Puree 
of Prayer." ' .» 


Page'310. 

f h I 

*^Pass, pass who will, yon chanlry door." 

“ At the east end of the north 'disle of 
Bolton Priory Church, is a chantry be¬ 
longing to Bethmesly Hall, and a vault 
where, according to tradition, the Clap- 
haras " (who inherited this estate, by the 
female line, from the Mauleverers) " were 
interred upright.” John de Claphain, 
of whom this ferocious act is recorded, 
was a man of great note in his time : 
" he was a vehement partisan of the house 
of Lancaster, in whom the spirit of his 
chieftains, the Cliffords, seemed to sur¬ 
vive.” 


Page 311. 

“ Who loved the Shepherd-lord to meet." 

In this volume of poems, will be found 
one entitled, ” Song at the Feast of 
Brougham Castle, upon the Restoration 
of Lord Clifford, the Shepherd, to the 
Estates and Honours of his Ancestors." 
A note to that poem (page 682) contains 
an account of this personage, chiefly 
extracted from Burn.s and Nbcholson’s 
History of Cumberland and Westmoreland. 
It gives me pleasure to add these further 
particulars concerning him, Hfrom Dr. 
Whitaker, wlio says he “ retired to the 
solitude of Barden, where he seem") to have 
enlarged the tower out of a common, 
keeper’s lodge, and where he found a 
retreat equally favourable to taste, to 
instruction, and to devotion. The narrow 
limits of his residence show that he had 
^ibarned to despise the pomp of greatness, 
and that a small train of servants 
could suffice him, who had lived to the 
age of thirty a seivant himself. 1 think 
this nobleman resided -here almost* 
entirely when in Yorkshire, for all his 
charters which I have seen are dated 
at Barden. 

“ His earl^ habits, and the want of 
thosd artificial measures of time which 
even shepherds now possess, had given 
him a turn for observing the motions 
of the heavenly bodies; and, having 
'purchased such an apparatus as could 


then be piract^ed, h« amiusedanidTatornt^ 
himself by thosie persuits,' 'With the did 
of the (Canons ot Bolton,* some •of -ivbom 
are s^d tb have been Well -versed in what 
was then known of the science. 

"I suspect this nobleman'jto jbave 
been .sometimes occupied in a more 
visionary pursuit, and probably in the 
same company. 

“ For, from *he family evidences, I 
have met with two MSS. on tHt subject 
of Alchemy, wlii^h, from the charactei, 
spelling, etc., hiay almo&t certainly be 
referred to the reign of Henrythe Seventh- ^ 
If these were originally deposited with 
.tho MSS. of the Cliffords, it might have 
been for the use of this nobleman. If 
th"v wer3 trought fi'-im Bolton at the 
Dissolution, they must have been the 
work of those Canons whom he almost 
exclusively conversed wilh. , ^ 

“ In thesie'pcaceful employments Lord 
Clifford spent the whole reign 'of Henry 
the Seventh, and the first* years of his 
son. But i i the year 1513, ^l^h^.n almost 
sixty years old, he was appointed, a 
principal command over the army which 
fought at Fludden, "nd showed that 
the military genius of the family had 
neither been chilled in him Dy age, ror 
extinguished by habits of peace. 

“ He survived the battle of Flodden 
ten years, and died April asrd, 15231 
aged about seventy.” 


Page 313. , 

” Now joy for you who from the 
Of Brancepeth look in doubt and fear." 

Brancepeth Castle stands near the 
river Were, a few miles from the city of 
Durham. It formerly belonged to the 
Nevilles, Earls of WCsstmoreland. 


Page 315. ^ 

“ 0/ mitred Thurston—what a Host 
He conquered ! " 

See the Historians for the account of 
this memorable battle, ufually denom¬ 
inated the Battle of the Standard. 

• / - 1 * 

Page 3i«. 'y 

“ In that other day of NeviUe's Cross ? *■’ 

“ In the night before the battle of Dut^' 
ham was strucken and begun, the 17th 
day of October, anno 1346, there did 
appear to J ohn Fosser, then Pribr of the 
abbey of Durham^ a Vision, commanding 
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. jwa. to take the hcAy^vorporax-cloth, 

' whet^ith St. .Cuthbert .did* cover the 
cbalihe 'wh«]. he tised to sajr mdss, and 
to {>ut the same holy relique like to a 
bannd^-cloth upon t!^ point of a gpoar, 
and the next morning to go a\^d repair 
to a place on the west^side of the city 
of Durham, called the Red Hills, where 
the Mead's Dower wuj^t to be, and there 
to remain and abide till the end of the 
battle. To which vis^n.thePrior obeying,* 
and taking {he sanro for a revelation of 
God's gr^e and nierey by the media¬ 
tion of Holy St. Cuthbert, did accord¬ 
ingly the next morning, with the 
of the said abbey, repair to the said Red 
Hills, and ther^piost devyu^^' hutiy^ling 1 
and prostrating themselves in prayer for 
. thS* victory in the said battle (a great 
multitude ol^the Scots ruiiiiiiig aiid*[}ress- 
thg by them, with intMdioii to have 
spoiled them, yet had no power to com¬ 
mit any vudence under such holy persons, 
so oeq^pjed in player, bging protected 
an^defended by the pighty Providence 
oi^mighty Crod, and by the mediation 
of Fj^dy St. ^utlibert, and the presence 
of the holy renque). And, after many 
^nnicts vid warlike exploits there had 
%nd done between the English men and 
the King of Scots and his company, the 
said battle ended, and the victory was 
obtained, to the great overthrow and 
confusion of the Scots, their enemies." 
From a book entitled, Durham Cathedral 
as it stoq^ before the Dissolutiort of the 
^y.J^otiAsterv. 

i*lus battle was afterwards called 
the Battle of Neville's Cross from the 
following circumstance :— 

" On the west side of the city of Dur¬ 
ham, where two roads pass each other, 
a most notable, sfamous, and goodly 
cross of stone-work was erected and se^ 
up* to the honour of God for the victory 
. there obtayied in the field of battle, and 
'known by the name of Nevil’s Cross, 

' and built at the sole cost of the Lord 
Ralph Nevil, one of the zrfbst excellent 
and ifiilef'persons in the said battle." 
^he Relique of St. Cuthbert afterwards 
became o| ^eat importance in mili^y 
events. ' For*9oon after this battle, say# 
the same author, ‘^The Prior caused a 
good^ anC sismptuous banner to be 
mad#*’ (which is then described at great 
length), " and in the midsl of the same 
bannercloth ^as the said holy relique 
and C(»rp(M:ax cloth enclosed, etc., etc., 
and 90 Sumptuously finished, and abso- 
luttdv perfected^ this banner was dedi¬ 
cated Holv St. Cuthbert, of latent 
and purpose t»at for the'future it should 

w«p.'- 


be carcied to any battle, as occasion 
should serve ; and was never carried 
and showed at any battle but by the 
especial grace of God Almighty, and the 
mediation of Holy St. Cuthbert, it 
brought home victory.”dt appears, from 
She old metrical blistory, that the above- 
mentioned banner was carried by the 
Ea>l of Surrey Flodden Field. 

• 

«, * Page 319. 

Ah edifice of warlike frame 

Stands single—Norton Tower Us 
name.'' 

It is so called to this day, and is thus 
described by Dr. Whitaker :—" Kylstone 
Fell yet exhibits a monument of the old 
warfare between the Nortons and Clif¬ 
fords. On a point of very high ground, 
commanding an immense prospect, and 
protected by two deep ravines, are the 
remains of a square tower, expressly said 
by Dodsworth to have been built by 
Richard Norton. Tlie walls are of strong 
grout-work, about four feet thick. It 
seems to have been three stories high. 
Breaches have been industriously made 
in all the sides, almost to the groimd, 
to render it untenable. 

" But Norton Tower was probably a 
sort of pleasure-house in summer, as 
there are, adjoining to it, several large 
mounds (two of them arc pretty entire), 
of which no other account can be given 
than that they were butts for large com¬ 
panies of archers." 


Page 322. 

-“ despoil and desolation 

O'er Kylstone's fair domain hate blown." 

After the attainder of Richard 
Norton, his estates were forfeited to the 
crown, where they remained till tlie 
2nd or 3rd of J ames; they were then 
granted to Francis Earl of Cumberland. 
From ail accurate survey made at that 
time it appears that ^he mansion-house 
was then in decay. 


Page. 323. 

“ In the deep fork of A merdale." 

" At the e.xtremity of the parish of 
Bumsal, the valley of Wharf forks off 
into two great branches, one of which 
retains the name of Wharfdale, to the 
source of the river; the othe]«^ usually 

V-' ' ' . . VY ’ 
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callM LtCtoiidale, but more anciently 
and properly, Amerdale. Dernbrook, 
which runs along an obscure valley from 
the N W., is derived from a Teutonic word, 
signifying concealment.”—^Da. Wuit- 
AK£R. c> 


Page 3^4. V 

the bells of Rylsionc played 
Their sabbath music —‘ sSoft ns .Spbt.'" 

• On one of the bells of Rylstone chilreh, 
which seems coeval with the buildi'ig 
of the tower, is this cypher, "3. 
for John Norton, and the motto,'‘SSob 
iisaybi." 


Page 324. 

" The grassy rock-encircled Pound." 

^‘From the Minstrelsy of the Scottish 
Border, it appears that such pounds for 
deer, sheep, etc., were far from being 
uncommon iu the south of Sc Hland. 
On the declivity of a steep hill, the bottom 
and sides of wnich were fenced so as to 
be impassable, a wall was constructed 
nearly level with the surface on the out¬ 
side, yet so high within, that without 
wings it was impossible to csca]ie in the 
opposite direction. Care was probably 
taken that these enclosures should con¬ 
tain better feed than the neighbouring 
parks or forests ; and whoever is ac¬ 
quainted with the habits of these sequa¬ 
cious animals, will easily conceive, that 
if the leader was once tempted to descend 
into the snare, a herd would — 

Dr. WniTAKriR. 


Page 325, 

“ Ecclesiastical Sonnets." 

During the month of December, iSio, 
1 accompanied a much-beloved and 
honomred friend in a walk through dif¬ 
ferent parts of his estate, with a view to 
hx upon the site of a new Church which 
he intwided to er^t. It was one of the 
most beautiful mornings of a mild season, 
—our feelings were in harmony with the 
cherishing influences of the scene ; and 
such being our purpose, wc were natur¬ 
ally ied to look back upon past events 
With wonder and gratitude, and on the 
future with hope. Not long afterwards, 
some of the sonnets which will be found 
towards the dose of this series were 
. iwoduced as a private memorial of that 
jODi|ariui)g[’% oecttpation. 


The CathoIi(f Question, which was 
agitated itf (Parliament about that ftitto, 
kept m^- thoughts in the\ 5 ame coimifj 
and it struck me that certain points 
in tl^e Ecclesiastical History <h ofur 
Country.might advantageously be pre¬ 
sented to view in verse. 

I e 

For the convenience of passip.j from 
one point of the subject to another with¬ 
out shVicks of abrupi^ess this work has 
taken the shape bi a seriest-of sonnets: 
but the reader, 'it is to be hoped, will 
find that the pictures are often so closely 
connected as to have jointly the effect of 
passages of a poem in a form of stanza to 
which there, is,fio objection but one that 
bears upon the poet only*-its difficulty. 


’•'Page 326. ‘ ‘ 

"Did holy Paul a while in Brit^iv. dwell ? " 

•I 

Stillingfleel-adduces many aCr^iimcuts 
in support of this'opinion, out theW ifre 
uiic'Mivincing. The latter part of this 
sonnet refers to a favourite noti« 9 h of 
Roman Catholic writers, that. Joseph of 
Arimathca and his companiuh^ brought. 
Christianity into Britain and built a rude 
church at Glastonbury, 

Page 327. 

" Thai Hill, whose flowery platform," ftc,. 

This hill at St. Alban’s must have hSeh' 
an object of great interest to the imag^- 
tion of the venerable Bede, who d^cribes 
it with a delicate feeling delightful to 
meet with in that rude age,' traces of 
which are frequent in his works. 

II 

Page 3*8. , 

” Nor wants the cause the pan^str^inff 
aid s 

Of hallelujahs." * 

Alluding to the victory gained under 
.Geamanus.—See Bede. 

• k. 

Page 3a8» ^ '-’j 

” By men yet scarcely conscious op^'care 
For other vnenuments dhan those of 
Earth." 

The last six lines oi this S<HUiet 
chiefly from the prose of Dantd.1 arid 
here I wUl state that my obt^attbos. 
to oth^ prose' viffUss an frequgntt'Tv 
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6bli{(liMvns which, even jf I had not a 
plesiatire in courting, it ^ould have been 
presumptuous to shun, in Seating an 
historical subject. I must, however, par- 
ticuladze Fuller, to whom I am indebted 
In the ^sonnet upon "ViiijeiiiTe and in^thef 
fnstandes. Ana upon the ac<}nittal of 
the ^ven Bishops I have done little more 
than versify a liveW deftription of that 
event <Qn the MS. M^noirs of the first 
Lord Lonsdale. 

• Page 3^8. 

‘\](tonastfry of old Bangor." 


“ Ethelforth reached the convent ,of 
Bailgor, he perceived the Monks, twelve 
hunted in number, offering»pray(*is for 
.the sucSess <jPf their countrymen : ‘ if 

th^Jr are praying against us,’ he ex¬ 
claimed, ‘ they are fighting against us ; ’ 
and He ordered them to b#first attacked ; 
they Mfcre destroyed ; and, appalled bv 
then: fotef the Courage of Broornail 
waverCd,-‘and he fled fm»n the field in 
•l^itftoay. Thus abandoned by their 
(eaocr, his army soon ga\'e wav, and 
Ethelforth obtained a decisive conquest. 
Ancient Bangor itself soon fell into his 
^ands, aiftl was demolished; the noble 
monastery was levelled to the ground ; 
its library, which is mentioned as a large 
one, the collection of ages, the repository 
of the most precious monuments of the 
ancient Britons, was consumed ; half- 
ruined walls, gates, and rubbish were all 
^hat remained of the magnificent edifice.” 
• Turner’s valuable ” History of the 
Anglo-Saxons.” 


Page 328. 

PauUnus." 

The person of P^linus is thus described 
by Bede, from the memory of an eye- 
\^ness :—Conga; staturos, paululiiiA 
incurvus, nigro capillo, facie macilenta, 
naso adun^o, perteiiui, venerabilis siiriul 
et terribilis aspectu.” 

Vj 

J»age 329. 

” Man's life is like a Sparrow." 

See the osigina! of this speech in 
—^Thc ConVwsion of Edwin, as relatra 
bV h|jpi, i| highly "interesting. 

Page 329. 

■. . . 1.. -"asuch the inciting voice 
Heard near fresh streams.” 

The early propagators of Christianity 
were accustomed to preach near rivers, 
for the convenience of baptism, 


• Page 329. 

" Primitive Saxon Clergy.** 

Haviiig spoken of the zeal, disinter¬ 
estedness, and temperance of the clergy 
of those times, Bede thus proceeds 
” Unde et in magna A'at veiieratione 
tempore illo rcHgionis habitus, ita ut 
ubjeunque clcricus aliquis, aut mon- 
acmis adveniret,«gaudenter ab omnibus 
tanquam Dei famulus excipeV^ur. 
Ktiam si in itincre pergens inveniretur, 
acci^rebant, ft flexA cervice, vel manu 
signari, vel ore illius se benedici, gaude- 
l»iit. Verbis quoque horum exhorta- 
tciriis diligenter auditum praibebant.” 
,—Lib. iii. cap. 26. 


• Page 330. 

” rke people work like congregated bees.'* 

Sec, in Turner’s History, vol. iii. p. 
578, the account of the erection of Ram¬ 
sey Monastery. Penances were remov¬ 
able by the performance of acts of charity 
and benevolence. 


Page 331. 

-” pain narrows not his cares." 

Through the whole of his life, Alfred 
was subject to grievous maladies. 


Piig« 33r- 

” Woe to the Crtmn that doth the Cowl 
ohev ! ” 

The violent measures carried on 
under the influence of Dimstan, for 
strengthening the Benedictine Order, 
we.re a leading cause of the second series 
of Danish mvasioiis.-—See Turner. 


Page 334. 

” Here Man more purely lives" 

” Boniim est nos hie esse, quia homo 
vivit purius, cadit rarius. surgit velo^ 
cius, mcedit caiitius, quiescit securius, 
moritur feliclus, purgatur citius, pras- 
miatur copiosius.” Bernard. “ Th^ 
sentence.” says Dr. Whitaker, '* is usually 
inscribsd in some conspicuous part of 
the Cistercian h^maes,” 
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•Page 337. -r 

“ Whom Obloquy pursues ufith hida>us 
bark:’ 

The list of foul names bestowed upon 
those poor creatures is long and curious ; 
—and, as is, alas.! too natural, most of 
the opprobrious appellations are drawn 
from circumstances Into which they were 
farced by their persecutors. V 

*3t^ 

Page 340. . ^ 

“ One (like those prophets whom God sent 
of old) 

Transfigured:* etc. 

“ M. Latimer suffered his keeper very 
quietly to pull off his hose, and his other 
array, which to looke unto was very 
simple: and being stripped into his 
shrowd, he seemed as comely a person to 
them that were present, as one should 
lightly see : and whereas in his clothes 
hee appeared a withered and crooked 
sillie (weak) olde man, he now stood 
bolt upright, as comely a father as one 
might lightly behold. • * • * Then they 
brought a faggotte kindled with fire, 
and laid the same dowiie at doctor Kid- 
ley’s feete. To whome M. Latimer spake 
in this manner, ‘ Bee of good comfort, 
master Ridley, and play the man : wee 
shall this day light such a candle by 
God’s grace in England, as 1 trust shall 
never bee put out.”—Fox’s . 4 cis. 


Page 342. 

“ The gift exalting, and with playful 
smile.” ^ 

” On foot they went, and took Salis¬ 
bury in their way, purposely to see the 
good Bishop, who made Mr. Hooker sit 
at his own tabic; which Mr. Hooker 
boasted of with much joy and gratitude 
when he saw his mother and friends; 
and at the Bishop’s parting with him, 
the Bishop gave him good counsel and 
his benediction, but forgot to give him 
money; which, when the Bishop had 
considered, he sent a servant in all haste 
to call Richard back to him, and at 
Richard’s return, the Bishop said to him 
‘ Richard, I sent for you back to lend 
70U a horse which hath carried me many 
a mile, and I thank God with much ease,’ 
apd presently delivered into his hand a 
.^Krallang'Staf!, with which he professed he 
had travelled through many parts of 
Germany; and he said, * Richard, I do 


not give, but lend you my horse ;* |iaanre 
you be honest, 'and bring my horw back 
to me, at yopr fetum this wgy to Qzford. 
And I (V now give you ten groats to bear 
your charges to Exetejr; and here is ten 
groats more, whi^ I charge you to 
delivdr t9 your mother, and tell her I send 
a Bishop’s benediction with it, and beg 
the continuance of her prayers for me. 
And if you bring njy horse back ^ me, 1 
will give you ten ^oats more to carry 
*you oit foot to t^p college ; and so GM 
bless you, good Rieh^d.’ ”—pee Walton^ 
Life of Richard Hooker. ^ 


Page 343- 
«• <.•#*' Laud.”9^ 

In this ago a word cannot be said in 
praiso*of Laud, or even in compassion for 
his fato, witlv^^t incurring *a charge cf 
bigotry ; but fearless of such imputation, 

I concur with Hume, ” thal it ik suffi¬ 
cient for his vindicatiAn to observe that 
his errors word the most excusible of,all 
those which prevailed during that zesdeihs 
period.” A key to the right^understand- 
ing of those parts of hfs' conduct \hat 
brought the most odium upon J^tim ift his 
own time, may be found in the foIlowingF^' 
passage of his speech before the bar of 
the House of Peers :—“ Ever since 1 ’ 
came in place, I have laboiured nothing 
more than that the external publick 
worship of God, so much slighted in 
divers parts c:f this kingdom, might be 
preserved, and that with Ss much 
decency and uniformity as might •trST'" 
For I evidently saw that the public 
neglect of God’s service in the outward 
face of it, and the nasty l3ring of many 
places dedicated to that service, 
almost cast a damp upon the true and 
inward worship of Goa, which, while we 
live in the body, needs external helps, and 
all little enough to keep it in any vigour:* 

, Page 346. 

" The Pilgrim F^ithers.*’ 

American episcopal^, in union with, 
the church in England, striBtly belongs 
to (he general subject. Bnhop White 
was consecrated at • Lambeth, Feb, 4, 
1787, by Archbishop Moose; |md<before .. 
his long life was closed, twenty-six 
bishops had begi consecrated in America^ 
by himself, ror his character and 
opinions, see his own numerous Works, 
and a ^rmon m commemoration at 
him, by George Washington Doane» 
Bishop of New Jersey. 
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* Page 38«. 

. ‘i Rural Ceren^pnjr^' . 

This is Still oontinue 4 >in ntaa^^chiirches 
in Wg^stmoreland. It takes place in the 
^ mouth of J uly, whenthe floor of the: stalls 
‘ Is strewn with fresh rushes ; and hence it 
is called the “ Rush-bearing.” 


drying we all sat down thankful for a 
shelter. We could not larevail upon our 
boatman, the master of the house, to 
draw near the fire, though he was cold 
and wet, or to suffer his wife to get him 
dry clothes till she had served us, which 
she did most willinglj^ 


Page 350. , , 

“ Teaching^us to them or forgive." 

This is borrowed iFrorn an affecting 
passage in Mr. George Dyer's History of 
Cambridge. • « 


"w Page 351 . 

—y—" had we, like them, endured 

So« stress of apprehension." 

See*^uuet, who is unusually animated 
on ttW^ gubject; *the east wind, so aux- 
iously expected an^ji pfayud for, vvas- 
cs^d " the Protestant wind.” 


• Page 351. 

“ Yet will we not conceal the precious 
5, Cross, 

Like men ashamed." 

The Lutherans have retained the Cross 
within their churches. 


^ . Page 357 - 

” Highland Hut." 

This sonnet describes the exterior of 
a Highland but, as often seen under 
morning fir evening sunshine. To the 
authoress of^he “ Address to the Wind*” 
and other poems, who was my icllow- 
s traveller in this tour, I am indebted for 
'• - 41)16 following extract from her journal. 
’ On our return from ,jjthe Trossachs 
the evening began to darken, and it 
rained so hetfVily that we were com- 
• pletdy w^ before we had come two 
miles, and it was dark when we lasided 
with our bfiatmam at his hut upon t^ 
banl^ of Loch Katrine. I was faint from 
cold; tUi gdbd woman had provided, 
according to her promise, a better fire 
than we had Jound in theanorning ; and, 
indeed, when I sat down in the chimney- 
corner of her smoky biggin, I thought I 
had never felt more comfortable in my 
life: a i>an of coffee waa boiling for us, 
and, having put our clothes in the way of 


Page 359. 

^ “ Mart's-horn Tree." 

“In the time of the first Robert de 
Clifford, in the year 1333 or 1334, Edward 
Baliol king of Scotland came into West¬ 
moreland, and stayed some time with the 
said Robert at his castles of Appleby, 
Brougham and Pendragon. And during 
that time they ran a stag by a single 
greyhound out of Whinfell Park to Red- 
kirk, in Scotland, and back again to this 
place ; where, being both spent, the stag 
leaped over the pales, but died on the 
other side ; and the greyhound, attempt¬ 
ing to leap, fell, and died on the contrary 
side. In memory of this fact the stag's 
horns were nailed upon a tree just *by.- 
and (the dog being named Hercules) 
this rhythm was made upon them; 

‘ Hercules kill'd Hart a greese. 

And Hart a greese kill’d Hercules.* 

The tree to this day bears the name 
of Hart’s-hnrn Tree.”—Nicholson and 
Burns’ History of Westmoreland and 
Cumberland. 

The tree has now disappeared, but 1 
w'ell remember its imposing appearanee 
as it stood, in a decayed state, by the side 
of the high road leading from Penrith to 
Appleby. 


Page 368. 

“But if thou, {likeCocytus from the moans 
Heard on his rueful margin)," etc. 

Dr. Whitaker has derived the name of 
Greta from the worn of common occur¬ 
rence in the north of England, “ to 
greet;" signifying to lament aloud, 
mostly with weeping; a conjecture 
rendered more probable from the stony 
and rocky channel of both the Cumber¬ 
land and Yorkshire rivers. 

The channel of the (rreta, immediately 
above Keswick, has, for the purposes of 
building, been in a great measure cleared 
of the ipimense stones which, by their 
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ooneussioa bi high floods, produced the 
loud and awful noises desciibcd in the 
Bonnet, 

Page 369. 

“ By hooded Votaresses," etc. 

Attached to the chunah of Brigh^n 
was jpfmerly a chantry, which held a 
moiety of the manor ; and in the decayed 
parsonage some vestiges nf inoiias^tic 
architecture are still to be seen. 


Page 370. 

" Mary Queen of Scots landing at Work¬ 
ington." 

" The fears and impatience of Mary 
were so great,” says Robertson. ” that 
she got into a fishcr-boat, and with 
about twenty attendants landed at 
Workington, in Cumberland ; and thence 
she was conducted with many marks of 
respect to Carlisle.” 

w 

Pago 370. 

"St. Bees' Heads." 

St. Bees’ Heads, anciently called the 
Cliff of Baruth, are a conspicuous sea¬ 
mark for all vessels sailing in the NR. 
parts of the Irish Sea. In a bay, one side 
of which is formed by the southern head¬ 
land, stands the village of St. Bees : a 
place distinguished, from very early 
times, for its religious and scholastic 
fqundations. 

" St. Bees,” says Nicholson and Burns, 
" had its name fram Bega, an hdly 
woman from Irelana who is said to have 
founded here, about the year of our Lord 
650, a small monastery, where afterwards 
a church was built in memory of her. 

” The aforesaid religious house, being 
destroyed by the Danes, was restored by 
William de Meschiens, son of Kanplph, 
and brother of Ranulph de Meschiens, 
first Earl of Cumberland after the Con- 
<)uest; and made a cell of a prior and 
six Benedictine monks to the Abbey of 
St. Mar^ at York.” 

Several traditions of miracles, con¬ 
nected with the foundation of the first of 
these religious houses, survive among 
the people 0^ the neighbourhood; one of 
whmh is alluded to in these stanzas. 

Alter the dissolution of the monas- 
' teiles. Archbishop Giindal founded a 
tree school at St. Bees, from which the 
. ,ccfitiities of Cumberland and Westmore- 


■ 

I 


laud have deriv^ fii'eat benefit;and 
recently, linger the patronage of the Earl 
of Lonsdale,^a College has been estab¬ 
lished there for the education of minis¬ 
ters fot the English Church. » 

The 'form of stanef, in this poem, d&d 
something in the style of versification, ‘ 
arf: adopted froqi* the ” St. Monica,” a. 
poem of much beauty upon a monastic 
I subject, by Charlotte Smith : a Id&y to 
'w-hum English verse is under greats 
obligations than afe Jlkely to be eithff' 
acknowledged or, remembfired. She 
wrote little, and that little nnandbitiotisly 
but with true feeling for rural nature, at 
a tfme*wl]cn nature was not much re¬ 
garded by English Poets ; for in point'of 
time Mir earlier‘writings precede^, I be¬ 
lieve, those of Cowper ana Burns. ,, 

•* 

373 - * 

” And they are led by noble H,ill0ry." ' 

The Tower ep Refuge, an oi-nAment 
to Douglas Bay, 'was erected chi^^ 

' through the humanity and zeal of mr 
William Hillary ; and hu' aK>o was Khe 
founder of the lifeboat establishment* at 
‘ that place ; by which, under Ifls super- ^ 
iiitcndcnce and often by his exertions at 
the imminent hazard of his own life,... 
many seamen and passengers have been 
saved. 

Page 374 - 

" By a retired Mariner." ^ 

This unpretending sonnet is by a 
gentleman nearly connected with me, 
and I hope, as it falls so easily into its 
place, that both the writer and^he reader 

will excuse its appearance hete. 

• 

Page 375 - « 

” On revisiting Dunolly CasUe." 

This ingenious piece of workmanship* 
as I afterwards learned, *had been exe- 
' cuted for their own amusemqpt by some * 
l|bo«rers employed about the place, 

• 

Page 376. ^ 

” Cwe of Staffa." 

* % 

The reader may be tempted to eadalm, 

” How came this aud the two follorwing 
sonnets to be written, after the dissatifr. 
tattlon expressed in the preceding one ? ” 
In fact, at the risk m inciting the 
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reasonabte displeasure 9! the master of 
the steam>boat, 1 retuftied to the cave, 
and explored it, unden otfcumstances 
more favourable 'to thos^ ipiCginative 
impressions which it is so wonderfully 
fitted to make upon, the mind. , 


Page 37f. » 

**Ho^e smiled whetP your nativily* was 
cast, m ( • 

Children of Summer*' " 

Upon the head of the columns which 
form the front of the cave rests a body 
of decomposed basaltic matter, .which 
was richly decorated with that large 
bright flower, ^hc ox-ey^d niaisy.. * 
• 


Page 377. 
“ Iona.'** 



^ssel, as conveying 
man any words of my own coiild do. 


* • •Page 378. 

" fetched from Paradise." 

. It is to be feared that there is more of 
' Ihe poet than the sound etymologist in 
this derivation of the name Eden, On 
the western coast of Cumberland is a 
rivulet which enters the sea at Moresby, 
known ^Iso in the neighbourhood by the 
" name m Eden. May not the latter 
syllable come from the word Dean, a 
wUay ? Langdale, near Ambleside, is 
by the inhabitants called Langden. The 
former syllable occurs in the name 
Emont, a principal feeder of the Eden ; 
and the stream ^hich flows, when the 
tide is out, gyer Cartmel Sands, is called 
the Ea—eau, French—aqua, Latin. * 

? ' Page 379. 

'* Canal, and Viaduct, and 'Railway, tell! ” 

At Corby, a tew miles below Nunnery, 
the £den*is crossed by a magnificent 
viaduetT; and another of these wofksais 
thrown over a deep glen or ravine at a 
very^ sh^^t siistance from the main 
stream. 

• Page 379? 

A weight of awe, not easy to be borne." 

■ The daughters of Long Meg, place 4 k,iu 
a ^perfect circle eighty yards in diameter, 


are seventy* two in number above ground; 
a little way out of th? circle stands Long 
Meg herself, a single stone, eighteen feet 
high. When I first saw this monument, 
as I came upon it by surprise, I might 
over-rate its importance as an object; 
but, though it will not biear a comparison 
*with Stonehenge. I must say 1 have not 
seen any other relique of those dark ages, 
wShcIi can pretend to rival it in singu¬ 
larity and dignity of appearance^. ^ 

• 

. Page 380. 

“ To ihe Earl of Lonsdale." 

This sonnet was written immediately 
after certain trials, which took place at 
the Cumberland Assizes, when the Earl 
of Lonsdale, iii consequence of repeated 
and long-continued attacks upon bis 
character, through the local press, had 
thought it right to prosecute the con- 
. doctors and proprietors of three several 
i journals. A verdict of libel was given in 
one case ; and. in the others, the prosecu¬ 
tions were withdrawn, upon the indi¬ 
viduals retracting and disavowing the 
charges, exjiressing regret that they 
had been made, and promising to abstian 
i from the like in future. 


Page 407. 

Lust line of .Sonnet, *' Blest States¬ 
man he.” cf. Spenser's line :— 

“ All change is perilous, and all change 
unsound." 


Page 408. 

" Men of the Western World!** 

These lines were, written several years 
ago, w'hen reports prevailed of cruelties 
committed in many parts of America, 
by men making a law of their own pas¬ 
sions. 

e 

# 

Page 422. 

“ The Horn of Egremont Castle.** 

This story is a Cumberland tradition. 
I have heard it also related of the Hall of 
Hutton John, an ancient residence of the 
Hudlestons’ in a sequestered valley upon 
the river Dacor. 
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NOTES 


Page 42S. « 

“ T/k! Russian Fugitive" 

Peter Henry Bruce, having given in 
his entertaining Memoirs the substance 
of this Tale, affirms that, besides the 
concurring reporSs of others, he had the 
story from the lady’s qwn mouth. The* 
Lady Catherine, mentioned towards the 
dose, is the famous Catl^'rine, then bear¬ 
ing J^iat name as the acknowledged. 
Wifeof Peter the (xreat. 

4> 

f 

« Page 458. 

“ Elegiac Verse^f." 

The plant alluded to is the Moss 
Campion (Sileue acaulis). This most 
beautiful plant is scarce in hhigland, 
though it is found in great abun¬ 
dance upon the mountains of Scot¬ 
land. The first specimen I ever saw of 
it, in its native bed, was singularly fine, 
the tuft or cushion being at least eight 1 
inches in diameter, and the root pro- 
portionably thick. I have only met with 
it in two places among our mountains, in 
both of which I have since sought for it 
in vain.- 


Page 462. 

Walter Scott . died 21st Sept., 1832. 
S. T. Coleridge . „ 25th July, 1834. 
Charles Lamb . . „ 27th Dec., 1834. 

George Crabbe . „ 3rd F'eb., 1832. 

Felicia Hemans . i 61 h May, 1835. 

Page 603. 

“ 'Tis, by comparison, an easy task 
Earth to despise" etc. 

See, upon this subject, Baxter’s most 
interesting review of his own opinions 


J. 

and sentiments in the decline of life. It 
may be foimd (fktely reprinted) in Dr. 
Wordswortiv’s EcclesiasHad • Biogyaphy. 


Page 604, 

" Alas f the endowment of immortai 
^ Power, f * ■" - 

Is^ matched unequally with ^stom, 
time," etc 

This‘'subject il»,trjated at length 111 
the Ode, “ Intimations of Immortality," 
page 463. ‘ ». 


Page 605. 

“ f^nowing the heart of is sety ” eic. 

The .passage quoted from Daniel is 
taken from ^ poem adhressed. tor- 
Margaret, Countess of Cumberland, of 
which the two last lines are by him 
translated from Seneca. The ^whole 
Poem is very beautiful. ‘ 

Page 658. 

“ Perish the roses and the flowers S/ kings.'' 4 

The " Transit gloria mundi " is fineljiL i 
expressed in the Introduction to the 
Foundation-charters of some of the 
ancient Abbeys. Some expressions here 
used are taken from that of the Abbey of 
St. Mary’s, Furness, the transition of^ 
which is as follows :— ^ 

" Considering every day the uncer¬ 
tainty of life, that the roses and dowefs 
of Kings, Emperors, and Dukes, and 
the crowns and palms of all the great, 
wither and decay; and that ail things, 
with an uninterrupted) couis£, tend to 
dissolution and death. • , 
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APPENDIX, PREFACES, 

*• ETC.j«ETC. 

^ucH the greatest partfof the foregoing p )enis nas been so Ibng before the pi^lic 
tfhat no prefatory maUcr^explanatosy of anjf'portion of them, or of the arrangem**!!! 
which has be^ adopted ^appears to be required ; and had it not been for the obser¬ 
vations coiUaincd in those prefaces upon the pvinciples dt poetry in general they 
would not nave been reprinted even as an appendix in this edition. 


PJIEFACE 


TO nttE SECOND EDITION OF SEVERAL OF THE FOREGOTNC. POEMS, PUBLISHED, WITH AN 
ADDITIONAL VOLUME, UNOgR THE TITLE dK “ LYRICAL BALLADS.” 


>• • •. - 

[iVo/rja-In succeeding iditims, when the collection was much enlarged and 
diversifie4i Wiis preface was transferred to the end of the volume as having little 
^ of a spetia.1 application to Ijieir coutonts ] 

Tn^first volume of These 
already beejji submitted 


ixiems lias 
to general 

perusal. It wa^published, as an experi- 
mentT whi(^, I hoped, might be of some 
ifee to ascertain, hoiv far, by fitting to 
‘metrical arrangement a selection of the 
11^1 language of men in a state of vivid 
sensation, that sort of pleasure and that 
quantity of pleasure way be imparted, 
which a poet may rationally endeavour 
to impart. 

f I had fCTmed no very inaccurate esti 
. mattf of the probable effect of those poems: 

J flattered ni^elf that they who should 
be pleased with them would read them 
with more than common pleasure : and, 
on the other hand, 1 was well aware that, 
by those who shoidd dislike them, they 
would be read with more than couiinoii 
disKke. The Tf^ult has dificred from myl 
expectation in this only, that a greater 
; ii«unber ha%e been pleased than 1 ven- 
InAd to hope I should please. 

* * fk . 

Several of friends are mixiuus 
tex: the success of these poems, ‘from a 
belief, that, ff the views with which they 
were composed were indeed realized!! %| 
of poetry would be produced, well 
ai^ptoi to^nteiBSt mankind permanent¬ 
ly, and not unimportant in the quality, 
and in the multiplicity of its moral rela¬ 
tions: and on this accoimt they have 
advised Tne to prefix a systematic de- 
of the theory upon which the poems 
liiere written. But Twas unwillmg to 
imdttiake the^ta8k, knowing that on this 
' occasion thajreader would look coldly 

»7 


upon my arguments, since I might be 
suspected of ha\'ing been principally in¬ 
fluenced by the selfish and foolish hope of 
reasoning him into an approbation of 
these particular poems : and 1 was still 
more unwilling to undertake the task, 
because, adequately to display the opin¬ 
ions, and fully to enforce the arguments, 
would require a space wholly dispropor- 
tirmate to a preface. For, to treat the 
subject with the clearness and coherence 
of which it is susceptible, it would be 
necessary to give a full account of the 
pre.sont state of the public taste in this 
country, and to determine how far this 
taste is healthy or depraved ; which, 
again, could not be determined, without 
pointing out in what manner language and 
the human mind act and re-act on each 
other, and without retracing the revolu¬ 
tions. not of literature alone, but likewise 
of sfKiicty itself. I have therefore alto¬ 
gether declined to enter regularly upon 
this defence; yet I am sensible that t^re 
would be something like impropriety in 
abruptly obtruding upon the public, 
without a few words of introduction, 
poems so materially mflerent from those 
upon which general approbatioa is ft 
present bestowed. 

It is supposed, that by the act of writing 
in verse an author makes a formal en¬ 
gagement that he will gratify certain 
known habits* of association; that.he 
not only thus apprises the reader that 
certain classes ot ideas and expressions 
will be found in his book, but that others 
will be carefully excluded. This ex- 
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ponent 9T symbol held forth b)r metrical and more en^hatic language : betimse 
language must in different eras of litera* in that condition of life our elementaty 
ture have excited very different cxpecta- feeling cb*exist in a state of grekter sim> 
tions: for example, in the age of Catullus, plicity.Mnd, consequently, maybe more 
Terence, and Lucretius, and that of accurately contemplated, and more iorci-> 
Statius or Claudian; and in our own blyicommunicateC; because the manner^ 
country in th« age of Shakespeare and of rural life germinate from tho$e ele* 
Beaumont and Fletcher, and that'of . mentaryfeeliqgs, and, from the new»ary 
Donne and Cowley, or Dryden, or Pope. I'j character of rural occupations,^e mcn% 
will not take upon me; to determifle the eksily comprehended, and ate more ' 
import of the promise which, by dura))le ; and,.iastly, because in th^lconi 
act of writing in verse, an author, in the ditioiitliepassi(^s^fmenareincorp^at^ 
present day, makes to hts reader :,but it with the beautiful and pe/manent forms 
■will undoubtedly appear to many persons of nature. The language, tbo, of thes^ 
that I have not fulfflled the terms o( au men has been adopted (purified indeed 
engagement thus voluntarily contracted, from what appear to he its real defe^i 
They who have been accustomed to the from all lasting and rational cau^ of 
gaudiness and inane phraseology of dislike of- dfsgust) because guch men 
many modern writers, if they persist in hourly communicate witll the best o^'cets 
reading this book to its conclusion, will, fronq, which the best jiart of language is 
no doubt, fre^iucntly have to struggle originally derived; and because n*9*n . 
with feelings of strangeness and awkward- their rank in'sLciety and the sameness and' 
ness : they will look round for poetry, and narrow circle of their intercourse, being 
will be induced to inquire bv what species less under the influence of ^dal vanity, 
of courtesy these attempts can be permit- tliey convey their feelings and lotions in« 
ted to assume that title. I hope therefore simple and unAlaborated expre^itCbns. 
the reader will not censure me for attinnpt- Accordingly, such a language, arisuig 
ing to state what 1 have prfiposed to out of repeated experUndb and i^gular 
my^lf to perform; and also (as far as the feelings, is a more permanent, and a 
limits of a preface will permit) to explain far more philosophical laUi^Hgc, thAi 
some of the chief reasons which have that which is frequently substituted for it 
determined me in the choice of my pur- by poets, who think that they are cfe-i 
pose: that at least he may be spared any ferring honour upon themselves and their 
unpleasant feeling of disappointment, art, in proportion as they separate tbem- 
and that I myself may be protected from selves from the sympathies of men and 
one of the most dishonourable accusations indulge in arbitrary and capricious habits 
which can be brought against an author ; of expression, in order to furnish food fwr 
namely, that of an indolence which pre- fickle tastes, and fickle appetites, of (their 
vents him from endeavouring to ascertain own creation.^ 

what is his duty, or, when his duty is i cannot, however, be sensible to the 
ascertained, prevents him from perform- present outcry against the triviality 
ing it. and meanness, both of thought and Ian- 

The principal "object, then, proposed guage, which some of my coptemporaries 
in these poems was to choose incidents have occasionally iiftroduc^ into their 
and situations from common life, and metrical compositions ; «^und I aelmow< 
to relate or describe them, througlwut, as ledge that this defect, where it exists, 
far as was possible in a selection of Ion- fg more dishonourable to the srriter's own 
■ guage really used by men, and, at the character than false refinement or arhi« 
same time, to throw over them a certain trary innovation, though I should contend 
colouring of imagination, whereby ordin- at the same time that it is far less pemi-. 
arythings should be presentedto the mind clous in the sum of its consequences.' 
in an unusual aspect; and, further, and From such verses the poems m these 
above all, to maVe these incidents and Lvoiumes will be found di^tingtdsbed at 

J ituations uiteresting by tracing in them, ^least by one mark o( difference, that each 
ruty though not ostentatiously, tlie pri* of them has a worthy pufpos^ taat 
mary laws of our nature: chiefly, as far as i always began to write Mritfi a distinct 
regards the manner in which we associate purpose formally conceived; but habilt Of 

ideas in a state of excitement. Humble -;---. . -. ...- j g;- - - 

and rustic life was generally chosen, ^ It is worth while here to observe, 

. became, hs^that condition, the essential that the affecting parts of Chaucer are 
' passions of the hemrt find a better soil in almost always expr^ed in language 
, which they can attain their maturity, are pure and universaUy mtelligible even to 
. tinder restrawt, and speak a plainer this day. 
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have, I trust.^so prompted 
arid' regulated my feelmgs, that my 
ddakiripttciaa of such objects amstmngly 
excite thoae feelings, will be* x|find to 
along with them a purpose. If 
opinion be eironeoua, I can have l^tle 
ri^bt to the name of a poet. For all good 
p^ry is the spontaneoiu overflow of 
powenul feedings: and tnougfa this be 
*^rtie, pdSlns to whi<^ any value can be 
jittael^ were never pi^uced on any 
variety of subjects lii^tmy a man "who, 
being pi^sessed of more than usual organic 
sensibility, •had also tlfbught long and 
deeply. For our continued influxes of 
feelmgs are modified and directed b>k our 
thott|hts, which are indeed the represen¬ 
tatives of^all ouiapast feelyiga; andt as 
by cpiitemplatSig the relation of these 
genial representatives to each other, we 
fl^cov^r what is really important to 
•men, so, by the repetitioiP and continu¬ 
ance of This act, our feelings will be con¬ 
nected wftlf iiupoigant subjects, till at 
length, K we be originally* possessed of 
muM^sensibility, such habits of mind will 
be produced, that, by obeying blindly 
and iflcchaniflallir the impulses of th(»e 
habits, we shall describe objects, and 
Utter sentAaents, of such a nature, and 
in such connexion with each other, that 
understanding of the reader must 
necessarily be in some degree enlightened, 
and his affections strengthened and puri¬ 
fied. 

It has been said that each of these 
poems haw a purpose. Another circum¬ 
stance must be mentioned which dis- 
ti^uishes these poems from the popular 
p^try of the day; it is this, that the 
feeling therein developed gives import¬ 
ance to the action and situation, and not 
the action situation to the feeling. 

A sense of false modesty shall not 
prevent roe 4 sDm asserting, that the« 
reader’s attention is pointed to this mark 
of distinction, far less for the sake of these 
fibrticular poems, than from the general 
'importance of the subject, (fbe subject is 
indeed important! For the human mind 
is capable of beiif^ excited without the ap- 
(flication of gross and violent stimulants; 
and ho must have a very faint perceptiotL 
of its beaut^P and dignity wbo does nor 
kiAw tj}is, wd who dbes not further know, 
that one bemg if elevated above another, 
in proportion as he possesses this capa¬ 
bility. It has^therefore appeared to me, 
that to endeavour to produce or enlarge 
this capability is one of the best services 
in which, at any period, a writer can be 
engaged; but this service, excellent at 
all i$ es^ially so at the pre¬ 


sent day.* For a multitude of causesi, 
unknown'to former times, are now act* 
ing with a combined force'to blunt the 
discriminating power of the mind, and, 
unfitting it far all voluntary exertion, to 
reduce it to a state of almost savage tor¬ 
por. The most effective of these causes are 
tlA great national eyents which are daily 
taking place, and the increasing accurou- 
latioh of men in eijpes, where the unlfor- 
nnty of their occupations produces a 
craving for extraordinary incident, 
whickthe rapid communication of intelli¬ 
gence nourly gratifies. To this tendency 
of «life and manners the literature and 
theatrical exhibitions of the country have 
conformed themselves. The invalxiable 
^orks ot our elder writers. 1 had almost 
said the works of Shakespeare and Milton, 
are driven into neglect by frantic novels, 
sickly and stupid Clerman tragedies, 
and deluges of idle and extravagant 
stories in verse.—When I think upon this 
degrading thirst after outragerms stimu¬ 
lation. 1 am almost ashamed to have 
spoken of the feeble endeavour made in 
these volumes to counteract it; and, re¬ 
flecting upon the magnitude of the general 
evil, I should be oppressed with no dis¬ 
honourable melancholy, had 1 not a deep 
impression of certain inherent and in¬ 
destructible (pialities of the human mind, 
and likewise of certain powers in the 
great and permanent objects that act 
upon it, which are equally inherent and 
indestructilile ; and were there not added 
to this impression a belief, that the time is 
approaching when the evil will be syste¬ 
matically opposed, by men of greater 
powers, and with far more distinguished 
success. 

Having dwelt thus long on the subjects 
and aim of these poems, I shall request 
the reader’s permission to apprise him 
of a few circumstances relating to their 
siyle, in order, among other reasons, that 
he may not censure me for not fiaving per¬ 
formed what 1 never attempted. The 
reader will find that personifications of 
abstract ideas rarely occur in these 
volumes; and are utterly rejected, as 
an ordinary device to elevate the style, 
and raise it'above pnisfl. My purpose was 
to imitate, and, as far as is possible, to 
adopt the very language of men ; and 
assuredly such personifications do not 
make any natural or regular part of that 
language. They are, indeed, a figure of 
speech occasionally prompted by passion, 
and I have made use of them as such ; but 
have ehde,avoured utterly to reject them 
as a mechanical device of style, or as a 
family language which writem in metrg 
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seem tf^lay claim to by prescription. I 
have wish^ to keep the reader in the 
company of flesh and blood, persuaded 
that by so doing I shall interest him. 
Others who pursue a diflerent track will 
interest him likewise ; I do not interfere 
with their claim, but wish to prefer a claim 
of my own. There ^gill also be found<ln 
these volumes little of what is usually 
called poetic diction ; ^as much paihrj has 
beeiC taken to avoid it as is ordinari/y 
tdken to produce it; this has been done* 
for the reason alresidy sdleged, to bring 
• my language near to the langua^ie of 
men ; and further, because the pleas/'.re 
which I have proposed to myself to im¬ 
part, is of a kind very difTerent from that 
which is supposed by many persons to b^' 
the proper object of poetry. Without be¬ 
ing culpably particular, I do not know 
how to give my reader a more exact notion 
of the style in which it was my wish and 
intention to write, than by informing him 
that 1 have at all times endeavoured to 
look steadily at my subject; consequent¬ 
ly, there is, I hope, in these poems little 
falsehood of description, and my ideas 
are expressed in language fitted to their 
respective importance. Something must 
have been gained by this practice, as it 
is friendly to one property of all good 
poetry, namely, good sense : but it has 
necessarily cut me n(T from a large por¬ 
tion of phrases and figures of speech 
which from father to sun have long been 
regarded as the common inheritance of 
poets. I have also thought it expedient 
to restrict myself still further, having 
abstained from the use of many expres¬ 
sions, in themselves proper and beautiful, 
but which have been foolishly repeated 
by bad poets, till such feeling of disgust 
are connected with them as it is scarcely 
possible by any art of association to over¬ 
power. 

If in a poem there should be found a 
series of lines, or even a single line, in 
which the' language, though naturally 
arranged, and according to the strict 
laws of metre, does not differ from that 
of prose, there is a numerous class of 
critics, who, when they stumble upon 
these prosaisms, «^as they call them, 
imagine that they have made a notable 
discovery, and exult over the poet as over 
a man ii^orant of his own profession. 
Now these men would establish a 
canon of criticism which the reader will 
conclude he must utterly reject, if he 
wishes to be pleased with these volumes. 
And it would be a most easy task to 
prove to him, that not only the language of 
a large portion of every good poem, even 


of the most rclevated characta, must 
necessarily, exbept with reference to the 
metre. irNio respect differ from* that' of 
good but likewise that some of the 

most interesting parts of the best poena 
wiltjDe found to bet strictly the language-oi 
prose when prose is well written. The 
truth of this assertion might be demon¬ 
strated by in*jliumerable passages from 
almost all the poetical writing^even of* 
Milton himself.^. To illustrate the s^ect 
in a general ma'nnejb I will here aomic^ 
a short composition of Gray, who was at 
the head of thoSe who, by'tfceir reason¬ 
ings, have attempted tn widen the space 
tg scfiaration betwixt prose and metrical 
composition, and was more than' any 
oth(jr inav qjuriously elaborate in the 
structure of his own poeWc didtion.^ 

" In fvaiii to me the smiling mornings 
shine, *■ • 

And reddening Pha'bus lifts his golden 

€. 1 , 

The birds in vain their amorous/lescant 

.n, uA 

Or cheerful fields resume their gE%en 
attire. 

These cars, alas ! for otKferbotes repine ; 

A different object do these i^'es require, 

My kinety anguish melts no heart bih' 


mine; 

And tn my breast the imperfect 
expire; 

Yet morning smiles the busy race to 
cheer, 

And new-bom pleasure brines to hap¬ 
pier men; * »- 

The fields to all their wonted tribute 
bear; « 

To warm their little loves the birds 
complain. 

I fruitless mourn to him that cannot hear. 

And weep the more because I weep in 
vain." *■ 


, t' 

It will easily be. perceived that the 
only part of this sonnet whi^ is of any 
value is the lines printed in italics; it is 
equally obviofiis that, except in the rhyme, 
and in the use of the single word fruit¬ 
less ” for fruitlessly, which is so jfar a ' 
defect, the language of the^ lines does' 
in no respect differ from that of prose. 

By the foregoing quotation it has been 
shown that the language of ^rose mky 
yet be well adapted to*poe£y; wd it 
was previously asserted, that a la^e por¬ 
tion of the la^uage of every good poetti 
can in no respect differ frofli that of good 
prose. We vrill go further. It may be 
safely affirmed that there neither is, nor 
can be, any essential difference between 
the Iwguage of prose and metrical com” 
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' position. We sure fond of iiracing the le- 
semblanoe between puctr^ and painting, 
and, accordingly, we call thetfl sjgters: 
but where shall we find bonds of c^plexioa 
sU'fficiei^tly strict to typify the affinity 
betwixt metrical and. prose comQpsi- 
tidn ? They both speak by and, to the 
same organs ; the bodies* in which both 
of them are clothed maybS said to be of- 
4 he sani 9 substance, tlseir affections are 
kindred, and almost identical, not neces- 
%arily differing even Jegree, pdfetry * 
sheds no team “ such a% Angels weep," 
bat natural and hum an* tears ; she can 
boast of no celestial ichor that distin¬ 
guishes her vital juices from thosa of 
pros 9 ; the same human blood circulates 
through the veirv of then^ bath. « 

If it b(f affiriHed that rhvme and mc- 
triciP arrangement of thomstslves con¬ 
stitute a distinction which overPums 

"^Rsffiat (las just been said the strict 
affinity tf metrical language with that of 
prose, and paves tj^e way for other ar- 

• tificial distinctions wliich^ the mind 
voluntarily admits, 1 smswer that the 
langulige of such poetry as is here re¬ 
commended is, ^s far as is poss’ble. a 
selecljon of the language really spoken by 
i§en ; tha^this selection, wherever it is 
made with true taste and feeling, will of 
•4-^f form a distinction far greater than 
would at first be imagined, and will en¬ 
tirely separate the composition from the 
vulgarity and meanness of ordinary life ; 
and, if metre be super-added thereto, I 
believe that a dissimilitude will be pro- 

•• dticcd altogether sufficient for the grati- 
'ficatibn of a rational mind.' What other 
diaflnction would we have ? Whence 
is it to come ? And where is it to exist ? 
Not, surely.where the poet speaks through 
the mouths ot his characters : it cannot 
be necessary here, either for elevation of 
style, or any qj^ts supposed ornaments : 
for,*if the poet’s subject be judiciously 

• ,- • - 

t t I here use the word “ poetry ’’ 
(though against my own judgment) as 
•opposed to the vpord prose, and synony¬ 
mous with metrical composition. But 
much confusion has been introduced ixito 

• criticism by athis contradistinction of 
poetry and. piose, instead of the more 
philo^l^hicm onemf poetry and matter of 
fact, or science. The only strict anti¬ 
thesis to Prose is Metre: nor is this, 
in truth, a strict antith&is, because 
lines and passages of metre so naturally 
occur in writing prose, that it would be 
scarcely possible to avoid them, even 
were it desirgble. 


chosen, it will naturally, and upon fit 
occasion, lead him to passions the 
language of which, if selected truly and 
Judiciously, must necessarily be- digni¬ 
fied and variegated, and alive with me¬ 
taphors and figures. I forbear to speak 
of an incongruity which* would shock 
tlffi intelligent reaej^r, should the poet 
interweave any foreign splendour of his 
own Vith that whic^ the passion naturally 
suggests ; it is sufficient to say that ^c^ 
Addition is unnecessary. And, surely, 
it is more iirobablc that those passages, 
which* with propriety abound with 
metaphors and figures, will have their 
due e.ffect, if, upon other occasions where 
the passions arc of a milder character, 
die style also be subdued and temperate. 

Hut, as the pleasure which I hope to 
give by the poems now presented to the 
reader must depend entirely on just 
notions upon this subject, and, as it is in 
itself of high importance to uur taste 
and moral feelings, I cannot content 
myself with these detached remarks. 
And if, in what I am about to say, it 
shall appear to some that my labour is 
unnecessary, and that I am like a man 
fighting a battle without enemies, such 
persons may be reminded, that, what¬ 
ever be the language outwardly holden 
by men, a practical faith in the opinions 
which 1 am wishing to establish is almost 
unknown. If mv conclusions are ad¬ 
mitted, and carried as far as they must 
be carried if admitted at all, our judg¬ 
ments concerning the works of the greatest 
poets both ancient and modern will be 
tar different from what they are at 
present, both when we praise, and when 
we censure; and our moral feelings 
influencing and influenced by these judg¬ 
ments will, I believe, be corrected and 
purified. 

Taking up the subject, then, upon gen¬ 
eral grounds, let me ask, what is meant 
by the word poet ? What is a poet ? 
To whom does he address himself ? 
And what language is to be expected 
from him ?—He is a man speaking to ^ 
men : a man, it is true, endowed with ' 
more lively sensibility, more enthusiasm, 
and tenderness, who has a greater know- 
'ledge of human nature, and a more com¬ 
prehensive soul, than are suppiosed to be 
common among mankind ; a man pleased 
with his own passions and volitioas, and 
who rejoices more than other men in the 
spirit of life that is in him; delighting to 
contemplate similar volitions and pas¬ 
sions as manifested in the goings-on of 
the Universe, and habitually impelled to 
create them where he does not find them. 
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To tl»ese qualities he has addbd a dis- 
positioa^to be afiected more than other 
mrai by absent things as if they were 
present; an ability of conjuring up in 
himself passions, which are indeed far 
from being the same as those produced by 
real events, yet (especially in those parts 
of the general sympathy which are pletis-' 
ing and delightful) do more nearly re¬ 
semble the passions, produced by’real 
events, than any thing which, from the 
motions of their own minds merely, other 
men are accustomed to feel in themselves : 
—whence, and from practice, he has ac¬ 
quired a greater readiness and pimev. in 
expressing what he thinks and feels, and 
especially those thoughts and feelings 
which, by his own choice, or from thfc 
structure of his own mind, arise in him 
without immediate external exeitemcat. 

But whatever portion of this faculty we 
may suppose even the. greatest poet 
to possess, there cannot be a doubt 
that the language which it will suggest 
to him must often, in liveliness and truth, 
fall short of that which is uttered by men 
in real life, under the actual pressure of 
those passions, certain shadows of which 
the poet thus produces, or feels to be 
produced, in himself. 

However exalted a notion we would 
wish to cherish of the character of a poet, 
it is obvious, that while he describes and 
imitates passions, his employment is in 
some dfgree mechanical, cfimpared with 
the freedom and power of real and sub¬ 
stantial action and suffering. So that 
it will be the wish of the poet to bring 
his feelings near to those c>f the perstuis 
whose feelings he describes, nay, for 
short spaces of time, perhaps, to let him¬ 
self slip into an entire delusion, end even 
confound and*'identify hxs own feelings 
with theirs ; modifying only the language 
which is thus suggested to him by a con¬ 
sideration that he describes for a parti¬ 
cular purpose, that of giving pleasure. 
Here, then, he will apply the. principle 
of selection which has been already in¬ 
sisted upon. He will depend upon this 
fat renxrving what would otherwise be 
painful ot disgusting in the passion ; ho j 
Will feel that therC^is no necessity to trick 
out or to elevate nature : and, the more 
industriously he applies this principle, 
the dec^r will be his faith that no words, 
wbiefa nis fancy or imagination can 
suggest, will be to be compared with those 
whteh are the emanations of reality and 
truth. 

But it may be said by those who do 
not Object to the general spirit of these 
that, as it is impossible fch: tbe 


poet to prqduce upon all occasions 
language as exquisitely fitted for the. 
passion )eA that which the re^* pasSioa 
itselfSRu^ests, it is proper that he should 
consider himself as in the situation of a' 
traiislator, who efoes not scruple to sab* 
stitute. excellencies of another kind for 
those which a^e unattainable by hhn; - 
and eudeavoul-s occasionally to surpass« 
hw original, in order to make soias amends 
for the general inferiority to ^ich be 
feels 'that he 'jsu&t submit. At this 
would be to encourage id]<.ness and un¬ 
manly despair. ‘ Further, it. is the lan¬ 
guage of men who speak of what they do 
not imderstand : who talk of poetry as 
of a matter of amusement and idle plea¬ 
sure ; wb') will converse with us as 
gravely alKuit a taste for^poetiy, as they 
express it, as if it were a thing as uuliffejr- 
eut as a taste for rope-darning, or Fron- 
tiniac or shesiy. Aristotle, I have been** 
told, has said, that poetry is the most 
philosophic of all wrjting : It is so : its 
object is truth, not individual ai'^d local, 
but general.and operative ; not sto^^'ing 
upon external testimony, but dhrried ’ 
alive into the heart by, passion ;• truth 
which is its own testimony, which.gives 
competence and confidence to Ihetribun''! 
to which it appeals, and receives them 
from the same tribunal. Poetr;^ Is it"'’ 
image of man and nature. The obstacles 
which stand in the way of the fidelity 
of the biographer and historian, and of 
their consequent utility, are incalculably 
greater than those which are to be en¬ 
countered by the poet who comprel^nus 
the dignity of his art. The poet writes 
under one restriction only, namely, luC 
necessity of giving immediate pleasure 
to a human being possessed of that 
information which may be expected from 
him, not as a lawy-er, a physician, a 
mariner, an astronomeir or a natural 
philosopher, but as a man. Except this 
one restriction, there is no abject stand¬ 
ing between the poet and the image of 
things; between this, and the biographer 
and historian, there are a thousand. 

Nor Jet this necessity of producing 
immediate pleasure be considered as a 
degradation of the poet’s art. It is far 
otherwise. Itisanacknowl^ldgmentoithe 
beauty of the univ&se, an acknowledg¬ 
ment the more sincere,because not formal, 
but indirect; it is a task light and easy to 
him who loo^s at the world in the spirit 
of love ; further, it is a homage paid to the 
native and naked dignity of man, to the. 
grand elementary principle of pleasure,. 
by whieh he knows, and feels, lives, 
and moves. We have nO Sytti^th^ btii 
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wfaat is propagated by pleasure: 1 would necting ue with our fellow-beinga. The 
sot be misunderstood; bat,wh.d«ver we man of Acienoe seeks truth as a remote 
sympathize with pmn, it wilbwAund gnd unknown benefactor; he cherishes 
that thq, sympathy is produced md car- and loves it in bis solitude : the poet, 
ried on by subtle combinations with singing a song in which all human beings 
pleasure. We have no knowledge, that join with him, rejoices in the presence of 
IS, no general principlej; drawn from truth as our visible frieifd and hourly 
athe contemplation of pa/tieular facts, icompaiiion. Poetrj^ is the breath and 
' but wfaaSshas been buil^ up by pleasm^, finerv>pirit of all knowledge ; it is the 
and exists in us by i>leasure alone. The injpassioned exprefeion which is in the 
ftian of science, the ohei^^t and mnthc- Countenance of all science. Empnati- 
inatician, whatever diftlrulties and dis- cally may it be said of the poet, as 
gusts they»inay have 3 bad to struggle Shakccpeare hath said of man, “that 
with, know and feel this. However he looks before and after." He is the 
painful may be the objects with w;jiich rocic of defence for human nature ; an 
the auaiomist’s knowledge is comicctedt upholder and preserver, carrying every- 
he feels that hi!^nowled{» ij pleasure; where with him relationship and love, 
and wherU he Uhs no pleasure he has no In spite of difference of soil and climate, 
knofVledge. What then does tlie poet ? of language and manners, of laws and 
He considers,man and the objects*that customs; in spite of things silently 
^fttroubd him as acting «'id re-ax’ling gone tmt of mind, and things violently 
upon eiich other, so as to produce an destroyed ; the poet binds together by 
infinitecnsnplexityof pain and pleasure; passion and knowledge the vast empire 
he consklfirs man in his owji nature and of human societv, as it is spread over the 
in kjs ordinary life as c^demplating this whole earth, and over all time. The 
with'a certain qu.antity of immediate objects of the pvt's thoughts are every- 
knowiedge, S^i^i ccitain convictions, where ; though tlie eyes and senses of 
intui^ons, and aeductions, whicli from man are, it is true, his favourite guides, 
"^bit acqwire the quality of intuitions ; yet he will follow wheresoever he can 
he considers him as looking upon this find an atrnos]>here of sensation in which 
'-^paplex scene of ideas and sensations, to move Ins wings. Poetry is the first 
and finding ev^ywhere objects that and last of all Knowledge—^it is as iin- 
immediately excite in him sympathies tnortal as the heau'l of man. If the 
which, from the necessities of his nature, ]alM>iirs of men of science siiouJd ei'er 
are accompanied by an ove.rba]aiice | create any material rcv<»lution, direct or 
of enjoyniiBnt. indirect, m our condition, and in the 

• To this knowledge winch all men carry iiii|irf'Ssions which we habitually receive, 
''Xibnfit with them, and to these sym- the p »et will sle( p then no more than at 
cfflMiies in which, without any other present; lie will be ready to follow the 
discipline than that of our daily life, wc steals of the man of science, not only in 
are fitted to take delight, the poet pnnci- thr>s(‘ general indirect effects, but he 
pally directs his attention, fie considers will be at his side, carrying sensation 
man and niAure as^ssentially adapted to into the midst of the objects of the 


each other, the mmd of man as 
naturally the mirror of the fairest and* 


science itself. The remotest discoveries 
of the chemist, the botanist, or mineralo- 


most iate^psting properties of natun gist, will be as proper objects of the 
And thus the poet, prompted by this poet's art as any upon which it can be 
feeling of pleasure, which, accompanies employed, if the time should ever come 


him through the whole Bourse of his 
Studies, cmiverses with general nature, 
. wii^ affections akin to those which. 


wlie.n these things shall be familiar to 
us, and the relations under which they 
arc contemplated by the followers of 


through laoour and length of time, the these respective scjeoces shall he maaJ- 

_ _1.^. ^^ 2 ,^ _ I a.^. 


man of science ha.^ raised up in him§ell$ 
by GonvenBing with those particular 

g arts^f wunnwhicli are the objects of 
is studies. The knowledge both of the 
poet and the man of science is pleasure ; 
but the knoDrtedge of the^ne cleaves to 
us as a necessary part of our existence, 
our natural and unalienable inheritance ; 


fostly and palpably material to ug as 
enjoying and suffering beings. If the 
time should ever come w'lien what is now 
called science, thus familiarized to men, 
shall be ready to put bn, as it were, a 
form of flesh and blood, the poet will 
lend his divine spirit to aid the trans¬ 
figuration, and wUl welcome the being 


the othfir » a personal and individual thus produced, as a dear and gcmiiae 
ui}qu k*«lon , slow to come to US, and by inmate ot the household of man.—'It is 
no habitual and direct sympathy con- not, then, to be supposed that any ohe. 
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'wbahdds that subhtoi notion of poetry 
wbicb I have attempted to convev, will 
break in upon the sanctity and truth of 
his pictures by transitory and accidental 
ornaments, and endeavour to excite 
admiration of himself bv arts the neces¬ 
sity of whicK must manifestly dep^d 
upon the assumed ibeanness of his sub , 
ject 

What has been iKos far said applies 
to p'^etry m general, but esptcialli “t j 
those parts of composition where the 
poet speaks through tKe mouthsi of his 
characUrs, and upon this pomt it ap¬ 
pears to authorize thi c inclusion tnat 
there arc few persons of good stnse who 
would not allow that the dramatic parts 
of composition are deft cti\ e in pr ipui 
tion as they deviate from the rral Ian 
guage of nature and are c >1 lured bv a 
diction of the p ret s own (ilhtr pt cuhax 
to him as an individuil poet oi belonging 
simply to poets in gciuial to a body of 
men w ho from the circumstance of the ir 
compositions being in metre it is (x 
pected will employ a particular 1 iiiguagt 

It IS not then in the dramatic parts 
of composition that we look for tins dis¬ 
tinction of language but still it mav 
be proper and necessary where the 
poet speaks to us in his own person iiid 
character To this 1 answer by rt femng 
the reader to the description bt it re giv en 
of a poet Among the qualities there 
enumerated as principally conducing to 
form a poet is implied notl iiig differing 
m kind from other men but only in 
degree The sum of what was said is 
that the poet is chnfly distinguished 
from other men bv a greater promptness 
to thmk and feel without immediate 
external excitement and a greater power 
m expressing such thoughts and feelings 
as are produced in him m that maiiiu r 
But these passions and thoughts and 
feeling are the general passions and 
thoughts wd feelmgs of men And with 
what are they connect! d ? Undoubtedly 
with our moral sentiments and animal 
sensations, and with the causis which 
excite these, with the operations of the 
elements, and thi? appearances of the 
vistble universe; with storm and sun¬ 
shine, with the revolutions of the seasons 
with cold and heat, with loss of fnends 
and kindred, with injuries and reseiit- 
m^ts, gratitude and hope with fear 
and sorrow These, and the like arc 
the sensations and objects which the 
poet describes as they are the sensa 
lions of other men, and the objects which 
interest them The ^et thmks and 
feels in the spiztt of numan passions 


How, then, *seh his language ^iier in 
auv degree from that of all other 

menh„»^ feel vividly and see dearly? 

It migut be proved that it is impossible; 
But supposing ^at this were *^11101 the 
catfe, the poet ihight then be allowed to 
use a fiecuhar, language when expressing 
his feelings fer his own gratification, 
of men like^hunself Bu^i poets 
not write for poets alone, but^or men 
Unlaws thtrefL,(f. we are advewtes fo; 
thdt adiuiratiua which subsists upon 
Ignorance and ''hat pleasure,which arises 
from hearing what we do not understand, 
the pr et must descend from this supposeu 
iiiiglit and in order to exci*‘e rational 
sympathy, he must e^epress himself as 
other inrn c vinress their,v>ely cs To this 
It may be added, that while he is •only 
sell sting fr im the iidl language of men, 
or winch a'l ounts to the same thUug-» 
coinixising accurately in the spirit of 
such selection he is trt uhng upon safe 
ground and we knftw what, wt? are to 
expect frim him Our feelmgs aryjthe 
same with respect to metre, foi% as it 
may be proper to remin^ the reader, 
the distinction of meth is regul^ and 
uniform and not, like that which & prrj- 
duced by what is usually called POFTke 
DICTION arbitrary, and subject tojm- ^ 
finite c iprices upon w hich no calculanon 
whatcvir can be made In the one 
case the reader is utterly at the mercy 
of the p >et, respecting what imag^y 
or diction he may choose to connect with 
the passion , whereas, in the other, the 
metre obeys certain laws, to which the 
poet and reader both willingly sub,.&^ 
because the'v are certain, and because no 
interference is made by them with the 
passion but such as the concurring 
testimony of ages ha^ shown to heightdh 
and improve the pleasur^^Y^ich co-exists 
with it 

It will now be proper to answer an 
obvious question namely Why, j;»»- 
fessiiig thes^c opinions, have I written 
in veise ^ To this, in addition to such 
answer as is included m what has bean 
already said, 1 reply, in the first place^ 
Because, however 1 may hd^ve restneted 
jn^self there is still left open to me what 
confessedly constitutes the nmst valuable 
object of aXi, writing, wluthei m fcose or 
verse , the great and universal passions 
of men the most general and interesting 
of their occui^tions, and tne entua world 
of nature before me—to" supply endless 
combmations of forms and imagery. 
Now, supposing for a moment that ivhat- 
ever is mterestiag in these obje(^ may 
be as vividly described in prose, why 
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diODld I be ccandemned i<x attempting 
to ^peradd to such de^iption, the 
charin jvhich,. by the const^ of all 
nations, is acknowledged * tc^-i^ in 
metrical language ? To this, such 
as are ^et unconvinced, it may be an¬ 
swered that a very ^all part of'lhe 
pleasure given by poetrv depends upon 
the metre, and that it isiinjudicious to 
' vvrite in f^ietrc unless it be accompanied 
with the other artificiitl distinctions oi 
'•tyle with which metge i«|tisually aocom- 
panied, and ^hat, by^uch deviation, 
more will b^ lost from ^e shock which 
will thereby be given to the reader's 
associations than will be counterbalanced 
by arwy pleasure which he can derive IronT 
the general power of numbers answer 
- to those v.»ho sti^rcontciid ftirthc iieci s- 
sity accompanying metre with certain 
appropriate colours of style in ord<sr to 
acvomplis'&tuent of iti appropriate 
■end, and^who also, in my opinion, greatly 
under-rat^ tjjie pow-rr of metre in itsclt, 
it mighU perhaps, hs for as relates to 
'•these volimies, have bgen hlmost siiffi- 
cieur to observe, that poems are extant, 
writte|i upon more humble subjects, 
and in a still iflhre naked and simple 
style, tyhieJ^have continued to give ploa- 
sme from generation to generation. 
* Nqw, if nakedness and simplicity be a 
the fact here mentioned afTonls a 
strong presumption that poems somew'hal 
less naked and simple arc capable of 
affording pleasure at the present day ; 

. and. wlUit 1 wished chtcflv to attempt, 
afr present; was U> justify myself for 
lyvitig written under the impressirm of 
\ft^elief. 

But various causes might be iiointed 
out why, when the style is manly, and 
the subject of some importance, words 
metrically anranged will long continue 
to impart su eb j a. Measure to mankind 
ns he who pR^es the extent of that 

? leasure will he desirous to impart. 

he end df poetry is to produce 
excitement in co-existcnc£ with an 
overbalance of pleasure ; ffut, by the 
•supposition, excrement is an unusual 
gfid irregular state of the mind; ideas 
and feelings flo not, in that state, suc- 
.ceed each other in accustomed order, 
the,words, however,*by which this ex- 
cftement'^^irodiiced. be in themselves 
powerful, the images and feelings 
have an undue proportion of pain con¬ 
nected with them, there is^ome danger 
that the excitement may be carried be¬ 
yond its proper bounds. Now the 00- 
presenca of something regular, something 
to which the mind has been accustomed 
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in various moods and in a less excited 
state, cannot but have ^eat efficacy in 
tempering and restraining the passion 
by an intettexture of ordinary feeling, 
and of feeling not strictly and necessarily 
connected with the passion. This is un¬ 
questionably true ; and Jience, though 
th^ opinion will at first appear paradoxi- 
,cal, from the tenuerfey of metre to divest 
lang'4/ige, in a certain degree, of its 
reality, and thus t »5 throw a sort of balf- 
kohsciousness of unsubstantial existence 
over the whole composition, there can 
be little doubt nut that more pathetic 
situations and sentiments, that is, those 
whTch have a greater proportion of pain 
connected ■with them, may be endured 
i-a metrical composition, especially in 
rhyme, than in pri)sc. The metre of 
the old ballads is very artless ; 5-et they 
eontain many passages which would 
illustrate this opiiii m ; and, I hope, 
if the following p icnis be attentively 
perused, similar iiistanecs will be found 
in them. This opinion may be further 
illustrated by apjK'aliiig to the reader’s 
own experience of the reluctance with 
which he comes to the re-perusal i.»f the 
distressful parts of "Clarissa Harlowe,” or 
"The Ciamester,” while Shakespeare’s 
writings, in the most pathetic scenes, 
never act upon us, as pathetic, bevond 
the bounds <'f pleasun —an effect which, 
in a much greater degree than might at 
first be imagined, is to be ascribed to 
small, but continual and regular im¬ 
pulses of pleasurable surprise truiii the 
metrical arrangement.—On the other 
hand (what it must be allowed will much 
more frequently happen), if the poet’s 
words should be iucominensuratc with 
the passion, and inadequate to raise the 
reader to a height of drsirablc excite¬ 
ment, then (unless the pact’s choice of 
his metre has been grossly injudicious), 
*in the feelings of pleasure which the 
reader has been accustomed to connect 
with metre in general, and in the feeling, 
whether cheerful or melancholy, which 
he has been acrustomed to connect with 
that particular movement of metre, 
there will be found something which will 
greatly contribute to wpart passion to 
Khe words, and to effect the complex end 
which the poet proposes to himself. 

If I had undertaken a svstematic 
defence of the theory here maintained, 
it would have been my duty to develop 
the variois causes upon which the plea¬ 
sure received from metrical language 
depends. Among the chief of these 
causes is to be reckoned a principle 
which must be well kno^vn to those who 
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have n^adii ady of the Arts ther object of 
accurate reflection ; namely, the pleasure 
which the mind derives from the per¬ 
ception of similitude in dissimilitude. 
This principle is the great spring of the 
activity of oim minds, and their chief 
feeder. From, this principle the direc¬ 
tion of the sexual ^petite, and all tfie 
passions connected with it, take their 
origin : it is the lij(|t of our ordr.iary 
con^rsation; and upon the accuracy 
with which similitude in dissimilitudef 
and dissimilitude in similitude arc per¬ 
ceived, depend our taste and our‘inoral 
feelings. It would not be a useless em¬ 
ployment to apply this principle to 
the consideration of metre, and to show 
that metre is hence enabled to ailord 
much pleasure, and to point out in what 
manner that pleasure is produced. Ijut 
my limits will not permit me to enter 
upon this subject, and I must content 
myself with a general summary. 

I have said that poetry is the spontane¬ 
ous overflow of powerful feelings ; it 
takes its origin from emotion recollected 
in tranquillity: the emotion is contem¬ 
plated till, by a species of reaction, the 
tranquillity gradually disappears, and 
an emotion, kindred to that which was 
before the subject of contemplation, is 
gradually produced, and dues itself 
actually exist in the mind. In this 
mood successful composition generally 
begins, and in a mood similar to this it 
is carried on ; but the emotion, of what¬ 
ever kind, and in whatever degree, from 
various causes, is qualified by various 
pleasures, so that in describing any pas¬ 
sions whatsoever, which are voluntarily 
described, the mind will, upon the 
whole, be in a state of enjoyingnt. If 
Nature be thusKcautious to preserve in a 
state of enjoyment a being so employed, 
the poet ought to profit by the lesson 
held foirth to him, and ought especially 
to take care, that, whatever passions 
he communicates to his reader, those 
passions, if his reader's mind be sound 
uid vigorous, should always be accom- 

B anied with an overbalance of pleasure. 

fow the music of harmonious metrical 
language, the seu.se of difficulty over¬ 
come, and the blind association of plea-^ 
sure which has been previously received 
from works of rhyme or metre of the 
same or similar construction, an indis¬ 
tinct perception perpetually renewed 
of language closely resembling that of 
real litfr, and yet, in the circumstance 
of metre, difiering from it so widely—all 
these itaiperceptibly make up a complex 
feeling of delight, which is of the most 


important use in tempering the painful 
feeling alwayl*found intermingled with 
poVerfuhidesWiptions of tjie deeper pas¬ 
sions^ This effect is always produced in 
patheti^Wd impassioned poetry, vMle, in 
lighter composititms. the ease an«i grace- 
fulifbss with which the poet manages his 
numbers are jhemselves confessedly a 
principal source of the gratification of 
the reader. All^ that it is ne^ssary to, 
say, however, upon this subject, may be 
effected by affiKpiiag, what few ^rsou» 
will deny, that? of two,, descriptions, 
either of passiong, manners, W characters, 
each of them equally well executed, the 
onejn prose and the other in verse, the 
tVrse will be read a hundred times lyhere 
the prose^ read once. 

leaving thus explainer’ a few of my 
reasons for writing in verse, and Mdiy I 
have* chosen subjects frorn common life, 
and cndeav<7.vred to bring my lacigua^^ 
near to the real language of men, if I 
have been too minute in pl^ding my 
own cause, I^faave at' the saniet^e been 
treating a s'fibje/'.t of general interast;' 
and for this reason a few words sfratl be 
added with reference sojely to these 
particular poems, and Ho some aefects 
which will probably be fou^d in 'them. 

I am sensible that my associations mint 
have sometimes been particular instead . 
of general, and that, consequently. giWlJE’ 
to things a false importance, I may have 
sometimes written upon unworthy sub¬ 
jects ; but I am less apprehensive mi 
this accoimt, than that my la^uage may 
frequently have suffered from those 
arbitrary connexions of feelings^ ai\^ 
ideas with particular ivords and phraj^fn. 
from which no man can altogether pro¬ 
tect himself. Hence I have no doubt 
that, in some instances, feelings, even 
of the ludicrous, may be given to my 
readers by expressions, :i^ich appe.ared 
to me tender and pathetic. Such faulty 
expressions, were I convinced they were 
faulty at present, and tha£ they must 
necessarily ^ontinue to be so, 1 would 
willingly take all reasonable pains to 
correct. But it is dangerous to make- 
these alterations on the simple authori^ 
of a few individuals, or eVefi of certain 
classes of men; for where the under-. 
standing of an author is not convin^d, 
rr his feelings altered, tlsds ctijs^frtie done 
without great injury to himSffi ; for his 
own feelings are his stay and support; 
and, if he set'them aside one instance» 
he may be induced to repeat this act till 
his mind shall lose all eonfidtiace in ilselt 
and become utterly debilitated. To 
this it inky be added, that the critic 
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•light fiever to fozgot thatih« » himself 
exposed to the same errors as the poet, 
and, perhaps, in a much gaeatte depec ; 
for there can be no presumprtiJ^’KT say¬ 
ing of most readexs, that it is not probable 
they will be so well ae^uainted with the 
various stages of meaning through which 
words have passed, or with the fickleness 
or stability of the relations of particulai*| 
*ideas t<^Peach other;* and, above all, 
^ince they are so much less interested 
m the subject, they*m|^ decide fightly 
and careless]^. 

Long as the reader hn been detained, 

I hope he will permit me to caution him 
against a mode of false criticism whiqji 
has been applied to poetry, in which the 
language,closely resemble^ that life 
and^nature. ^i^ch verses have been 
triiimphed over in parodies, of whij^t Dr. 
,*^jy^hnsen’s stifnza is a fa|f^spi}cimen :— 

• “ J put my hat uptin my head 

And^walked into the Strand, 

And there I*met another man 

^ Wlfose hat was^in Ms hand," 

Im^nediately under these lines let us 
plac^ one o< yic most justly-; dinired 
stanaas of “The Babes in the Wood.” 

j • 

''These pretty Babes with hand hi hand 
JVent wandering up and down ; 

^ *ut never more they saw the Man 

Approaching from the Town.” 

In both these stanzas the words, and 
the order of the words, in no respect 
differ frAni the most unimpassioned 
ronyersation. There arc words in both, 
example, “the Strand,” and "the 
connected with none but the 
most familiar ideas; yet'the one stanza 
we admit as admirable, and the other as 
a fair example of the superlatively 
contemptible. Whence arises this differ- 
ense? Not«feAm the inetre, not from 
the language, not from the order of the 
words; but the matter expressed in 
Dr. Johnson’s stanza is contemptible. 
The proper method of tf%ating trivial 
and simple v'eises, to which Dr. John- 
^n's stanza would be a fair parallelism, 
is not to sa^ this is a bad kind of poetry, 
or, this is not poetry; but, this wanta 
s<^se ; it is neither interesting in itselr; 
nor Imd to anything interesting; 
the imsg% neither originate in that 
sane state of feeling which arises out of 
thought, nor qgn excite thwght or feeling 
in the reader. This is the only sensible 
manner of dealing with such verses. 
Why trouble 3rounelf about the species 
till you have jmviously decided upon ; 
the genus ? Why take pates to prove ' 


that an etpe is not a Newtoq, when it 
is self-evident that he is not a man ? 

One request I must make of my 
reader, which is, that in judging these 
poems he would decide by his own feel¬ 
ings genuinely, and not by reflection 
upon what will probably be the judg- 
hfbnt of others. How common is it to 
hear a person say, 1 myself do not object 
to (Vis style of composition, or this or 
,that expression, but, to such andcuefa 
classes of people it will appear mean or 
ludicrous ! Tims mode of criticism, so 
destructive of all sound unadulterated 
judgment, is almost universal: let the, 
reader then abide, independently, by 
his own feelings, and. if he finds himself 
Vfiected, let him not suffer such conjeo- 
tures to interfere with his pleasure. 

If an •author, bv any single (composi¬ 
tion, has impressed us with respect for 
his talents, it is useful to consider this 
as affording a presumption, that on other 
occasions where we have been displeased, 
he, nevertheless, may not have wTitten 
ill or absurdly ; and further, to give 
him so much credit for this one com¬ 
position as may induce us to review what 
has displeased us, with more care than 
we should otherwise have bestowed 
upon it. This is not only an act of 
justice, but, in our decisions upon poetry 
especially, may conduce, in a high degree, 
to the improvement of our own taste : 
for an accurate taste in poetry, and in all 
the other arts, as Sir Joshua Reynolds 
has observed, is an acquired talent, 
which can only bo produced by thought 
and a long-continued intercourse with 
the best models of composition. This 
is mentioned, not with so ridiculous a 
purpose as to prevent the most inexperi¬ 
enced reader from judging for himself (I 
have already said that 1 wish him to 
judge for himself) ; but merely to tem¬ 
per the rashness of decision, and to sug¬ 
gest that, if poetry be a subject on which 
much time has not been bestowed,'the 
judgment may be erroneous ; and that, in 
many cases, it necessarily will be so. 

Nothing would. I know, have so 
effectually contributed to further the 
end which I have iff view, as to have 
shown of what kind the pleasure is. and 
how that pleasure is produced, which is 
confessedly produced by metrical com¬ 
position essentially different from that 
which 1 have here endeavoured to recom¬ 
mend : for the reader will say that he 
has been pleased by such composition; 
and what more cam be done for him ? 
The power of any art is limited ; and he 
will suspect, that, if it die proposed to 
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fuxnisl\,hia[i with new friends, that can be 
only upon condition of his abandoning 
his old friends. Besides, as I have said, 
the reader is^ himself conscious of the 
pleasure which he has received from 
such composition, composition to which 
he has peculiaB''y attached the endearing 
. name of poetry; avd all men feel Sn 
habitual gratitude, and something of an ' 
honourable bigotry, for the objects w^ich 
have lung continued to please them : 
not only wish to be pleased, but to be 
pleased in that particular way in which 
. we have been accustomed to be pleased. 
t There is in these feelings enough to re^^st 
a host of arguments ; and 1 should be i 
the less able to combat them successfully^ j 
as I am willing to allow, that, in order I 
entirely to enjoy the poetry which I ■ 
am recommending, it would be neces¬ 
sary to give up much of what is ordinarily 
enjoyed. But, would mv limits have 
permitted me to point out how this 
pleasure is produced, many obstacles 
might have been removed, and the 
reader assisted in perceiving that the 
powers of language are not so limited 


as he may supppoe; and that it is possibla 
for poetry te give other enjo 3 mient^ of 
a pi^'*. i^e lasting, and more e'xquisite 
nature'/This part of the subject has 
not been altogether neglected,* but it 
has,not been so'^nuch my present aim 
to prove, that the interest excited by 
some other kii^ds of poetry is less vivid, 
and less worthy of the nobler powers of 
lift mind, as to'oflcr reasons*’for pre- 
sumii^ that, *if my purpose*]| wer< 
fulfilled, a spwles''ot poetry would be 
produced which U genuine*poetry ; in its 
nature well adapted to interest man¬ 
kind permanently, and likewise import- 
ivit <n the multiplicity and quality of 
its nmral relations. 

Fuom w 4 iat«.has been(3|id, apd from a 
perusal of the poems, me reader^,will 
be al'le clearly to perceive the object 
which I had in view : he Will detsrmit)(: 
how far it hall oeen attained ; a|^d, what' 
is a much more important question, 
whether it be worlih attalnfiig; and 
upon'the decision of these twO cfuestions 
will rest my claim to the approbatjipfi of 
the Public. 


APPENDIX 

See page 701 —" by what is usually called Poetic Diction.^' 


Perhaps, as I have no right to expect 
that attentive perusal, ivithout w'hich, 
confined, as 1 have been, to the narrow 
limits of a preface, my meaning cannot 
be thoroughly understood. I am a^ious 
to give an exact notion of the sense in 
which the phrase poetic diction has been 
used ; and for this purjiose, a few words 
shall here be added, concerning the 
origin and characteristics of the phrase¬ 
ology, which I have condemned under 
that name. 

The earliest poets of all nations gener¬ 
ally wrote from passion excited by real 
events; they wrote naturally, and as 
men: feeling powerfully as they did, 
their language was daring, and figura¬ 
tive. In succeeding times, poets, and 
men ambitious of the fame of poets, 
perceiving the influence of such language, 
and desirous of producing the same effect 
without i>eing animated by the same 
passinn, set themselves to a mechanical 
adoption of these figures of speech, and 
made use of them, sometimes with 
propriety, but much more frequently 


applied them to feelings and thoughts 
with which they had no natural 
nexion whatsoever. A language was tntb 
insensibly produced, differing materially 
from the real language of men in any 
sttuaiton. The reader or heprer of this 
distorted language f€and himself in a 
perturbed and unusual KCte of mind: 
w'hen affected by the genuine language 
of passion, he had been in a* perturbed 
and unusual state of mind also: in 
both cases hdi'’was willing that his com¬ 
mon judgment and understanding should 
be laid asleep, and he h^ no instinctive, 
and infallible perception oftthe true to 
mal;e him reject the false ; t^e one served 
as a passport for th^ other. The enm- 
tion was in both cases deli^tfi^ and 
no wonder if he confotmoed tne one with 
the other, and believed them both to be 
produced by t^e same, or similar causes. 
Besides, the poet spake to him in the 
character of a man to be looked up to, a 
man of genius and authority. Thus, and 
from a variety of othe;;: causes, this 
distorted language was received with 
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admiration; and* poets, ^ is probable, become co. Abuses of Ibis kind were 
who had before contented themselves imported from one nation to another, 
for tbeinost part with mii^pp|Ving and with the progress of refi ne ment this 
expressions which at firstbeen diction became daily more and mon$ 
dictate^ by real passion, catfied the corrupt, thrustmg out of sight the plain 
abuse still further,*, and introduced humanities of nature by a motley mas- 
phrases composed apparently , in * the querade of tricks, quaintyesses, hierogly- 
spirit of the original figiirative language ^ics, and enigmas, 
of passion, yet altogethclt' of their owff It would not be uninteresting to point 
•inventicas, and characterized by various out-^e causes of the pleasure given by 
degrees of wanton deviation from good this extravagant* and absurd diotion. 
Sense and nature. • " 'It depends upon a great variety of 

It is. indeed true, that the language of causes, but un^m none, perhaps, more 
the earliest poets wdh felt to differ than< 4 t 3 influence in impressing a notion 
materially from ordinary language, 04 the peculiarity and exaltation of the 
because it was the language of extra- poet's cliaracter, and in flattering the 
ordinary occasions ; but it was really reader’s self-love by bringing him nearer 
spoken by mei^ language ^'hich* the ^o a sympathy with that character; 
poet hiiffself Ited uttered*when he had an effect which is accomplished by un- 
beeff affected by the events which he settling, ordinary habits of thinking, 
described, cr svhich he had beard uttered and thus assisting the reader to approach 
thdse around him. Td^this language to that perturbed and dizzy slate of 
it is pftibable that metre of some sort mind 111 which if he dues not find himself, 
or othe9 was eajjv superadded. This be imagines that he is balked of a pecii- 
- separattidrfhe genuine language of poetry liar enjoyment which poetry can and 
still further from common life, so ought to bestow. 

that Vhoever read or heard the poems I'he somiet quoted from Grav, in the 
of Uiese earljfst poets felt himself pretace, except the lines printed in 
movgd in a way in which he had not Italics, consists of little else but this 
keen aedbstomed to be moved in diction, though not of the worst kind; 
real life, and by causes manifestly and indeed, if one may be permitted to 
■. 'liferent from those which acted upon say so, il is far too common in the 
him in real life. This was the great best WTiters both ancient and inudern. 
temptation to all the corruptions which Perhaps in no way, by positive example, 
have followed : under the protection of could more easily be given a notion of 
this feeling succeeding poets constructed what I mean by the phrase poeUc diction 
a phraseology which had one thing, it is than by referring to a comparison be- 
fru^ in common with the genuine tween the metrical paraphrase which we 
fan&age of poetry, namely, that it was have of passages in the Old and New 
dSr heard in ordinary conversation ; Testament, and those passages as they 
that it was unusual. But the first poets, exist in our common Translation. See 
as I have said, spake a language which, Pime's “ Messiah ” throughout; Prior’s 
though imusual, was still the language “ Did sweeter sounds adorn iny flowing 
of men. This ciicumstance, however, tongue,” etc., etc. “ Though I speak 
was diszegaf^pd by their successors . with the tongues of men and of angels,” 
they found that they could please by etc., etc. {ist Corinthians, chap. xiii.). 
easier me^s * they became proud of By way of immediate example, take the 
modes of expression which they them- following of Dr. Johnson :— 
selves had invented, aniV which were 

uttered only by themselves. In process ” Turn on the prudent Ant thy heedless 
of time metres became a symbol or eyes, 

\>romise of ^his unusual language, and Observe her labours. Sluggard, and bo 
whoever took upon him to writ& in wise ; • 

metre, according as he possessed more oP No stem command, no monitory voice, 
left of tri^e poetid genius, introduced Prescribes her duties, or directs her 
lessoz^moflK 01 *ihis adulterated phrase- choice; 

ology into his compositions, and the true Yet, timely provident, she hastes away 
and the false were inseparably interwoven To snatch the blessings of a plenteous 
until, the tasfb of men becoming gradu- day ; 

ally perverted, this language was re- When fruitful Summer loads the teem- 
ceived as a natur^ language: and at ing plain, 

length, hj the influence of books upon She crops the harvest, and she stores 
men. did to % certain degree really the grain. 
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How.loiig shall sloth usurp tby useless 
hours, 

Unnerve thy vigour, and enchain thy 
powers’? 

While artful Shades thy downy couch 
enclose, 

And soft solicttation courts repose. 
Amidst the drowsy charms of dilil 
delight, 

Year chases year <with unrcmkted 
flight, 

Till Want now following, fraudulent 
and slow, 

Shall spring to seize thee, like an 
ambush’d foe." « 

From this hubbub of words pass to the 
original. " Go to the Ant, thou Slug¬ 
gard, consider her ways, and be wise: 
which having no guide, overseer, or 
ruler, provideth her meat in the summer, 
and gathcreth her food in the harvest. 
How long wilt thou sleep, O Sluggard ? 
when wilt thou arise out of thy sleep ? 
Yet a little sleep, a little slumber, a little 
folding of the hands to sleep. So shall 
thy poverty come as one that travelleth, 
and thy want as an armed man " (Pro¬ 
verbs, chap, vi.). 

One more quotation, and I have done. 
It is from Cowper’s Verses supposed to be 
written by Alexander Selkirk :— 

" Religion ! what treasure untold 
Resides in that heavenly word ! 

Mere precious than silver and gold. 
Or ail that this earth can afford. 

But the sound of the church-going bell 
These valleys and rocks never heard, 
Ne’er sighed at the sound of a knell, 
Or smiled when a sabbath appeared. 

Ye winds, tlut have made me your 
sport, 

Convey to this desolate shore 
^me cordial endearing report 
' Of a land I must visit no more. 

My Friends, do they now and then 
send 


A wish or ^thought after me ? 

" I yet have a friend, 

friend I am never to see.** 

This passage is quoted as an instance 
of three diiferen^ ..Styles of composition. 
The first four lines are poorly expressed; 
some critics vfpuld call the language 
'prosaic; the f&ct is, it would be bad 
pr-'se. so bad, tb^t it is scarca'y worse' 
in metre. The epithet " churchvcoing *’ 
applied to a belf.rani that by so cflaste at 
writer as Cowpei, is an instance .of the 
strange abuses V'hich poets have intro¬ 
duced into their language, till ttiey and 
ll^eiiu. readers t'ake them as matters ol 
course, if they do not single them-out 
expr,;:‘ssly gs o|>jccts of admiration. The 
two lines, " Ne’er sighed‘‘at the sound," 
are, in my opinion, an instance of''the 
language of passion wrested from its 
proper use, aiid, from the mere cStcunt'- 
stance of the composition bi:ing in 
metre, applied upon ^ an oo'.acion that 
does not ju 5 ti|y such violent expressions; , 
and I should cendemn the pass| ge, 
though perhaps few readers will rkgree 
with me, as vicious poetic diction., The 
last stanza is throughout admirably 
expressed : it would be eqt.ally goo^ 
whether in prose or verse, except that the 
reader has an exquisite pleasureqiiP,.rv 
seeing such natural language so natur¬ 
ally comiccted w’ith metre. The beauty 
of this stanza tempts me to conclude 
with a principle which ought never to be 
lost sight of, and which has« been mv 
chief guide in all I have said,—namely, 
that in works of imagtnaiion and 
meni, for of these only have I been 
ing, in proportion as ideas and feelings 
arc valuable, whether the composition 
be in prose or in verse, they require and 
exact one and the sanv: languUge. Metre 
|s but adventitious to cojp.oositlon, ^d 
the phraseology for which that passport 
is necessary, even where it mqy be grace¬ 
ful at all, will be little valued by the 
the judiciousr 


u teu me 
Th^i|h;ta 


ESSAY, SUPPLEMENTARY TO THE PREFACE 

WWh the young of both sexes, poetry is, —the thoughts being occupied in domes¬ 
like love, a passion ; but, for much the tic cares, or th» time engrossed by busi- 
greater of those who have been ness. Poetry then becomes only an 
proud of its power over their minds, a occasional recreation; while to those, 
necessity soon arises of breaking the whose existence passes a^jray in a eourss 
pleasing bondage; or it relaxes of itself; of fashionable pleasure, it is a species 
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of luxurious amusement. In middle and 
declining age, a scattesid number of 
serious.persons resort to popSry, as* to 
religion, for a i^otcctioil a^iiid the 
pressure of trivial emploj^entsjiand as a 
consolAion for the afflictions of life. 
And, lastly, there arefdany, who, having 
been enamoured of this art in their youth, 
have found leisure, after youth wa% 
•spent,' to cultivate ^noral ]iteratu|e ; 
in whitm poetry ba^ continued to be 
•comprehended as a^stvfy. c 

Intq the a|bove classes the readers of 
poetry may be dividedj; critics abound 
111 them all; but from the last only can 
opinions be collected of absolute value, 
and* worthy to be depended updh, as 
prophetic of the destiny of a new work. 
The young, in nothmg •can eltape 
dcl^ion, are especially subject to it in 
their intercourse with poetry# The 
, vausep not so obvious ^ the fact is 
unquestionable, is the same as that from 
which errqpeous judgments in this art, 
In thertiujids of idcn of all ages, chiefly 
pracecd ; but upon ^oufh it operates 
v'irh* peculiar force. The appropriate 
business of ni»etry (which, nevertheless, 
if Mnuinc, *1^ as permanent as pure 
science), appropriate employment, 
uer privilege and her duty, is to trtsat of 
things not as they are, but as thc-y appear ; 
irol as they exist in themselves, but as 
they seem to exist to the sense, and to 
the passions. What a world of deb sion 
does this acknowledges obligation prepare 
for the jpexpericnced! What tempta- 
•tions to go astray are here held forth for 
#thflm whose thoughts have been little 
^,^iNCiplined by the understanding, and 
whose feelings revolt from the sway of 
roQSCHi I—When a juvenile reader is in 
the height of his rapture with some 
vicious passage, should experience throw 
in doubts, OT common-sense suggest 
stispicions, fT'mrking consciousness th»t 
the realities of the Muse are but 
shows, aiffl that her liveliest excite¬ 
ments are raised by transient shocks of 
conflicting feeling and successive assem¬ 
blages of contradictory . thoughts is 
a ever at hand to justify extravagance, 
and to stnetion absurdity. But, it 
may be asjeed, as these illusion^ aie 
upavoidable, and,*no doubt, eminently 
usefiA tQiJthe jpind as a process, what 
good can be gained by making obser¬ 
vations, the tendency of which is to 
diminish the^ confidence wf youth in its 
fe^ngs, and thus to abridge its innocent 
and even profitable pleasures ? The 
reproach implied in the question could 
not be warded off, if Youth were incap¬ 


able of^being delighted mth what is 
truly excellent; or, if these errors always 
terminated of themselves in due seasem. 
But, with the majority, though their 
force be abated, they continue through 
life. Moreover, the fire of youth is too 
vivacious an element to be extinguished 
qf damped by a philosophical remark; 
and, while there no danger that what 
hasibeen said will be injurious or painful 
to tlie ardent and the confident, i^may 
I j?rovc beneficial to those who, being en¬ 
thusiastic, are, at the same time, m^est 
andvingenuoul. The intimation may 
unite with their own misgivings to 
regulate their sensibility, and to bring 
in, sooner than it would otherwise have 
tarrived, a more discreet and sound 
judgment. 

If It should excite wonder that men of 
ability,'in later life, whose understand¬ 
ings have been rendered acute by prac¬ 
tice in affairs, should he so easily and sc 
far imposed upon when, they happen to 
take up a new work in verse, this appears 
to be the cause ; —that, having discon¬ 
tinued their attention to poetry, what^ 
ever progress may have been made in 
other departments of knowledge, they 
have not, as to this art, advanced in 
true discernment be^'ond the age of 
youth. If, then, a new poem fall in 
their way, whose attractions are of that 
kind which would have enraptured them 
during the heat of youth, the judgment 
not being improved to a degree that 
they shall be disgusted, they are dazzled; 
and prize and cherish the faults for hav¬ 
ing had power to make the present time 
vanish before them, and to throw the 
mind back, as by enchantment, into the 
happiest season of life. As they read, 
powers seem to be revived, passions are 
regenerated, and pleasures restored. 
The book was probably taken up after 
an escape from the burden of business, 
and with a wish to forget the world and 
all its vexations and anxieties. Having 
obtained this wish, and so much more, it 
iynatural that they should make report 
as they have felt. 

If men of mature age, through want of 
practice, be thus easily beguiled into 
admiration of absuroities, extravagances, 
and misplaced ornaments, thinking it 
proper that their understandings should 
enjoy a holiday, while they are unbend¬ 
ing their minds with i^erse, it may be 
expected that such readers will resemble 
their former selves also in strength of 
rejudice, and an inaptitude to be moved 
y the unostentatious beauties of a 
pure style. In the higher poMry, ah 
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enlightened critic chiefly looks for a 
reflecticAi of the wisdom of tlte heart 
and the grandeur of the imagination. 
Wherever these appear, simplicity ac¬ 
companies them; magnificence herself, 
when legitimate, depending upon a 
simplicity of her own, to regulate her 
ornaments. But it is a well-known 
property of human nature, that our 
estimates are ever governed by com¬ 
parison, of which we atye conscious ^ith 
varioUs degrees of distinctness. Is it nof, 
then, inevitable (confining these observa¬ 
tions to the effects of ‘style merely) 
that an eye, accustomed to the glaring 
hues of diction by which such readers 
are caught and excited, will for the most 
part be rather repelled than attracted, 
by an original work, the colouring of 
which is disposed according to a pure 
and refined scheme of harmony ? It 
is in the fine arts as in the affairs of life, 
no man can serve (i.e. obey with zeal 
and fidelity) two masters. 

As Poetry is most just to its own divine 
origin when it administers the comforts 
and breathes the spirit of religion, they 
who have learned to perceive this truth, 
and who betake themselves to reading 
verse for sacred purposes, must be pre¬ 
served from numerous illusions to which 
the two classes of readen^, whom we 
have been considering, are liable. But, 
as the mind grows serious from the 
weight of life, the range of its passions 
is comracted accordingly; and its 
sympathies become so cxeluFive, that 
many species of high excellence wholly 
escape, or but languidly excite, its notice. 
Besides, men who read from religious 
or moral inclinations, even when the 
subject is of that kind which they 
approve, are be^et with misconce))tions 
and mistakes peculiar to themselves. 
Attaching so much importance to the 
truths which interest them, they are 
prone to over-rate the authors by whom 
those truths are expressed and enforced. 
They come prepared to impart so much 
passion to the poet’s language, that they 
remain unconscious how little, in fact, 
they receive from it. And. on the other 
hand, religious faith is to him who 
holds it so momefltous a thing, and 
error appears to be attended with such 
tremendous consequences, that, if opin¬ 
ions touching upon religion occur which 
the reader condemns, he not only 
cannot ^}rmpathize with them, however 
animatra the expression, but there is, 
for the most part, an end put to all 
satisfaction and enjoyment. Love, if it 
before existed, is converted into dislike ; 
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and the hean of the reader is set against 
the author aift] his book.—^To these ex* 
cesres, they, who from their professions 
ough^jt,o/qe the most guarded ‘against 
them, ace perhaps the most liable; 1 
mean those sects whose religioui beii^ 
from, the calculating understanding, is 
cold and formal. For when Christianity, 
he religion of (flimility, is founded upon 
he proudest faculty of our natiire, what^ 
caJ be expected'* but contraoictions ? 
Accordingly, believers of this c^ are^ 
at one time conl^mptuous; at another, 
being troubled, ar they arc &'nd must be, 
with inward mis^vings, they^re jealous 
ana suspicious :—and at all se; sons, they 
are Ulfider temptation to supply, by,the 
heat with which they defend their 
tenets, the* annnation Wl^ich is^, wanting 
to the constitution of the'religion ijfelf. 

Faith was given to man that his a Sec¬ 
tions, detach^c:^ from the •'treasures of 
time, might 6e inclined to settUj ppon 
those of eternity :—the elevation of his 
nature, which this habit pl'otnices on 
earth, being*-to him a pr6sumptive 
evidence of a futifre state of cxist^iib ; 
and giving him a title to partake of its 
holiness. The religious tnan values 
what he sees chiefly as an “ impelfeet 
shadowing forth " of what he is incapable 
of seeing. The concerns of religion 
refer to indefinite objects, and are W* 
weighty for the mind to support them 
without relieving itself by resting a great 
part of the burthen upon words and 
symbols. The commerce between man 
and his Maker cannot be carrieU on but 
by a process where much is represented 
in little, and the Infinite Being accc^s^ 
modates Himself to a finite capacity. 
In all this may be perceived the affinity 
between religion and poetry; between 
religion—making up the defj^encies of 
reason, by faith ; and ^etry—^passionate 
for the instruction of reAK'i; between 
religion—whose element is infinitude, 
and whose ultimate trust is tbe supreme 
of things, submitting herself to circum¬ 
scription, ancT reconciled to substitu¬ 
tions ; and poetry—ethereal and trans¬ 
cendent, yet' incapable to sustain her, 
existence without sensuous iacamation. 
Ifx t(his community of nature may be 
perceived also the lurking incitements pf 
kindred error;—so that^we %halj^ find 
that no poetry has been more'^ubject to 
distortion, than that species, the argu¬ 
ment and scope of which .is religious; 
and no lovers of the art have gone farther 
astray than the pious and the devout. 

Whither then shall we turn for that 
uniono of qualifications which must 
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necessarily exist before the decisions of a 
critic can be of absolutearalue ? For a 
mind at once poetical and philosophical; 
for a (Aritic ^hose affections,'are^AS free 
and kindly as the spirit of socyety, and 
whose, understanding is severe as that 
Qf dispassionate • goeernmeut ? \Vhere 
are we to look for that initiatory com¬ 
posure of mind which ni^ selfishness can 
disturb ? For a natural sensibility that 
has beelf tutored into eurrectness withbut 
-losing anything of itsequicknes^; and, 
for active faculties, cai^^le of answering 
the demand^which an ^nthnr of original 
imaginatKXi shall make upon them, 
associated with a judgment that cannot 
be duped into admiration by ought that 
is Unworthy of it ?—among those and, 
those onjy, wh«n never Irving suffered 
their youthfuf love of poetry to remit 
inuCT of its force, have applied 40 the 
cousi^eratioir of the laws^of this art the 
best imwer of their uAderstandiugs. 
At the*ame time it must be observed— 
that, as^liBs classaioinprehcnds the only 
judgm^tt which arc tnustworthy, so 
dcAs it include the n^ist erroneous and 
pervJrsc. For to be mis-taught is 
wor^ than #o4»c untaught, and no iv.-r- 
v^scness^qnals that which is supported 
•y system^no errors are so difficult to root 
out as those which the. understanding 
. pledged its credit to uphold. In 
this class are contained censors who. if 
they be pleased with what is good, are. 
pleased with it only by imperfect 
glimpses, and upon false principles; 
^ho, shf^ld they generalize rightly, to 
a certain point, are sure to suffer for it 
end ; who, if they stumble upon a 
•s^Mod rule, are fettered by misapplying 
* it, or by straining it too far ; being 
incapable of perceiving when it ought to 
yield to oje nf higher order. In it are 
found critics too petulant to be passive 
tow u geniiisc *poet, and too feeble ip 
grapple with him ; men. who take upon 
them to seport of the course which he 
holds whom they are utterly unable to 
accompany,—confounded^ if he turn 
quick upon the wing, dismayed if he 
^ar steadily *" into the region ” ;— 
men of palaied imaginations and indur¬ 
ated hearts ; in whose minds all heajti^’ 
action is languid, yi'ho therefore feed as 
tlfe many direct them, or, with the many, 
are gi^dj* aftA vicious provocatives— 
judges, whose censure is auspicious, and 
whose prais^ ominous ! .•In this class 
meet together the two extremes of best 
and worst. 

The observations presented in the fore¬ 
going* series are of too ungracious a 


nature to have been made without re- 
luctancS; aud. were it only on this 
accoimt, 1 would invite the reader to try 
them by the test of comprehensive ex¬ 
perience. If the number of judges who 
can be confidently relied upon be in 
reality so small, it ought to follow that 

f iartial notice only, or eieglect, perhaps 
ung continued, nor attention wholly 
inaf^equate to their merits—must have 
bceti the fate of leost works in the higher 
departments of poetry ; and that, An the 
other hand, numerous productions have 
blai^'d into pdpularity, and have passed 
aw'ay, leaving scarcely a trace behind 
Mieiu : It will be further found, that 
when authors shall have at length raised 
themselves into general admiration and 
maintained their ground, errors and pre¬ 
judices have prevailed coiiccming their 
genius mid their works, which the few 
who arc conscious of those errors and 
prejudices would deplore ; if they were 
not recompensed by perceiving that there 
are select spirits for whom it is xirdained 
that their fame sliall be in the world 
au existouce like that of Virtue, which 
owi-s Its being to the struggles it makes, 
and its vigour to the enemies whom it 
provokes ;—a vivacious quality, ever 
doomed to meet ivith opposition, and 
still triumphing over it ; and fr<im the 
nature of its dominion, incapable of being 
brfaight to the sad conclusion of Alex¬ 
ander, when he wept that there were no 
more wfirJds hr him to conquer. 

Let us take a hasty retrospect of the 
poetical literature of this c miitry for the 
greater part of the last tivo ceiiturk’S, and 
see if the facts support these inferences. 

Who is there that now reads the “ Crea¬ 
tion ” of Dubartas ? Yet all Europe 
once resounded with his praise ; he was 
caressed by kings ; and, when his Poem 
was translated into our language, The 
Faery Queen faded before it. The name 
of Spenser, whose genius is of a higher 
order than even that of Ariosto, is at this 
day scarcely known beyond the limits of 
the British Isles. And if the value of 
his works is to be estimated from the 
attention now paid to them by his 
countrymen, compared with that which 
they bestow on tffose of some other 
writers it must be pronounced small 
indeed. 

" The laurel, meed of mighty conquerors 
And poets sage "— 

are his own words ; but his vdsdom has, 
in this particular, been his worst enemy; 
while its opposite, whether in the shape 
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oi folly or madness, has be«& thetr hest 
friend,' But he vras a great pow^, and 
bears a high name : the laurel has been 
awarded to him. 

A dramatic author, if he write for the 
stage, must adapt himself to the taste of 
the audience, or they will not endure 
him ; accordingly the mighty genius of 
Shalmspeare was listened to. The people 
were delighted : but I am not sufficiently 
versed in stage antiquities to determine 
whether they did not flock as eagerly to 
the representation of many pieces of 
contemporary authors, wholly U 7 de- 
serving to appear upon the same boards. 
Had there been a formal contest fo'i 
superiority among dramatic writers, 
that Shakespeare, like his predecessors 
Sophocles and Euripides, would have 
often been subject to the mortification 
of seeing the prize adjudged to s<*rry 
competitors, becorries too probable, when 
we reflect that the admirers of Settle 
and Shadw'ell were, in a later age, as 
numerous, and reckoned as respectable 
in point of talent, as those of Dry den. 
At all events, that Shakespeare stooped 
to accommodate himself to the People, 
is sufficiently apparent; and one of the 
most striking proofs of his almost 
omnipotent genius is, that he could turn 
to such glorious purpose those materials 
which the prepossessions of the age 
compelled him to make use of. Yet 
even this marvellous skill appears not to 
have been enough to prevent his rivals 
from having some advantage over him 
in public estimation ; else how can we 
account for passages and scenes that 
exist in his works, unless upon a sup¬ 
position that some of the grossest of 
them, a fact which in my own piind I 
have no doubt of, were foisted in*by the 
pliers, for the gratification of the many ? 

But that his works, whatever might 
be their reception upon the stage, made 
but little impression upon the ruling 
intellects of the time, may be inferred 
from the fact that Lord Bacon, in his 
multifarious writings, nowhere either 
quotes or alludes to him.i—His dramatic 
excellence enabled him to resume pos- 


^ The learned Hakewill (a third edi¬ 
tion of whose book bears date 1635), 
writing to refute the error “ touching 
Nature’s perpetual and universal decay,’’ 
cites triumphantly the names of Aristo, 
Tasso, Bartas and Spenser as instances 
that poetffi genius had not degenerated; 
but he makes no mention of Shake¬ 
speare. 


session of tiie stage after the Restora¬ 
tion ; but Dr^den tells us that in his 
time two of the plavs of Braumont and 
Fletcljgr.^ were*acted for one df Shake¬ 
speare's, e And so faint and limited was 
the perception of the poetic beaulies of 
his d:-amas in the time of Pope, that, in 
his edition of the plays, with a view of 
r/tndering to thfr general reader a neces¬ 
sary service, he printed between ^averted . 
commas those passages which he fought 
most worthy ofrtaotice. w 1 

At this day, ths rrench critics have 
abated nothing o* their aversion this 
darling of our nation: " tlfe Eni^lish 
with their bouffon de Shakespeare," is as 
familiar an expression among them as 
in the time of Voltaire. Baron Grimm 
is the only i^Yefsch writeb .who seems to 
liave perceived his infinite superiqjr<ity 
to therirst names of the French Theatre; 
an advantage ^hich the Pifirisian .critio ^ 
owed to his German blood and (german 
education. The most enlightened 
Italians, though well^-acqua'mtt:^ with 
our language, -ure wholly inconipetent to 
measure the propoftions of ShalEesp/sa^. 
The Germans only, of foreign nations, 
arc approaching towards d* knowAidge 
and feeling of what he is. ^.In some 
respects they have acquiretf a sui -rf 
iority over the fellow-countrymen of the 
poet: for among us it is a currenlf^t ' 
might sav, an established opinion, that 
Shakespeare is justly praised when he is 
pronounced to be " a wild, irregular 
genius, in whom great faults are 

impensated by great beautie^’’ How 
long may it be before this misconoep^ 
tion passes away, and it becomes 
versally acknowledged that the judg¬ 
ment of Shakespeare in the selection * 
of his materials, and in tHb manner 
in which he has made thjem, heter¬ 
ogeneous as they tiften are, con¬ 
stitute a unity of their and con¬ 

tribute all to one p^eat end, is not less 
admirable than his imagination, his 
invention, and his intuitive knowledge 
of human naftire! 

There is extant a sng^all volume of 
miscellaneous poems, in which Shake*„^ 
speare expresses his own feelings in his 
qwnv person. It is not dif^ult to con¬ 
ceive that the editor. George Steeve^. 
should have been insspsibje t£e 
beauties of one portion of th» volume, 
the sonnets: though in no part of the 
writings of this* poet is found, in an e^ual 
compass, a greater number of exquisite 
feelings felicitously expressed. But, 
from regard to the critic’s own credit, 
he would not have ventured to falk 01 - 
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•a i act of parliament pat being strong 
enough to compel the perusgl of those 
little pieces/if he had not^kn^ina that 
the people of England were igponint of 
the treasures contained^ in them ; and 
jf he bad not, morec^ec* shared the too 
common propensity of human nature to 
exult over a supposed full into the mii^ 
of a gc:^iis whom he hacf been cnmpellecl 
to regain with aamiration, as an imflatc 
of the celestial reeion«—“ ihere^ sittings 
where he durst not 

Nine yeaft before the death of Shake¬ 
speare, Afilton was btfrn; and early in 
life he published several small poems, 
which, though on their first appearance 
th^ were praised by a few of the judi-, 
cious, were aftarwards n^lcirted ta that 
degee, that *r*opc in lus youth could 
bonfow from them without risks of its 
Jaeinc known. Whethc^ these poems 
are m this day justly appf-eciated. I w’ill 
not undertake to dctr.ide ; nor would it 
imply^«cf ere rcftectioii upon the mass of 
readers t«> suppose the coatrary : seeing 
tlAt a man of the aAmowledged genius 
of Vbss, the German poet, could suffer 
theit spirit* t^ evaporate; and could 
chaage their character, as is done in the 
ftranslatimi made by him of the most 
popular of those pieces. At all events, 
kaias certain that these ^ems of Milton 
are now much read, and loudly praised ; 
yet were they little heard of till more 
than 150 years after their publication; 
and of the sonnets, Dr. Johnson, as 
appears <rcm Boswell’s Life of him, was 
in |he habit of thinking and speaking as 
omiteinptuously as Steevens wrote upon 
^Ynose of Shakespeare. 

About the time when the Pindaric odes 
of Cowley and his imitators, and the pro¬ 
ductions of that class of curious thinkers 
whom Dr.*Johnson has strangely styled 
mptaphysic^ ^oets, were beginning tp 
lose something of that extravagant 
admiratioa which they had excited, the 
Par^ist Lost made its appearance. “ Fit 
audience find though was the 

petition addressed by the poet to his 
^spiring Muse!* I have said elsewhere 
that he gained more than he asked ; 


This flippant insensibility was 
publicly nprel^nded by Mr. Coleridge 
la a cours?of Lectures upon Poetry given 
by him at the Royal Institution. For 
the various* merits of ••thought and 
language in Shakespeare’s Sonnets, see 
Numbers ay, 29, 30, 32, 33, 54. 64, 66, 
68, 73, y6, 86, 91, ga, 93, gy, 98, 105, loy, 
X08, xog, III. U3, ri4, 116, iiy, 129, 
and many others. 


this I llelievc to be true; but Dr. John¬ 
son has fallen into a gross mistake wh^ 
he attempts to prove, by the sale of the 
work, that Milton’s countrymen were 
“ just to it ” upon its first appearance. 
Thirteen hundred copies were sold in 
^wo years ; an unconution example, he 
asserts, of the prevalence of genius in 
opposition to so much recent enmity as 
Mittoii's public*conduct had excited. 
•But, be it remembered that, if Milton's 
political and religious opinions, and the 
ina^^ner in which he announced them, 
had raised him many enemies, they had 
Jirocured him numerous friends; who, 
as all personal danger was passed away 
I at tlie time of publication, would be eager 
to procure the masterwork of a man 
whom they revered, and whom they 
would be proud of praising. Take, from 
the number of purchasers, persons of 
this class, and also those who wished to 
possess the poem as a religious work, 
and but few I fear would be left who 
sought for it on account of its poetical 
merits. The demand did not immedi¬ 
ately increase ; “ for,” savs Dr. John¬ 
son, “ ni-my more readers " (he means 
persons in the habit of reading poetry) 
“ than w'erc supplied at first the Nation 
did not afford." How careless must a 
writer be who can make this assertion in 
the face of so many existing title-pages 
to belie, it! Turning to my own shelves, 
1 find the folio of Cowley, seventh edition, 
1681. A book near it is Flatman’s 
Poems, fourth edition, 16R6; Waller, 
fifth edition, same date. The poems of 
Norris of Bemerton not long after went, 
1 believe, through nine editions. What 
further demand there might be for these 
works I do not know ; but I well re¬ 
member. that, twenty-five years ago, the 
booksellers’ stalls in London swarmed 
with the folios of Cowley. This is not 
mentioned in disparagement of that able 
writer and amiable man ; but merely to 
show—that, if Milton’s work were not 
more read, it was not because readere did 
not exist at the time. The early editions 
of the Paradise Lost were printed in a 
shape which allowed them to be sold at a 
low price, yet only tfiree thousand cxipies 
of the work were sold in eleven years; 
and the Nation, says Dr. Johnson, had 
been satisfied from 1623 to 1664, that is, 
forty-one years, with only two editions 
of the works of Shakespeare; which 
probably did not together make one 
thousand copies ; facts adduced by the 
critic to prove the “ paucity of readers.’’ 
—^There were readers in multitudes; 
but their money went for other purposes. 
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as their admiration was fixed elsewhere. 
We ard authorized, then, to afi^m that 
the reception of the Paradise Lost and 
the slow progress of its fame, are proofs 
as striking as can be desired that the 
positions which I am attempting to 
establish are Slot erroneous.^—Hovy- 
amusing to shape to «>ue’s self suet a 
critique as a wit of Charles’s days, (y a 
lord of the Miscellanies or trading 
journalist of King William's lime, would 
have brought forth, if he had set his 
faculties industriously to work upon,.this 
poem, everywhere impregnated with 
' oripnal excellence. ‘ 

So strange indeed are the obliquities 
of admiration, that they whose opinions 
are much influenced by authority will 
often be tempted to think that there are 
no fixed principles ^ in human nature for 
this art to rest upon. 1 have been 
honoured by being permitted to peruse 
in MS. a tract composed between the 
period of the Revolution and the close of 
that century. It is the work of an 
English ixier of high aecomplishnieiits, 
its object to form the character and direct 
the studies of his son. Perhaps nowhere 
docs a more beautiful treatise of the kind 
exist. The good sense and w'isdom of 
the thoughts, the delicacy of the feelings, 
and the charm of the style, are, through¬ 
out, equally conspicuous. Yet the 
author, selecting among the poets of his 
own country those whom he deems most 
worthy of his son’s peru.sal, particularizes 
only Lord Rochester, Sir John Denham, 
and Cowley. Writing about the same 
time, Shaftesbury, an author at present 
unjustly depreciated, describes the 
English Muses as only yet lisping in their 
cradles. 

The arts by which Pope, soon after¬ 
wards, contrived to procure to himself a 
more general and a higher reputation 
than perhaps any English poet ever 
attained during his lifetime, are known 
to the judicious. And as well known is 
it to them, that the undue exertion of 


^ Hughes is express upon this subject: 
in his dedication ol'^Spenser’s Works to 
Lord Somers, he writes thus. “ It was 
your Lordship’s encouraging a beautiful 
Edition of Paradise Lost that first brought 
that incomparable Poem to be generally 
known and esteemed.” 

3 This opinion seems actually to have 
been entertained by Adam Smith, the 
worst critic. David Hume not excepted, 
that Scotland, a soil to which this sort of 
weed seems natural, has produced. 


those arts is tb^cause why Pope has for 
some time, held a rank in literature, to 
which^ he had not been seduced by,aa 
over-love of immediate popularity, and 
had confided more in his native genius, 
he never coiild haw; descended. He be? 
witched the nation by his melody, and 
dazzled it by hyi polished style, and was 
liimself blinded by his own success. 
Having wandered'from humanify in his * 
fEclugu^s with l^'>yi^ inexperieii^, the, 
praise, which njcsc compositions ob¬ 
tained, tempted ,hiui into A. belies that 
Nature was not to be trusted, at least 
in pastoral poetry. To prove this by 
example he put bis friend Gay upon 
writing those Eclogues which their 
authar intesadcfl to be >bur]csqye. The 
instigator of the work, ana his admirfrs, 
could perceive in them nothing but what 
was ridiculuui|^. Nevertheless, thougl^ 
these poems "contain some dc^fistable 
passages, the effect, as Dr, Johnson well 
observes, “ of reality and trdtlK became 
conspicuous cwm when the intcMtron was 
to show them grovelling and degradeJi.” 
The Pastorals, ludicrous to such as 
prided themselves upon eii refinement, 
in spite of those disgustmg^ass&ges, 
became popular, and were read witll 
delight, as just representations of rural 
manners and occupations.” ^ 

Something less than sixty years after 
the publication of the Paradise Lost 
appeared Thomson’s ” Winter ” ; which 
was speedily followed by his other 
Seasons. It is a work of insl^iration; 
much of it is written from himself, ^nc^ 
nobly from himself. How was it 
ceived ? “ It was no sooner read,” says’* 

one of his contemporary biographers, 

“ than universally admired ; those only 
excepted who had not been i^d to feel, 
or to look for anything^in poetry, beyond 
g point of satirical or epigrsKfnmatic wjlt, 
a smart antithesis richly trimmed with 
rhyme, or the softness of an ekgiac com¬ 
plaint. To such his manly classical 
spirit could nvc readily commend itself; 
till, after a more attentive perusal, they 
had got the better of fheir prejudices,^ 
and either acquired or afieqited a truer 
^stf. A few others stood aloof, merely 
because they had lo^g befd^e fixed the 
articles of their- poetical creed, ^d ile- 
signed themselves to an Stbsolftce aespair 
of ever seeing anything new and mriginaL 
These welre sqpiewhat moi;^ified to find 
their notions disturbed by the appear¬ 
ance of a poet, who seemed to owe no¬ 
thing but to nature and his own genius. 
But, in a short time, the applause becama 
unanimous; every on« woudering how 
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so maay pictures, apH pictures so 
familiar shotild have moved, them • but 
faiiatiy So Srhat they fell^ i%hhis de¬ 
scriptions. His digressions , t 9 b, the 
overflowings of a tender benevolent heart, 
pharmed the reader ife less ; leaving him 
in doubt, whether he should more admire 
the poet or love the n^.” 

This case appears to bear strongly 
^ against^us ;—but w& must distingffiish 
0 between wonder and legitimate §dmira-« 
tion. The subject* ol” the work is the 
changes prctiuccd in the appearances of 
nature by the revolution of the year : 
and, by undertaking to write in verse, 
Thomson pledged himself to tretit Vis 
subject as became a poet. Now it is, 
remarkajile thatf excepting the nocSurnal 
Kewric of ILady Winchilsea, and a 
pa^ge or two in the Windsor Fvest of 
^ope, the poetry of the piriod interven¬ 
ing be^een the publication of the Para¬ 
dise Lost and “ The Seasons ’’ does not 
contains, Single »cw image of exienial 
nature^; Snd scarcely presents a familiar 
oi 4 from which it cdh be inferred that 
the Sye of the poet had been steadily 
fixechupon Ifiis object, much less that his 
feelings urged him to work upon it 
fti the spint of genuine imagination. To 
what a low state knowledge of the most 
utcvious and important phenomena had 
sunk, is evident from the style in which 
Dryden has executed a description of 
night in one of his Tragedies, and Pope his 
translation of the celebrated moonlight 
scene in the Iliad. A blind man, in the 
halyt of attending accurately to descrip- 
tiqps casually dropped from the lips of 
''those around him, might easily depict 
these appearances with more truth. 
Dryden's lines are vague, bombastic, and 
senseless ; ^those of Pope, though he had 
Homer to guide him, are throughout false 
contradsetbry. The verses of Dry* 
den, once highly celebrated, are for- 
. gotten; those of Pope still retain their 
hold upon public estimation,—nay, there 
is not a passage of descriptive poetry 


0 1 CoKTES alo^e in a night-gown. 

All things aee hush’d as Nature’s self lay 
'dead; , • « 

The mountains seem to nod their drowsy 
^ head. • 

The linle*%ird? in dreams their songs 
repeat. 

And sleeping Flowers benejth the Night- 
dew sweat: 

Even Lust*|md Envy sleep; yet Love 
denies 

Rest to my soul, and slumber to my eyes. 
jPeydbn’s Indian Emperor. 


which &t this day finds so many and such 
ardent admirers. Strange to think of an 
enthusiast, as may have been the case 
with thousands, reciting those verses 
under the cope of a moonlight sky. with¬ 
out having his raptures in the least dis¬ 
turbed by a suspicion of their absurdity 1 
—If these two distinguished writers 
could habitually think that the visible 
universe was uf«o little coiisequ^ce to 
^ poet, that it was scarcely necessary 
for him to cast his eyes upon it, we may 
be assured tAat those passages of the 
cider poets which faithfully and poeti¬ 
cally describe the phenomena of nature, 
were nrit at that time holden in much 
estimation, and that there was little 
accurate attention paid to those appear¬ 
ances. 

Woiflder is the natural product of 
Ignorance : and as the soil was tn such 
good condition at the time of the 
publication f>f “ The. Seasons," the 
crop was doubtless abundant. Neither 
individuals nor nations become corrupt 
all at once, nor arc they enlightened in 
a moment. Thomson was an inspired 
poet, but he could not work miracles ; 
in cases where the art of seeing had in 
some degree been learned, the teacher 
would further the proficiency of his 
pupils, but he could do little more ; 
though so far does vanity assist men in 
acts of self-deception, that many would 
often fancy they recognized a likeness 
w'hen they knew nothing ot the original. 
Having shown that much of what his 
biographer deemed genuine admiration 
must in fact have been blind wonder¬ 
ment—how is the rest to be accounted 
for ?—1 homson was fortunate in the 
very title of his poem, which seemed to 
bring it home to the prepared sym¬ 
pathies of every one : in the next place, 
notwithstanding his high powers, he 
writes a vicious style; and his false 
ornaments are exactly of that kind which 
would be most likely to strike the undis¬ 
cerning. He likewise abounds with 
sentimental common-places, that, from 
the manner in which they were brought 
forward, bore an imposing air of novelty. 
In any well-used copy of “ The Seasons ” 
the book generally opens of itself with 
the rhapsody on love, or with one of the 
stories (perhaps Damon and Musidora); 
these also are prominent in our collections 
of extracts, and are the parts of his 
work, which, after all, were probably 
most eflicient in first recommendi ig the 
author to general notice. Pope, repay¬ 
ing praises which he had received, and 
wishing to extol him to the highest, only 
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style* him " aa elegant and philofophical 
poet; ” nor are we able to collect any 
unquestionable proofs that the true 
characteristics of Thomson's genius as an 
imaginative poet i were perceived, till 
the elder Warton, almost forty years 
after the publica..ion of “ The Seasons,'/ 
pointed them out by a note in his Essay 
on the Life and Writinf^s of Pope.. In 

The f astle of Indolenc. ” (of which Oray 
speaks so coldly) these characteristics 
were almost as conspicuously displayed, 
and in verse more harinonioiis, .,and 
diction more pure. Yet that fine poem 
was neglectod on its appearance, and ij 
at this day the delight onlv of a few ! 

When Thomson died, Collins breathed 
forth his regrets in an elegiac poem, in 
which he pronounces a poetical curse 
upon htm who should regard with msensi- 
bility the place where the poet's remains 
were deposited. The poems of the 
mourner himself have now passed 
through imiumcrable editions, and are 
universally known ; but if, when Collins 
^ed, the same kind of imprecation had 
been pronounced by a surviving admirer, 
small is the number whom it would not 
have comprehended. 'I'he notice which 
his poems attained during his lifetime 
was so small, and of course the sale so 
insignificant, that not long before his 
death he deemed it right to repay to the 
bookseller the sum which he had ad¬ 
vanced for them, and threw the edition 
into the fire. 

Next in importance to “ The Seasons ” 
of Thomson, though at considerable dis¬ 
tance from that work in order of time, 
come the Rcliques of Ancient English 
Poetry : collected, new-modelled, and in 
many instances (if such a cont,!iadiction 
in terms may be used) composed bv the 
editor. Dr. Percy. 'This work did not 
steal silently into the world, as is evident 
from the number of legendary tales, that 
appeared not long alter its publication ; 
and had been modelled, as the authors 
persuaded themselves, after the old 
ballad. The compilation was however 
ill-suited to the then existing taste of 
city society ; and Dr. Johnson, 'mid the 
little senate to whicli he gave laws, w'as I 


1 Since these observations upon Thom¬ 
son were written, 1 have perused the 
second edition of his “ Seasons,” and 
And that even that does not contain the 
most striking passages which Warton 
points out for admiration; these, with 
other improvements, throughout the 
whole work, must have been added at a 
later period. 


not sparing in b|s exertions to make ft an 
object of contempt. The critic triumphed, 
the legapdary iniitators were deservedly 
disregarded, and. as undeservedly, their 
ill-imitated models sank, in this ccsintry, 
into temporary nc;,fect: while Burger, 
and other able writers of Germany, were 
translating, or j'-nitating these Roques 
and composing, with the aid of inspira- 
tiofi thence derived, poems wldc^ are 
the delight of thi» German natH^. Dr. 
Percy was so abashed by the ridicule 
flung upon bis labours from tae igut ranee 
and insensibility' of the per.ions with 
whom he lived, that, though while he was 
writiifg under a mask he had not w'anted 
resolution to follow his genius into the 
rcgiot,s of 4 ruft simplicity and genuine 
pathos (as is evinced by the exquisite 
ballad of Sir Caulinc and by many efther 
pieces), vet wben he appeared in his own 
person and character as a poetical writer, 
he adopted, as in the tale of the Hermit 
of Warkwortb. a diction scar«ielv in any 
one of its features distiuguisbkbre from 
the vague, the glossy, and unfeeling 
language of his day. I mention this 
remarkable fact i with renret, esteeming 
the genius of Dr. Percy in thjs kind of 
writing superior to that of any Ptber mai. 
by whom in modern times it has been 
cultivated. That even Burger (to wfaiij] 
Klopstock ga^'e, in mj’ hearing, a com¬ 
mendation which be denied to Goethe 
and Schiller, pronouncing him to be a 
genuine poet, and one of the few among 
the Grjrmans whose works would last) 
had not the fine sensibility of Percy, 
might be shown from many passages.in 
which he has deserted his original only’to 
go astray. For example. 

Now daye was gone, and night was come, 
And all were fast aslcepe. 

All save the Lady EmeliaCi > ■ 

Who sate in her bowre to weepe: 


1 Shenstone, in his “ Schoolmistress,” 
gives a still more remarkable instance 
of this timidity. On its firspappearance 
i.ioe D’Israeli’s and Series of the Curi¬ 
osities of Literature^, the poem was 
accompanied with an absurd proa^ com¬ 
mentary, showing, as Indeed romeTneon- 
gruous expressions in the text imply, 
that the whole '. 7 as intendedior burlesque. 
In subsequent editionSj^the commentary 
was dropped, and the People have since 
continued to read in seriousness, doing 
for the author what be had not courage 
openly to venture upon for himself. 
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-- 

And soone she heard her trueLove’s voice 
Low whispering at theswaile, 

Awake, awaice. my dear Ladye, 

’IWs I tfly true-love call.* • 

Which is thus tricked out and dilated: 

Als nun die Nacht Gebirg’ und Thai 
Vermuinmt in Rabeusdfj^atteu, ^ 

Und Hochburgs Lampen uberali 
Schon absgeAimmert fatten, * 

Und alles tief entsjfhl^ea war ;, » 

Dock nur das Fraulcjn. immerdar, 

Voll C^iebei^ngst, noch wachte, 

Und sein^ Sitter dacnte;, 

Da horch ! ^in siisser Liebeston 
Kam leis’ empor goflogen. * • 

*' Ho, Trudchun. ho ! Da bin ich schon !• 
Frisch %ui! ^THch ange:i3gAi ? ” * 

Slit from humble ballads wa must 
•ascend to heroics. •• 

* All Imil, Macpherson ! Hail to thee. Sire 
of Ossian ^ The Phantom was begotten 
by th.i*snug embrace of an impudent 
H^hlancfer upon a cloucFof tradition— 
it'ttavclled southward, where it was 
greeted with acclamation, and the thin 
Conlistence* ft)ok its course through 
£uA)pe, ^pon the breath of popular 
Applause. The editor of the Reliques 
indirectly preferred a claim to the 
j^ise of invention, by not concealing 
that his supplementary labours were 
considerable ! How selfish his conduct, 
contrasted with that of the disinterested 
Gael, w'ho, like Lear, gives his kingdom 
•away, and is content to become a pen- 
asioner upon his own issue fur a beggarly 
pittance !—Open this far-famed book I 
—I have done so at random, and the 
beginning of the “ Epic Poem Ternora,” 
in eight books, presents itself. The 
blue waves of UUin roll in light. The 
green hills are cohered With day. Trees 
*Steke theiP dusky heads in the breeze. 
Grey torrents pour their noisy streams. 
Two greeA hills with aged oaks surround 
a narrow'plain. The b^ye course of a 
slfSam is there. On its banks stood 
Cairbar of A+hg. His spear supports the 
iking; the red eyes of his fear are sad. 
Coctnac riles on his soul with all his 
ghastly woyinds. ’ Precious memara*- 
wims ftOm the pocket-book of the blind 
OraiBg! 4 « 

If it be unbecoming, as I acknowledge 
that for the most part it is, to speak 
disrespectfutty of woriiS that have 
enjoyed for a length of time a widely- 
spread reputation, without at the same 
time i^odueing irrefragable proofs of 
th^ u&Wortbineii, let me be forgiven 


upon ^is occasion.—Having had the 
good fortune to be bom and reared in a 
mountainous country, from my very 
childhood 1 have felt the falsehood that 
pervades the volumes imposed upon the 
world under the name of Ossian. From 
what 1 saw with my own eyes, 1 knew 
that the imagery v/’^ spurious. In 
nature every thing is distinct, yet nothing 
denned into absolute independent single- 
I ness. In Macpifbrson’s work, it ^s ex¬ 
actly the reverse; every thing (that is 
not stolen) i^ in this manner defined, 
insulated, dislocated, deadened,—jet 
Ij^othlng distinct. It will always be so 
when w'ords are substituted for things. 
To say that the characters never could 
exist, that the manners are impossible, 
and that a dream has more substance 
than tlje w'hole state of scjciety, as there 
depicted, is doing nothing more than 
pronouncing a censure which Macpher¬ 
son defied; when, with the stee] 3 S of 
Morven before his eyes, he could talk so 
familiarly of his Carbornc heroes;—of 
Morven, which, if one may judge from its 
appearance at the distance of a few miles, 
contains scarcely an acre of ground 
sufficiently acccyriimodating for a sledge 
to be trailed along its surface.—Mr. 
Malcolm Laing has ably shown that the 
diction of this pretended translation is a 
motley assemblage from all quarters ; 
but he is so fond of making out parallel 
passages as to call poor Macpherson to 
account for his “ ands " and his “ buts ! " 
and he has weakened his argunie.nt by 
conducting it a.s it he thought that every 
striking resemblance was a conscfOKS 
plagiarism. It is enough that the coin¬ 
cidences are too remarkable for its being 
probable or possible that they could arise 
in different minds without communica¬ 
tion between them. Now as the trans 
lators of the Bible, and Shakespeare, 
Milton, and Pope, could not be indebted 
to Macpherson, it follows that he must 
have owed his fine feathers to them; 
unless w'e are prepared gravely to assert, 
with Madame de Stael, that many of the 
characteristic beauties of our most cele¬ 
brated English poets arc derived from the 
ancient Fingallian^ in which case the 
modern translator would have been but 
giving back to Ossian his own.—It is 
consistent that Lucien Buonaparte, who 
could censure Milton for having sur¬ 
rounded Satan in the infernal regions 
with courtly and regal Splendoiu', should 
prouounce the modem Ossi^ to be the 
glory of Scotland ;—a country that has 
produced a D unbar, a Buchanan, a Thom¬ 
son and a Burns ! These opinions are 
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of ill omen for the Epic ambitioi)^ of him ment the first mime we find is that of 
who has given them to the world. Cowley !—Whaxds become of* the mom* 

Yet, much as those pretended ing^star of English Poetry.? Where is 
treasures of antiquity have been ad- the ^^ht -Elizabethan constellation ? 
mired, they have been wholly uninfluen- Or, it names be more acceptable than 
tial upon the literature of the Country, images, where is^the ever-to-be-honnured 
No succeeding writer appears to have Chaucer ? Where' '^is Spenser ? Where 
caught from thein a r^ of inspiration ; Sidney ? And, lastly, where he, whose 
no author, in the least mstinguished, has rights as a pr^t, contradistinguished 
ventured formally to imitate them— froip. those which he is un^ersaliy ^ 
except the boy, ChatteiCon, on their first allowed to possess as a dramaElUt, we 
appearance. He had perceived, from have v'ndicatedi—where Shakesji^are ? •. 
the successful trials which ]be himself had —These, and a multitude of others not 
made in literary forgery, now few CK’tics unworthy to be p^.aced near'’them,"their 
were able to distinguish between a real contemporaries and succesgorS, tve have 
ancient medal and a counterfeit oV not. But in their stead, we have (could 
modern manufacture ; and he set him- bolter'lie expected when precedence was 
self to the work of filling a magazine with ko be settled by an abstract of reputation 
Saxon Poems, —counterparts of those of at any givefi period mad6, as in Ibis case 
Ossian, as like his as one of his misty before us?) Roscommon, and Steppey, 
stars is to another. This incapability to and Plnllips, and Walsh, and Smith, and 
amalgamate with the literature of the Duke, and King, and Spratt—Halifax,. 
Island is, in my estimation, a decisive ' Granville, Shelfield, Congreve, B'oome. 
proof that the book is essentially un- and other reputed magnate^—^metrical 
natural; nor should 1 require any other writers utterly worthless and Hineless ; 
to demonstrate it to be a forgery audacious except for ocCasiems like the* presept, 
as worthless.—Contrast, in this respect, when their productions are referred fo 4 s 
the effect of Maepherson's publication i evidence what a small quantity of brain 
withtbeJ?eh9uesof Percy, so unassuming, I is necessary to procure M EonsideAble 
so modest in their pretensions !—I have ; stock of admiration, provided th". aspifan^ 
already stated how much Germany is < will accommodate himself to the likings 
indebted to this latter work; and for and fashions of his day. 
our own country, its poetry has been As I do not mean to bring down tftls 
absolutely redeemed by it. I do not ' retrospect to our own times, it may with 
think that there is an able writer in verse ' propriety be closed at the era of this dis- 
of the present day who would not be ' tiiiguished event. From the literature 
proud to acknowledge his obligations to of other ages and countries, proofs 
the Reliques’, I know that it is so with equally cogent might have been adduced,, 
my friends ; and, for myself, I am happy . that the opinions announced in the fory 
in this occasion to make a public avowal i mer part of this essay are founded upc>n 
of my own. i truth. It was not an agreeable office,' 

Dr. Johnson, more fortunate in his nor a pnident undertaking, to declare 
contempt of the labours of Maepfierson them; but their importance seemed to 
than those of nis modest friend, was render it a duty. It may still be asked, 
solicited not long after to furnish pr'^faces ' where lies the particul^ relation of what 
biographical and critical for the works of ' has been said to these flumes ?—Tbt 
some of the most eminent English poets. : question will be easily answered by the 
The booksellers took upon themselves discerning reader who is old -enough to 
to make the collection ; they referred remember the taste that prevailed when 
probably to the most popular miscellanies, some of these poems were first published, 
and, unquestionably, to their books of seventeen years ago; yrho has also 
accounts; and decided upon the claim observed to what degree the poetry of«^ 
of authors to be admitted into a body ' this Island has since that |«riod been 
of the most eminenvfrom the familiarity (6»lo>jred by them ; and who is_ further 
of their names with the readers of that aware of the unremitting hostility wijpi 
day, and by the profits, which, from the which, upon some principle*or j>ther, 
sale of his works, each had brought and they have each and all be^ opbosed. A 
was bringing to the Trade. The editor sketch of my own notion of the consti- 
was allowed a limited exercise of discre- tution of fanu^has been given; and, as 
tion. add the authors whom he recom- far as concerns myself, I have cause to be 
mended are scarcely to be mentioned satisfied. The love, the admiration, the 
without a smile. We open the volume indifierence, the slif^t, the aversim, and. 
of Prefatory Lives, and to our astonish- even the contempt, with which these 
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poems havej>een receive<LJ<i^vring, as I mind thetreader, like Imagination, is a 
do, the source within my <^n mind, from word which has been forced to extend 
which th^ have proceeded, ^d the its services far beyond the point to which 
labdUr and pains, which, wh^n tabddi^nd philosophy would have confined them, 
pains appeared needful, have bden bo It is a metaphor, taken from a passive 
stowed npon them, mtut all, if I think ; sense of the human body, and transferred 
consistently, be received as pledges dnd j to things which are in tbpir essence not 
tokens, bearing the same general impres* I piAsive,—to intellectual acts and opera- 
sions though widely different in value ; rtions. The word, Imagination, has 
^^they asi aU proofs th^t for the present | been Overstrained, ^om impulses honour¬ 
time I have not laboured in vain ; and 1 ijldc to mankind, to meet the demands 
JHord assurances, moiK 01 less authentic. I of the faculty which is perhaps the noblest 
that tl^ pro<yicts of my industry will | of our nature. In the instance of Taste, 
endure.* • 4 the plbcess has been reversed; and 

If there be one conclusion more forci* frcvpi the prevalence of dispositions at 
bly pres.sed upon us than another b5{,the^ once injurious and discreditable, being 
review which has been given of the for’ no other 4 ;han that selfishness which is 
tunes and fate of^poctical w^g'ks, i^ is fhe child of apathy,—which, as Nations 
this,—thair eveny author, a$ far as he is { decline in productive and creative power, 
greatMiid at the same time onginaL has ' makes them value themselves upon a 
had the task of creating the taste by j presumed refinement of judging. I'overty 
]|v 4 ich lie is to be enjoyed: yi*has it been, 1 of language is the primary cause of the 
'so will it* continue to be. This remark ! use which we make of the word, Imagina- 
was long sjjicp made to me by the philoso- j tion ; but the word. Taste, has been 
jphical frKr\^ fur th^ separayon of whose 1 stretched to the sense which it bears in 
Toeijps from my own I^avc previously j modem Europe by habits of self-conceit, 
expressed ray regret. The predecessors | inducing that inversion in the order of 
of an gr^gii^^l gemus of a high order will > things whereby a passive faculty is made 
have |moothed me way for all that he paramount among the laculties conver- 
-b^ iiicom%im with them;—and much sant with the hne arts. Proportion and 
, Be will have in common : but, for what coiigruity, the requisite knowledge being 
is p^uliarly his own, he will be called . supposed, are subjects upon which taste 
upon to clear and often to shape his own ! may be trusted ; it is competent to this 
road :—he will be in the condition of ofi&ce ;—for in its intcTCourse with these 
Hannibal among the .^ips. the mind is passive, and is affected paiu- 

And where lies the real difficulty of fully or pleasurably as by an instinct, 
.creating tbat taste by which a truly 1 But the profound and the exquisite in 
ortginal poet is to be relished ? Is it 111 1 feeling, the lofty and universal in thought 
brAaksng the bonds of custom, in over- j and imagination or, in ordinary lan- 
comiwg the prejudices of false refinement, I guage, the pathetic and the sublime;— 
and displacing the aversions of inexperi- ; are neither of them, accurately speaking, 
ence ? Or, if he labour for an object j objects of a faculty w'hicli could ever 
which here and elsewhere 1 have proposed without a sinking in the spirit of Nations 
to myself, docs it coiuist in divesting the have been designated by the metaphor— 
reade r of thc^rij^ Cnat induces him to Taste. And why ? Because without 
“ SWetL upon tnose points wherein men the exertion of a co-operating power in 
^ differ from each other, to the exclusion the mind of the Header, there can be no 
' 'Of those in ^hicb all men are alike, or adequate sympathy with either of these 
the same ; and in making hun ashamed emotions : without this auxiliary impulse, 
of the vanity that renders him insensible elevated or profound passion cannot 
of the appropriate excellence which exist. 

cifil arrangements, less unjust than Passion, it must be observed, is derived 
might appear, and Nature illimitable in from a word which signifies suffering; 
her bounty, hawe conferred on men wiTo %ut the connexion which suffering has 
ma}» stand ]^ow him in the scale of with effort, with exertion, and action, is 
society !l» does it lie in estab- immediate and inseparable. How strik-'* 

lishing that dominion over the spirits of ingly is this property of human nature 
readers by which they are to be humbled exhibited by the fact that, in popular 
and humanized, tn order thaf they may be language, to be in a passion, is to be 
purified and exalted ? angry !—But, 

If these ends are to be attained by the 

mere communication of knowledge, it " Anger in hasty words or blows 
does not lie here.— ^Taste, I would re- Itself discharges on its foes, 

W.P. 3 A * 
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To bQ. moved, then, by a pasiion, is to tutions of Vtsiractcr. Remember, also, 
be excited, often to external, and always that the medium through which, m 
to internal, effort; whether for the con- poetry, 'the ^eart is to be gffected—^is 
tinuance and strengthening of the passion, lanijaaffie a thing subject to enhless 
or for its suppression, accordingly as fluctunions and arbitrary asso^atioms. 
the course which it takes may be pain- Tb^ genius of tha.poet melts these down 
ful or pleasurable. If the latter, the for his purpose : but they retain thhir 
soul must contributg to its support,'orJshape and qt^ality to him who is not 
it never becomes vivid,—and soon Ian- capable of ^kerting, within his own 
guishes, and dies. ^,nd this brings us ncind, a cotTes]toTiding energy. Thew, 
to ftie point. If every great poet w/t^ is also a meditative, as well as i^uman, 
whose wTitings men are familiar, in path&s; an enthifsiastic, as w^ as an 
the highest exercise of bis genius, before ordinary, sorro^ ; a sadaess t^at has 
he can be thoroughly enjoyed, bas to its seat in the depths of reason, to which 
call forth and to communicate poufr, the mind chnnot sink gently cf itself-- 
this service, in a still greater degree, falls >)ut<to which it must descend by treading 
upon an original writer, at his first ap- the slops of thought. And for the 
pearance in the world.—Of genius lh% suh?imp,-<-if we consoler what are the 
only proof is, the act of doing well what cares that feccupy the' parsing day, t 
is worthy to be done, and v/hat was and ^ow remote is the practice a*d the 
never done before. Of genius, in the course of life from the sources of sublimity 
fine arts, the only infallible sign is the in the soul Gf Man, can it be wdtider&d 
widening the sphere of human sensibility, that there is little existing preparation for 
for the delight, honour, and benefit ol a port charged witlj a nev.' fission to 
human nature. Genius is the introduction extend its J^ingdom, and to'augment 
of a new element into the intellectual and spread its aijoyments ? 
universe: or, if that be not allowed, it Away, then, with the senseless ilreration 
is the application of powers to objects on of the word popular, applied to new 
which they had not before been exercised, works in poetry, as if there were lj,o test 
or the employment of them m such a of excellence in this first of Cue fine av.ts 
manner as to produce effects hitherto but that all men should run after its « 
unknown. What is all this but aii ad- productions, as if urged by an app^ite, 
vance, or a conquest, made by the soul or constrained by a spell 1—^The qualities 
of the poet ? Is it to be supposed that of writing best fitted for eager reception 
the reader can make progress of this are cither such as startle the world into 
kind, like an Indian prince or general— attention by their audacity and extra- 
stretched on his palanquin, and borne by vagance ; or they are chieflycof a super- 
his slaves ? No ; he is invigorated and ficial kind lying upon the surfaces 'of 
inspirited by his leader, in order that he manners ; or arising out of a sel&ctkin 
may exert himself ; for he cannot proceed and arrangement of incidents, by i^ich 
in quiescence, he cannot be earned like the mind is kept upon the stretch of 
a dead weight. Therefore create curiosity and the fancy amused without 
taste is to calt forth and bestow power, the trouble of thought. But in every- 
of which knowledge is the effect; and thing which is to s(^d the ikoul into her- 
there lies the true difficulty. sclt^ to be admonishedi.of, Jjer weakness. ■ 

As the pathetic participates of an* or to be made conscious oi her powdf :— 
animal sensation, it might seem—that, if w'hcVcver life and nature described . 
the springs of this emotion were genuine, as operated upon by the creative or 
all men, possessed of competent know- abstracting*''virtue of the imagination; 
ledge of the facts and circumstances, w'hcrever the instinctive wisdom of 
would be instantaneously affected. And, antiquity and her heroic passions uniting 
doubtless, in the works of every in the heart of the poet, tg^ith the me^ 
true poet will Ge found passages oL t^ive wisdom of later ages, have pn> 
that species of excellence, w'hicli is** duced that accord of sublimated humanity 
proved by effects immediate and uni- which is at once a*history pf the refiiote 
'Versal. But there arc emotions of the past and a prophetio enunciation oi 
pathetic that are simple and direct, the remotest future, ikerg, the poet must 
and others—that arc complex and rev<)- reconcile hipiself for a season to few 
lutionary ; some—to which the heart and scattei^d hearers.—t^rand thoughts 
yields with gentleness ; others—against (and Shakespeare must often have sighed 
which it struggles with pride; these over this truth), as they are most natu- 
varieties are infiuite as the combina- rally and most fitly conceived m aolitu^, 
tiona of circum^ance and the consti- an can they not be brought forth in the 
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B&idst of plaudits, without tolie violation 
of their sanctity. Go ton silent exhij)i* 
tion of tb% productions of yie Aster Art, 
andPbe convinced that the qualiti^ Which 
dazale^t first sight, and kindle*the ad- 
iniration of the multitude,* arc essentially 
different from those by which permanent 
influence is secured. Lc| us not shrink 
from following up thes# principles a^ 
^ar as tifty will carrysus, and concliadc 
with observing—that t^ierp never has 
oeen a period, afid perhaps •never 
■will b& in which vicioul poetry, tif some 
kind or other, has nat excited more 
zealous aclpiiratinn, and bdhn far more 
generally read, than good; bub th^s 
advantage attends the good, that the 
tndividual, as w^lJ as the specics,«sur- 
vives frofli agw to age; ^ifhercas, of the 
depf»ved, though the species be imi|}ortal, 
the individual quickly p^ishes; the 
• flt)ject*of present admiriffion vanishes, 
being sif^iplanted by some other as easily 
produced^ •which„ though no b>-tter, 
brings ^'ilii it at least ihg irritation til 
no'Alty,—with adaptation, more or less 
skinu^, to*the changing humours f)f the 
majcisity of tbo^ who ore most ai leisure 
to rqgard poetical works when they first 
$#licit thlw uttontion. 

Is it the result of the whole, that, in 
thq^ipinion of the writer, the judgment 
of the People is not to be respected ’ 
The thought is most injurious; and, 
could the chtirge be brought against him, 
he would repel it with indignation. The 
People have already been justified, and 
Aeir eulogium pronounced by implica- 
tfon? when it was said, above—that, of 
gooft poelry, the individual, as well as 
the species, survives. And how docs 
it survive but through the People ? 
What preserves it but their intellect and 
their wisdeffn ? ^ 

—Past and*future, are the wings , 

On whose support, harmoniously con¬ 
joined, 


Movesdhe great Spirit of human know¬ 
ledge-’’ MS, 

The voice that issues from this Spirit, 
is that Vox Populi which the Deity 
inspires. Foolish must he be who can 
i^istakc for this a local Acclamation, or 
a ‘transitory outcry—transitory though 
it be for years, local though from a 
, Natfori. Still mft-e lamentable i^^ his 
•eTr<.ir ■who can believe that there is any 
thing of divine infallibility in the clamour 
of tl^t small tfiough loud portion of the 
. community, ever guvenied by factitious 
I liTilucuce, which, under the name of the 
j Public, passes itself, upon the unthink- 
i»ing, for the People. Towards the 
i Public, the writer hopes that he feels 
■ as ixiiich deference as it is entitled to: 
but to fhe People, philosophically char- 
I acteri/eil, and to the embodied spirit 
I ol their knowledge, so far as it exists and 
i moves, at the present, faithfully sup¬ 
ported by its two wings, the past and 
; tho future, his devout respect, his rever- 
j ence, is due. lie offers it willingly and 
i readily; and, this done, takes leave 
' of his readers, by assuring them—that, 
if he were not persuaded that the con¬ 
tents of these volumes, and the work 
to which they ar<* subsidiary, evince 
something of the “ Vision and the Faculty 
divine ” ; and that, both in w'ords and 
tilings, they -vi'ill operate in their degree, 
to extend the domain of sensibility for 
the delight, the honour, and the benefit 
v)f human nature, notwithstanding the 
many happy hfiurs w'hich he has em¬ 
ployed in their composition, and the 
manifold comforts and enjoyments they 
have procured to him, he would not, 
if a w'ish could do it, save them from 
immediate destruction ;—from becoming 
at this moment, to the world, as a thing 
that had never been. 

X815. 
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My dear Siif George, *• 

Accept my thanks for the permission 
fivM me to dedicate these volumes to 
ott. In addition to a lively pleasure 
erived from general considerations, I 


feel a particular satisfaction; for, by 
inscribing these poems with your ^ame, 
I seem to myself m some degree to repay, 
by an ^ appropriate honour, the great 
obligation which I owe to one part of 
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the collection—as having been the 
means ^ of first making us personally 
known to each other. Upon much of 
the remainder, also, you have a peculiar 
claim,—for some of the best pieces were 
composed under the shade of your own 
groves, upon tlje classic ground of Cole- 
orton ; where I was animated by the 
recollection of thos# illustrious Poets 
of your name and family, who '^ere 
bnnir in that neighbourhood ; and, w.c 
may be assured, did not wander with* 
indifference by the dating stream of 
Urace Dieu, and among the rock» that 
diversify the forest of Charriwood.j:— 
Nor is there any one to whom such parts 
of this collection as have been inspired 
or coloiured by the beautiful Country 
from which I now address you, could be 
presented with more propriety than 
to yourself—to whom it has suggested 


so many 2tdn|irable pictures. Early in 
life, the sublirftity and beauty of this 
region eSLcited your admir^on; and 
I kn^^that ^ou are bound to it in rfiind 
by a still strengthening attachment. 

Wishing and hppiug that thi/ Work, 
with thp embellishments it has received 
from your pcpcil,i may survive as a 
[•lasting memonal of a friendship which 
1 reckon among the blessings my lifer 
I have theLhonour to be, 

, My aeat’ Sir George, ' 

Yours mdst affectionatelyfaud 
(. faithfully, ' 
WILLIAM WORDSWORTH. 
Kvei|i5L Mount, WestmorelAnd, 
February /, iSr^. 


1 The state of the plates has, forroome 
time,* not allowed them to be repeated. 

»• • 
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The powers recpiisitf for the production 
of poetry are : first, those of Observation 
and Description—i.e., the ability to 
observe wjth accuracy things as they arc 
in themselves, and with fidelity to 
describe them, unmodified by any pas¬ 
sion feeling existing in the mind of the 
d<s:ribbr: whether the things depicted 
be actually present to the senses, or have 
a place only in the memory. This power, 
though inclispensable to a poet, is one 
which he employs only iii submissif)n to 
necessity, and never for a continuance of 
time : as its exercise supposes ^11 the 
higher qualities of the nund to be passive, 
and in a state of subjection to external 
objects, much in the same way as a 1 rans- 
lator or engraver ought to be to his 
original, zndly, Sensibility,—which, the 
more exquisite it is, the wider will be 
the range of a poet’s perceptions; and 
the more will he be incited to observe 
objects, both as they exist in themselves 
and as re-acted upon by his own mind. 
(The distinction A>Btween poetic and 
human sensibility has been marked in 
the character of the poet delineated in 
the original preface.) srdly. Reflection,— 
which makes the poet acquainted with the 
value of actions, images, thoughts and 
feelings; and assists the sensibility in 
perceiving their connexion with each 
other. 4thly, Imagination, and Fancy,— 
to modify, to create, and to associate, 
jtbly, Invention,—by which characters 
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arc composed out of miterials sullied 
by observation ; whether of<.ihe Poe^]# 
own heart and mind,or of external life and 
nature and such incidents and situations 
produced as are must impressive t<^he 
imagination, and most fitted to do jus¬ 
tice to the characters, sentiments, and 
passions which the poet undertakes to 
illustrate. And, lastly, Judgment—to 
decide how and where, and in what dtS 
gree, each of these faculties ought to He 
exerted ; so that the less shall nolT' be 
sacrificed to the greater ; nor the greater, 
slighting the less, arrogate, to its own 
injury, more than its due. By judgment, 
also, is determined what are the laws and 
appropriate graces of qyerv species of 
'composition.! ^ 

The materials of poetry, by these 
powers collected and product, are cast, 
by means of ..xarious moulds, into divers 
forms. The moulds may be enumerated, 
and the forms specifiedrin the foUowiiiK 
order. 1st, The Nairativ^—^includin^ 
the Epopoeia, the Historic Poem, the 
VaA:, the Romance, the .Afock-heroic, 
and, if the spirit of 4 lomer will tolerate 
such neighbourhood., tbat d^gr produc¬ 
tion of our days, the metrical Novel. Of 


! As sensibiCfty to harmony of nuOibers, 
and the power of producing it, are in¬ 
variably attendants upon the faculties 
above specified nothing has been said 
upon those requisites. 
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this class, the distinguish^o^naark is, that 
the Narrator, howevdb liberally . his 
speahiQfl^ agents be introduced, is him- 
sdK the source from \vhit:h*evtrykthing 
primarily flows. Epic Poets, *in order 
that their mode o4.composition may 
accord with the elevation of (hei^ sub¬ 
ject, represent themselves as stngmg from 
the inspiration of thdk Muse " Axmn 
virumq«c cano " ; bvt this is a fic%inn. 
in modern times, of s^ght value : th<^ 
* Iliad or the ParaMse Lost woijld gain 
little m our^stimatioi/by being chanted. 
1 he othei* poets who belong to this class 
are commonly content to Ml their tale ; 
—so that'of the whole it may be afUrmed 
that they neither require nor reject 
accompaniment.of music. • * 

andlyf dramatic,^-consisting of 

Tra^iedy, Historic Drama, Comedy, and 
Masque, in which the poet does flot ap- 
•peac^t all in his own peffon, and where 
the wlftile action is carried on by speech 
and dialogue of^ the agents; music 
being ^admitted only iimidentally and 
raibly. The Opera may be placed here, 
in&smuch as it proceeds by dialogue ; 
though depending, to the degree that it 
doeg, upon music, it has a strong claim to 
^e raiik^ with the lyrical. The char¬ 
acteristic and impassioned Epistle, of 
w||ich Ovid and Pope have given exam¬ 
ples, considered as a species of mono¬ 
drama, may, without impropriety, be 
placed in this class. 

Srdly, The Lyrical,—containing the 
Hymn, tbe Ode, the Elegy, the Song, and 

T he Ballad ; in all which, for the prodiic- 
iofl of their full effect, an accompani- 
m0ht of music is indispensable. 

4thly, The Idyll ium,—descriptive 
chiefly either of the processes and ap¬ 
pearances of external nature, as " The 
Masons " ^f Thqpison ; or of charac 


that ofi Horace and Jnvenal; personal 
and occasional Satire rarely comprehend¬ 
ing sufficient of the general in the indi¬ 
vidual to be dignified with the name of 
poetry. 

Out of the three last has been con¬ 
structed a ct^mposite prAer, of which 
•Young’s “ Night,Thoughts," and Cow- 
per's " Task," are excellent examples. ' 
is deducible from the above, that 
l^ocms, apparently misccllaneousfr may., 
pvith propriety be arranged either with 
reference to powers of mind predomi- 
nanf in the production of them ; to 
ihe mould in which they are cast; cr, 
lastly, to the subjects to which they 
relate. From each of these considera¬ 
tions, the following poems have been 
divided into classes; which, that the 
work may more obviously correspond 
wuth the course of human life, and for 
the sake of exhibiting in it the three 
requisites of a legitimate whole, a begin¬ 
ning, a middle and an end, have been also 
arranged, as far as it was possible, acctjrd- 
iiig to an order of time, commencing with 
Childhood, and terminating with Old Age, 
Death, and Immortality. My guiding 
wish was, that the small pieces ot which 
these volumes consist, thus discriminated, 
might be regarded under a two-fold view; 
as composing an entire work within 
themselves, and as adjuncts to the philo¬ 
sophical poem, “ The Recluse.” This 
arrangement has lung presented itself 
habitually to my own mind. Neverthe¬ 
less, I should have preferred to scatter the 
contents of these volumes at random, 
if I had been persuaded that, by the 
plan adopted, anything material would be 
taken from the natural effect of the 
Viieccs, individually, on the mind of the 
unrefle.cting reader. I trust there is a 
sufficient variety in each class to prevent 


The 

or 


^ ter s, mani)|;rs)> and sentiments, as are I this ; while, for him who reads with 
sBenstone's " Schoolmistress." “ Trte | reflection, the arrangement will serve as a 
Cotter’s S^urday Night " of Burns," 

Twa Do^" of the same author; 
of these in conjunction vsiih the appear¬ 
ances of Nature, as most of the pieces 
-of Theocritus, ibe “ Allegro " and " Pen- 
^seroso” of Milton, Beattie's "Minstrel," 

Goldsmith's " Deserted Village.” T 1 
Epitaph, thvinscription, the Sonnet ,tni 
o^the Epj^tles of poets writing in their 
own Vet»ens, «na all locodescriptive 
poetry, belong to this class. 

5thly, Didactic,—the principal object 
of which is direct instrbetion ; as the 
Poem of Lucretius, the Georgies of Virgil, 
the “ Fleece " of Dyer, Mason’s “ English 
Garden," etc. 

And, lastly, philosophical Satire, like 


commentary unostentatiously directing 
his attention to my purposes, both 
particular and general. But, as I wish to 
guard against the possibility of mislead¬ 
ing by this classification, it is proper first 
to remind the reader, that certain poems 
arc placed according to the powers of 
mind, in the author's conception, pre¬ 
dominant in the production of them; 
predominant, which implies the exertion 
of other faculties in less degree. Where 
there is more imagination than fancy in 
a poem, it is placed under the head of 
imagination, and vice versd. Both the 
above classes might without impropriety 
have been enlarged from that consisting 
of “ poems founded of the Affections " ; 
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A music sweeter than their own.’ 

Let us come now to the consideration of 
the words Fancy and Imagination, as 
employed in the classification of the 
following poems. ” A man." says an 
intelligent author, " has imagination in 
proportion as he cas distinctly copy in 
idea the impressions of sense : it is the 
faculty which images within the mind the 
phenomena of sensation. A man has 
fancy in proportion as he can call up, 
connect, associate, at pleasure, 

those internal images (^ai'rdfriK is to 
cause to appear) so as to complete ideal 
representations of absent objects. Ima- 
rination is the power of depicting, and 
nmey of evoking and combining. The 


as might this latter from those, apd from 
the class *' proceeding from Sentiment 
and Reflection." The most striking 
characteristics of each piece, mutual 
illustration, variety, and proportion, 
have governed me throughout. 

None of the other classes, except those 
of Fancy and Imaginaytion, require anj^ 
particular notice. But a remark ^ of 
general application m^ be made. (Xll 
^oets, ‘ except ,lhe dramatic, hav'c been-J 
m the practice of feigning that their 
works were composed In'-the mu.sic of 
' the harp or lyre; with wlmt decree, 
of affectation this has heeii done ir>- 
modern times, 1 leave to the judirious 
to determine. For my own part. I have 
not been disposed to violate probability 
so far, or to make such a large cleinand 
upon the reader’s charity. Some of 
these pieces are essentially lyriral ; and, 
therefore, cannot have their due force 
without a supposed musical accompani¬ 
ment ; but. in much the greatest part, 
as a substitute for the classic lyre or 
romantic harp, I require nothing' more 
than an animated or impassionc-d reci¬ 
tation, adapted to the subject. Poems, 
however, humble in their kind, if they 
be good in that kind, cannot read them¬ 
selves ; the law of long syllable and 
short must not be so inflexible,—the let ter 
of metre must not be so impassive to the 
spirit of versification,—as to deprive the 
reader of all voluntary power to modu¬ 
late. in subordination to the sense, the 
music of the poem ;—in the same manner 
as his mind is left at liberty, and even sum¬ 
moned, to act upon its thoughts and 
images. But,though the accompaniment 
of a musical instrument be frecnuently 
dispensed with, ^the true poet does not 
therefore abandon his privilege distinct 
from that of the mere proseman : 

’* He murmurs near the running brooks 


imagination Is <ormed by patient obser¬ 
vation ; the fanfiy by a voluntary activ- 


ity in shjffing the scenery of tke-mind. 
The imre adcurate the imagination, t%e 
more sai^ly may a painter, or a,,poet, 
undertake a delibeatdon, or a description^ 
without the presence of the objects to be 
characterized. The more versatile the 
f.*aicy, the niorc'’original and striking will 
be ^he decorations produced, A 

Svftonyms discriminated, by W. 1 Q|iyIor. 

Is nol this asifa?nan should under¬ 
take to .supply an "account oi a buijding, 
and be so intent F.pon what he had dis¬ 
covered of lh<j foundation, as to conclude 
hi§ ta^k without once looking up at the 
I suiicrstructure ? Here, as in other 
instRVCes throughout the volume, the 
judicious autliOr’s mind 'is enthralled 
by Etj;mology; he takes up the origlfial 
word as his guide and escort, and tbo 
often dors noY perceive how soon he* 
becomes its prisoner, without libirty to 
tread in any path but, that to which it 
confine,s him. ,It is not easy te fi?id out 
huw' imagination, t>’ins explained, differs 
from distinct remembrance of images ; or 
fancy from quick and vivick rorollectiwt of 
them : each is nothing more than a njode 
of memory. If the two W'ordsilljpear thw 
above, meaning, and no other, wnat term 
IS left to designate that faculty of wh«h 
ihe poet is " all compact ” ; he whose 
eye glances from earth to heaven, whose 
spiritual attributes body forth what his 
jien is prompt in turning to shape ; or 
what is left to characterize Faniry, as in¬ 
sinuating herself into the heart of objects^ 
with creative activity ?—Imaginatil^, 
in the sense of the. word as giving tflle 
to a class of the following poems, has no 
reference to images that are merely a 
faithful copy, existing in the mind, of 
absent external objects; buf'is a word 
of higher import, denoting operations gf. 
the mind upon those objects, and pro¬ 
cesses of creation or of coQiposition, 
governed by certain fixed laws. I proceed 
to illustrate ir^y meaning by instances. 
A parrot hangs from the wires of his cage 
by his beak or by his claw's ; or a monkey i 
from the bough of a tree by bis paws or 
his tail. Each creature does so literally 
and actually. In the first 'Eclogue of 
Virgil, the shepherd, thinking of thedtrib 
when he is to take leave df his fer^Rflbus 
addresses his goats :— 

Non ego vos fibsthac viridf projectusin 
antro 

Dumf^apmdere procul de rupe videbo." 

-" half way down 

Hangs one who gathers samphire/" 
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is the well'known exprq^s: 
speue, delineating an^orouiary image 
upcm tlm cliffs of Dover. In these two 
iK^uc^is a slight exertiftnt)f tAe ferity 
which I denominate imagiiflttion, in 
the iRe of one worc^: neither the goats 
*icir the samphire-gatherer do liA;rally 
hang, as^dnes the parrot or the'monkcy ; 
but, presenting to the V'nsos something 
of sucl^an appearance, the mind ig its 
activity, for its own aruliiicatioii, con¬ 
templates them a* hmiging. • 

“ A$|wheu far off at sea a fleet descried 
Hangs In the cloiifls, l^y equinoctial 
winds 


of a stjjl and quiet satisfaction, like that 
which may be supposed inseparable from 
the continuous process of incubation. 
“ His voice was buried among trees," a 
metaphor expressing the love of seclusion 
by which this Bird is marked ; and char¬ 
acterizing its note as not partaking of 
Khe shrill and ih^ piercing, and therefore 
more easily deadened by the intervening ^ 
sh|tlc ; yet a note so peculiar and withal 
.so pleasing, thar the breeze, gifted with 
that love of the sound which the poet feels, 
penetrates the shades in which it is 
cntAnbcd, and conveys it to the ear of 
4he listener. 


Close sailing from Bengala. or ttie iislcs 

Of 'I'ernate or Tidure, whence mor-« 
chjjjits laing * • • 

Ijeir spia^rugs ; they on the trading 
"^flood • 

, Through the wide to the 

L'ipe 

Ply, stemniinj nightly toward the Pole ; 
SQ^effined, • 

^ar off the flyiiig^Fieud.” 

*W«rc is the full strength of the iniagina- 
tiosk involw'ch in the word hungs, and 
^xqrted^pon*the whole image : First, 
Rhe flee^an aggregate of many shijis. is 
represented as one mighty person, whose 
t:qiick, we know and feel, is upon the 
w'aters ; but, taking advantage of its 
appearance to the senses, the iioet dares 
to represent it as hanving m the clouds, 
both for the gratifleatmn of tlic mind in 
contemplating^ the image itself, and 
jin reference ^tbe motion and api>ear- 
'atfte of the sublime objects to which 
itfls compared. 

Frem impressions of sight w'e will 
pass to those id sound ; w'hich, as they 
must necessarily be of a less detinite 
character,* shall selected from these 
;^olume 5 ^ 

" Over his own sweet voice the Stock¬ 
dove* broods ; " 

of the same bird, 

" His voice was buried among trees 
Yet to^e come at by the breeze; ” 

" O, Cuckoo ! shall I call thcc, 

^ Or but *a wandering Voice ? " 

TRWsWipk-dajve is said to coo, a sound 
well imitating the note of the bird ; but, 
by the intervention of the metaphor 
broods, the Sections artf sailed in by the 
imagination to assist iu marking the 
manner in which the bird reiterates and 

{ irolongB her soft note, as if herself de- 
ighting to listen to it, and participating 


“ Shall I call thee Bird, 

Or but a wandering Voice ? ” 
This concise interrogation characterizes 
the seeming ubiquity of the voice of the 
cuckocf, and dispossesses the creature 
almost of a corporeal existence ; the lma« 
gination being tempted to this exertion 
of her power by a consciousness in the 
memory that the cuckoo is almost per* 
]>ctually heard throughout the season of 
spring, but seldom becomes an object of 
sight. 

Thus far of images independent of 
each other, and immediately endowed 
by the mind with properties that do not 
inhere in them, upon an mcitement from 
properties and qualities the existence of 
which IS inherent and obvious. These 
processes of iiiiugination are carried on 
cither by conferring additional properties 
upon an object, or abstracting from it 
some of those which it actually possesses, 
and thus enabling it to rc-act upon the 
mind which hath performed the process, 
like a nctv existence. 

1 pass from the Imagination acting 
upon ail individual image to a considera¬ 
tion of the same faculty employed upon 
images in a conjunction by which they 
modify each other. The reader has 
already had a hue instance before him in 
the passage quoted from Virgil, where the 
apparently perilous situation of the goat, 
hanging upon the shaggy precipice, is 
contrasted with that of the shepherd 
contemplating it from the seclusion of the 
cavern iu which he lies stretched at ease 
and in security. *Takc these images 
separately, and how unaffccting the pic¬ 
ture compared with that produced by 
their being thus connected with, and 
opposed to, each other ! 

" As a huge stone is sometimes seen to lie 
Couched on the bald top of an eminence. 
Wonder to all who do the same isspy 
By what means it could thither com^ 
and whence, 
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So that it seems a thing endue ;4 
sense, 

Like a sea-beast crawled forth, which 
on a shelf 

Of rock or sand reposeth, there to sun 
himself, 

Such seemed Man ; not all alive or 
dead 

Nor all asleep, in his Extreme old age. 

m * « 

Motionless as a cloutl th^ old Man 
stood, 


the reader, /r^ent at one moment in 
the yride Ethiopian, and the next in the 
solitudes, then first broken innpcffl, pfihe 
infernal ifagicm^! ^ * 

“ Modo m% Thebis, modo ponit Athqfiis.” 
Hear ggain this mighty Poet,—speaking, 
^ of the Messiah going forth to expel from 
heaven the rebeyious angels, • 

“ Attended by ten^ thousand tly}usand 
Saints ^ 

’!fie onwerd cam^: iar off his ceding 


That hcareth not the loud winds when 
they call, « 

And moveth altogether if it move at 
all." 

In these images, the conferring, the ab¬ 
stracting, and the modifying powers 
of the Imagination, immediately and 
mediately acting, are all brought iiitr 
conjunction. The stone is endowed with 
something of the power of life to approx¬ 
imate it to the sea-beast; and the sea- 
beast stripped of some of its vital qualities 
to assimiliate it to the stone ; which 
intermediate image is thus treated for 
the purpose of bringing the origina 
image, that of the stone, to a nearer re¬ 
semblance to the figure and condition of 
the aged man; who is divested of s' 
much of the indications of life and motion 
as to bring him to the point where the two 
objects unite and coalesce in just com¬ 
parison. After what has been said, the 
image of the cloud need not be com¬ 
mented upon. 

Thus far of an endowing or modifying 
power ; but the Imagination also shapes 
and creates ; and how ? By innumer¬ 
able processes ; and in none does it more 
delight than in, that of consolidating 
numbers into unity, and dissolving and 
separating unity into number,—rlter- 
nations proceeding from, and governed 
by, a sublime consciousness of the soul in 
her own mighty and almost divine pov crs. 
Recur to the passage already cited from 
Milton. When the compact fleet, as one 

g erson, has been introduced " Sailing 
:om Bengala." “ They,” i.e. the " mer¬ 
chants," representing the fleet resolved 
into a multitude of rhips, " ply " their 
voyage towards the extremities of the 
earth ; " So ” (referring to the word “ As ’’ 
the commencement) " seemed the 
flying Fiend " ; the image of his person 
acting to recombine the multitude of 
ships into one body,—the point from 
which the comparison set out. " So 
seemed," and to whom seemed ? To the 
heavenly Muse who dictates the poem, to 
the eye of the poet's mind, and to that ci 


shone,"— • , 

the retinue of Sainrts, and the^ffersAi of 
the Messiah himself, lost almost and 
inergedrin the splendour of that indefinite 
abstraction " His coming ! ” * 

^ As Ifdo not^mean here tp treat this sub¬ 
ject further thSn to throw' ^orje light 
upon thp present volumes, and especielly 
upon one division of them, I shall spare 
myself and thd* reader the troublis of * 
considering the Imagination as it* deals 
with thoughts and s^timenits,r a:, it 
regulates the composition of chprdcters, 
and determines tho' course of actionSi: 

I will not consider it (more than I 
already done by implicat’OE) as that 
power which, in the langiirage of one, of, 
my most esteemed friends, “ draws allV 
things to one ; which makes things ani¬ 
mate or inanimate, beings with th^ 
attributes, subjects with their accessories 
take one colour and serve to one effect." ^ 
The grand store-houses of enthusiastic 
and meditative Imagination, of poetical, 
as contradistinguished from human and 
dramatic Imagination, are the prophetic^^ 
and lyrical parts of the Holy Scriptures, " 
and the works of Milton; to which I csHk- 
not forbear to add those of Spenser. I 
select these writers in preference to those 
of ancient Greece and Rome, because the 
nnthropomorphitism ol the Pagan reli¬ 
gion subjected the minds <tf greatest^ 
pdets in those countries too much to thh' 
bondage of definite form; fre^ which 
the Hebrews were preserved Dy their 
abhorrence of V idolatry. This abhor¬ 
rence was almost as strong in our great 
epic poet, both from circtxnstances of his 
life, and from the constitut|pn of his * 
mmd. However imbued the surface 
might be with classical literature, he was 
a Hebrew in soul; and all things tende 4 
in him toward the sublime. .fpsTiser, 
of a gentler nature, maintained his free¬ 
dom by aid of his allegorical spirit, at one 
time inciting Mfii to create *perscaiB out 
of abstractions; and, at another, by n 

i Charles Lamb upon the genius of 
Hi^artta. 
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superior effort of geniifs, give the Having to speak of stature, she does not 
universality and pcrmaihence of abs^ac- tell you that her gigantic Angel was tall 
tions td^is-human beings, means of as Pompry’s Pillar; much less that he 
aftributes and emblems * that ^e\png to was twelve cubits, or twelve hundred 
the highest moral truths and fhe purest cubits high ; or that his dimensions 


senssktions,—of whigh his character of 
Una is a glorious example. Of tfhman 
and dramatic Imaginayon the w’orks of 
Shakespeare are an inexhaustible sourt^. 

** I tax not you, ye Elements, with 
unkindness, • * • • 

I never gajfc you kingdoms, call’d you 
iau^ters ! ’’ 


equalled those of Teneriffe or Atlas ;— 
because these, and if tl^py were a million 
*times as high it^would be the same, are 
bounded : The expression is, " His" 
st4ture reached Uie sky ! " the illimitable 
firmament ]—'V^'nen the Imagvuation 
prames a comparison, if it does nut strike 
on the first ^uscntaiion, a sense ol the 
triiffi of the likeness from the moment 


« 

And if, bearing in mind the many 
pqpts distinguished by this prime Quality, 
whose names 1 omit to mention ; yt-k 
justifie d by rc*t)llectioqpoP the Insults 
which tnlni^orant, the incapable, and 
the* presumptuous, have heaped upon 
• thesu and my other wrifings, I may be 
‘ pennil^od to anticipate the juilgiuent of 
posterity upon myself, I shall declare 
(censi^blb. I gcant, if the notoriety 
o^he fatt above stated <Joes not justify 
nSe)j,^that I have gifen in these unfav¬ 
ourable times, evidence of exertions of 
thiff faculty i%3on its worthiest objects, 
^he* exlii^nal universe, the moral and 
Teligious sentiments of Man, his natural 
affections, and his acquired passions; 
wflich have the same ennobling tendenev 
as the productions of men, in this kind, 
worthy to be holden in undying remem¬ 
brance. 

To the mode in which Fancy has 
.nlready^een characterized as the power 
K>f, evoking and combining, or as my 
fqi^iid Mr. Coleridge has styled it, " the 
aggregative and associative power,” my 
objection is only that the definition is 
too general. To aggregate and to associ¬ 
ate, to eyoke and to combine, belong 
as well to the imagination as to the 
- -Sancy; lAt dither tiie materials evoked 
and combined are different; or they are 
brought fcigether under a different law, 
and ror a diitcrent purposw Fancy does 
not require that the inafcrials which she 
'makes use of ^bould be susceptible of 
f change in their constitution, from her 
touch; and., where they admit of modi¬ 
fication, it^is enough for her purpc#c 
K it be slight, liipited, and evanescent 
Direct^ the reverse of these are the 
desir^effftl dciflands of the Imagination. 
She recoils from everything but the 
lastic, the. pliant, and^the indefinite, 
be leaves it to Fancy to describe Queen 
Mab as coming, 

” In shape no bigger than an agate-stone 

Qn the f{»e-finger of an alderman.” 


«it is perceived, grows—and continu?s to 
grow—upon the mind ; the resemblance 
depending less upon outline of form and 
feature, than upon expression and effect; 
less upon casual and outstanding, than 
upon inherent and internal, properties : 
moreover, the images invariably modifj* 
i-ach other.—The law under which the 
processes of Fancy arc carried on is as 
capricious as the' accidents of things, 
and the effects are surprising, playful, 
ludicrous, amusing, tender, or pathetic, 
as the objects happen to be oppositely 
produced or fortunately combined. 
Fancy depends upon the rapidity and 
profusion with which she scatters her 
thoughts and images ; trusting that their 
iiiiinber, and the lelicity with which they 
are linked together, w'ill make amends 
for the want of individual value ; or she 
prides herself upon the curious subtilty 
and the successful elaboration with 
which she can delect their lurking affini¬ 
ties. If she can win you over to her 
purpose, and impart to you her feelings, 
she cares not how unstable or transitory 
may be her influence, knowing that it 
will not be out of licr power to resume it 
upon an apt occasion. But the Imagin¬ 
ation is conscious of an indestructible 
dominion ;—the Soul may fall aw'ay from 
it, not being able to sustain its grandeur ; 
but, if once felt and acknowledged, by no 
act of any other faculty of the mind can 
it be relaxed, impaired, or diminished. 
Fancy is given to quicken and to 
beguile the temporal part of our nature. 
Imagination to incite and to support the . 
eternal. Yet is it aot the less true that 
Fancy, as she is an active, is also, 
under her owm laws and in her own spirit, 
a creative faculty. In w'hat manner 
Fancy ambitiously aims at a rivalship 
with imagination and Imagination stoops 
to work with the materials of Fancy, 
might be illustrated from the composi¬ 
tions of all eloquent writers, whether in 
prose or verse; and chiefly from those 
of our own country. Scarcely a page 
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no 

of the knpassioned parts of ^ishop 
Taylor’s work caa be opened that shall 
not afford examples.—Referring the 
reader to those inestimable volumes, 1 
will content myself with placing a conceit 
(ascribed to Lord. Chcsterheld) in con¬ 
trast with a pasuge from the Paradise 
Lost :— . ' 

" The dews of the eveniiig most carefuj^y 
slivn, ^ 

' They are the tears of the sky for the loss 
of the sun.” , 

m 

After the transgression of Adam, Milton, . 
with other appearances of sympathizing'' 
Nature, thus marks the immediate 
consequence, 

" Sky lowered, and, muttering tliunder» 
some sad drops 

Wept at completion of the mortal sin.” 

The associating link is the same in each 
instance. Dew and rain, not distin¬ 
guishable from the liquid substance of 
tears, are emplo3'ed as indications of 
Sorrow. A flash of surjinse is the effect 
in the former case; a flash of surprise, 
and nothing more ; for the nature of 
things does not sustain the combination. 
In the latter, the effects from the act, 
of which there is this immediate conse¬ 
quence and .visible sign,arc so momentous, 
that the mind acknowledges the justice 
and reasonableness of the sympathy in 
nature so manifested ; and th(' sky weeps 
drops of water as if with human eyes, 
as ” Earth had before trembled from her 
entrails, and Nature given a second 
groan.” 

Finally, I will refer to Cotton's ” Ode 
upon Winter,” an.^admirable composition, 
though stained with some peculiarities of 
the age in which he lived, for a general 
illustration of the characteristics of 
Fancy. The middle part of this ode 
contains a most lively description of the 
entrance of Winter, with his retinue, as 
“A palsied king,” and yet a military 
nionarch,—advancing for conquest with 
his army; the several bodies of which 
and their arms and equipments, are 
described with a rapidity of detail, and a 
profusion of fanciful comparisons, which 
indicate on the part of the poet extreme 
activity of intellect, and a correspondent 
hurry of delightful feeling. Winter re¬ 
tires from the foe into his fortress, where 

-” a magazine 

Of sovereign juice is cellared in ; 

Liquor that will the siege maintain 

Should Phoebus ne'er return again." 


__ » ~ 

Though mysJff § water-drinkCT, I cannot 
resist the pleasure of transcribing what 
follows, as fm instance still mom happy 
I of Fancy* emplftyed in the treatment tif 
feeling than, In its preceding passages, 
the poem supplies pj her management of 
formsf 

” *Tis that, thategives the poet rage, 

Awl thaws the gilly’d blood ci|«age ; . 

. ^ Matures the yoyng, restores the'^d, 

~ And ihakes tbe faiifiting coward bold. 

It lays the carefjil head to'r^t, t, 
Calms palpitiLtions in the breast, 

Reiidj^rs our lives' misfortune sweet: 

* * 4 > 

t 

Theff let the ehill SirodctxbloMt, 

And gird us round with hitis’of si^w, 
Or cl* go whistle to the shore, 

Aud make thethollow mountains mar. 

m 

Whilst we together jovial sit 
Careless, and crowned with mifth and 
wit, * « ■ 

Where, though bleak winds confine jfs 
home, • 

Our fancies round the wo|ld<6hall roacn. 

We’ll think of all the Friends ift: kn8w,y 
Aud drink to all worth drinking to; 
When having drunk all thine and miqg, 
We rather shall want healths than wine. 

But where Friends fail us, we’ll supply 
Our friendships with our charity ; 

Men that remote, in sorrows live, 

Shall by our lusty briminers*thrive. 

We'll drink the wanting into wealth, ^ 
And those that languish into health^ 
Tbe afflicted into joy ; th’ opprest 
Into security and rest. 

The worthy in disgrace shall, find 
Favour return again ttiore kind. 

And in restraint who stitted^ie, tr' 
Shall taste the air of liberty. 

• 

The brave shnll triumph in success. 

The lovers slrafl have mistresses, 

Poor unregarded Virtu^ praise. 

And the neglected Poet- oays. 

Thus shall our healths do ofitiers good, 
WMlst we ourselves do all me would; 
Fur, freed from envy and frop care, •. 
What would we be but what ” 

When I sate ^own to write this pre¬ 
face, it was m^ intention to*have made 
it more comprehensive; but, thinking 
that I ought rather to apologize for 
detaining the reader so long, 1 wUl here 
conclude. 



In4c>^ ft) the First Lines 


f \ PAOS 

A barking sound thS shepherd ^ 
^heat^. *. . •# '*4 • 39° 

A book came forth of latS, c^l«id 
Peter Bell . . . . . 207 

•A bright-haired comt)hny of youthf 


FAM 


Among* the dwellings framed by 

birds.X36 

Among the mountains were we 
nursed, loved Stream . , . 369 

A month, sweet Little^oncs, is past 66 

ful slaves.- 32S l«\n age hath been whofi earth was 

Abruptly paused the Vtrife;—the • | jiroud . . •. 395« 

field throughout • . . . .Aaso ' A ^rrow girdle of rough stones and 

Action is transitory—acstop, a blow crags . . ^.121 

A dark plume,,folfli pie from fou rAnd is it amoug rude untutored 

blfsted 3o< . Dales . •.253 

Adieu, Rydalian LShreliP! that j Ami is this—Yarrow ?—This the 

have grown.3O8 l* Stream.243 

Advance—come forth from ttiy • j And, not in vain embodied to the 


T\T<jlcan ground 


25 ^* sight 


335 


Aerial whose soli#iry brow . 205 And shall, the Pontiff asks, profane- 

A fflmous man is Kobin Hood , . 231 i ness, flow.332 

'W AlTeations lose their obj^^ts ; Time I And what is Penance with her 

knotted thong.338 

And what melodious sounds at times 

prevail.335 

An Orpheus! an Orpheus! yes, 
I'aitb may grow bold. . . 152 

AiioUtcr year !—another deadly 

blow.249 

A pen—to register ; a key . , 397 

A Pilgrim, when the summer day . 135 
A plague on your languages, Ger¬ 
man and Norse.385 

A pleasant music floats along the 

Mere.332 

A Poet/ —Ho bath put his heart 

to school.224 

A point of life between my Parents’ 

dust .3G9 

Army of Clouds ! ye winged Host 

in troops.187 

A rocli there is whose homely front 183 
A Roruaii Master stands on Grecian 

ground .251 

Around a wild and woody hill . 270 
Arran ! a single-crested Tenerilfe . 375 


bririfes forth.678 

A floc^o^ sheep that leisurely pass 

by • .« . . *.20C 

,^genial hearth, a li*»spiFabIe board 317 
Age"! twine thy brows with fresh 

^Jiring flAw^s.237 

thiipc how one compelled for 

^ife to abide.411 

i^umniing bee—a little tinkling rill 589 
Ah, when the Body, round which in 

love w'e clung.330 

Ah ! where is Palafox ? Nor tongue 

nor pen.255 

•^h wily deceive ourselves ? by 

^ <10 mere fit.408 

,/Wl, glorious Martyrs, from your 

fields of light.341 

Ala$ ! what bof»ts the lon|( laborious 

quest.253 

A little onward*lend thy guiding 

^ hand . *.3j>4 

All praise the Likeness by thy skill 

portrafgd.225 

A love-lorn Maid, at spi^fe far dis¬ 


tant time.303 i Art thou a Statist in the van 


Ambition—follbwing down this far- 

famed slope.276 

Amid a fjprtile region green witjji ^ 

• wood . . ..359 

AnAl^tl)^ smoke of cities did you 

pass.XZ9 

Amid this dance of objects sadness 
steals T . . . * f . . . 269 

Among a grave Fraternity of Monks 405 
Among the dwellers in the silent 
fields.427 


385 


i Art thou the bird whom Man loves 

best.Z32 

-A simple Child.68 

As faith thus sanctihed the warrior’s 

crest.336 

As indignation mastered grief, my 

tongue.293 

As leaves are to the tree whereon 

they grow.409 

A slumber did my spirit seal . . 152 

As often as 1 murmur here . . X36 
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Fair Fi^me of life ! were it enough 

to gild.211 

Fair Star of evening. Splendour of 

the west .244 

Fallen, and diilu^d into a shape* 

less heap.306 

Fame tells of gropes—fijom England 

far away.219 

Fancy, who leads the pastimes of ’( 


PAG* 


Prom low tjrhtgjh doth dissolution 

cKmb ..350 

From Na.*'arf <loth emotion ct&ik, 

and^m<£ods.352 

From Rite andr Ordinance abused* 

Ihoiy fled . . *.346' 

From Stirling Ca^stle we had seen . 236 

Ffom that time fca’th, Authority' 
in^France . 543 


the felad.124^. From the Baptl^m^} hour, thrl^ 


Farewell, thou little Nook of 
mountain-ground . . ‘ 86 

Farewell, deep Valley, with thy ^ 

one rude House.618 

Far from my dearest Friend, ’tis 

mine to rove.z 

Far from our home by (irasniere’s 

quiet Lake. ‘.412 

Father ! to God himself we cannot 

give.347 

Fear hath a hundred eyes that all 

agree.342 

Feel for the wrongs to universal ken 409 
Festivals have 1 seen that w'ere nut 

names.245 

Fit retribution, by the moral code . 411 
Five years have past; five summers, 

with the length.167 

Flattered with promise of escape . 398 
Fly, some kind Harbingex, to Gras- 

mere-dale.237 

Fond words have oft been spoken to 

thee, Sleep.205 

For action born, existing to be tried 289 
Forbear to deem the Chronicler 

unwise.287 

For ever hallowed be this morning 

iair . . . *.328 

For gentlest uses, oft-times Nature 

takes.270 

Forgive, illustrious Country ! these 

deep sighs.28B 

Forth from a jutting ridge, around 

whose, base.124 

For what contend the wise ?—for 

nothing less . ^.340 

Four fiery steeds impatient of the 

rein .216 

From Bolton’s old monastic tower 308 
From early youth I ploughed the 

restless Main.374 

From fsflse assumption rose, and, 

fondly-bail'd.334 

From Little down to Least, in due 
degree . 347 


weal and woe . . 349 

From the dark cjjambers of <^jRC<. 

turn freed •.2*11 

From the fierce aspect of this River, 

„ throwing.2‘^o 

Fronulhe Pi'er’s head, nrusing, and 
with increase* . . .^80 

From ‘this deep chasm, where 
quivering sunbeams iflay . .• 303 ' 

Frowns arc on every Muse’s face 133 
I'lirl wo the sails, and passvwt^^h 
tardy oars . . . . s ^5 

Genius of Raphael ?' if thy wings . 199 
Giordano, veril)' thy Pencil's skill .‘67/ ■ 
Glad sight wherever new if itfi old . 1^3/ 
Glide gently, thus for ever glid#"' . " \ 
Glorv to God ’ and to the Power 

who came.3i3 

Go back to antique ages, if thine eyes 252 

Go, faithful Portrait ! and where 

U)ng hath knelt.223 

Grant, that by this unsparing 

hurricane. 339^ 

Great men have been among us ; • 

hands that penned ■ n? 

Greta, what fearful listening ! w'hen 

huge stones.368 

Grief, thou hast lost an ever-jeady 
friend . . . . . . 20 7 

Gtieve for the Man who Either 

came bereft.. . 291 

Had this effulgence disappeared . 364 

Hail, orient CoNqueror of gloomy 
Night ^ 264 

Hail to the fields—with Dwellings \ 
aSjirinkled o’er . . . , • . . 303 

Iftil • to the crown by Freedom 
shaped to gird .* . . «-. • 6jt 

Hail, Twilight, sovsreign . 

peaceful hour.2x5 

Hail, Virgin o’er zqany an 

envious bar.341 

Hail, Zaragoza 1 If with unwet eye 254 
Happy thie feeling from the bosom 
thrown.203 
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Hard task! exclaim ilndis- • 

ciplined, to lean , * . ^ . .-408 

ilarkl^dis \he Thrush, pn^al^ted, \ 

undeprest.\ 

Harfllonious Powera^ with N^ure 
‘ work . . ^ % 420 

Harp! could’st thou venture, on 
thy boldest string . • . - 3^.1 

Hast tk>u seen, ^'ithPflash incessant^ 435 
—:— Hast thou thfn survived ^ - 139, 

Haydon ! let worthicw judges praise 
^Jie shjll*. . . .... 224 

} 3 ae closed the Teiiaift of that 


PAGE • . PAGE 

5- • How byutiful when up a lofty height 113 

. .-408 How beautiful your presence, how 

d, \ benign.329 

'. 225 How blest the Maid whose heart— 
re yet free ■ 375 

% 420 How clear, how keen, how mar- 
)n * vellouslj' bri/ht . • . . . . 213 

- 3^3 “ How disappeai^?d he ? ” Ask the 

43.'5 Ipewt and toad..358 

. 139, ;;41ow fast the Marian death-list* is 

sc unrolled.340 

. 224 Hosn profitless the relics that we 
at . cull.360 


lonely vale.« . 601 ITow richly glows the water’s breast 7 

bre Man more purely lives, less oft * How rich that forehead’s calm 


Hfere Man more purely lives, less oft ^ 
doth fall • . • ■ 334 

Here pause, aAd bend in. 

Reverence.p . G79 

Hene, on our native soilfwe breathe 

. ontfc more.246 

Herfc tiieir knees men swore : the 
st<!lic» were black 377 

l^fre pause; the ^oet claims at 

f least this praise.258 

■HUrc stood ^ Oak, that long had 
r d)orink affixed 


expanse.91 

How sad a ■welcome! To each 

voyhger. 377 

Ho'w shall I paint thee ?—Be this 

naked stone.301 

How soon—alas ! did Man, created _ 

pure.334 

II'iw sweet it is, when mother 

Fancy rocks.2ri 

Hiimanitv. delighting to behold . 258 


350 Hunger, and sultry heat, and 

iiip[<ing bl.jst.257 


Here, where, of havoc tired and rash iii]i[iing bl.jst. 

undoing.228 I am not One M-ho much or oft 


Her eyes are wild, her head is bare 117 
Hit only pilot the soft breeze, the 


delight.388 

I come, yo little noisy Crew . . 455 


boat.204 I dropjv^d my (Jcn ; and listened to 


“ High bliss is only for a higher 


state 


l-iUgh deeds, O Germans, are to come 

^from you.251 

High in the breathless Hall the 


the Wind.252 

116 If from the public wav you turn your 


steps.106 

If Life were slumber on a bed of down 370 
If Nature, for a favourite child . . 386 


Minstrel sale.165 If there be projihcts on whose spirits 


High is, onr calling, Friend!— 

Creative Art •.21 

4Iigh on^ broad unfertile tract of t 
forest-skirted Down . . . . ; 

High on her speculative Jpwer . . 274 


211 If these brief Records, by the 

t Muse’s art.218 

74 If the whole weight of what we 


think and feel.2x2 


His simple truths did Aridrew glean 126 If this great world of joy and pain 401 
Holy and heavenly Spirits as they are 342 If thou in the dear love of some one 


Homeward turn. Isle of Col- 

umba’iltCell. 

Hope rules a land for ever green *. 
^ope smiled when your nativity 


Friend.435 

'8 If to Tradition faith be due . . 357 

51 If -with old love of*you, dear Hills ! 

I share.294 


^a^'act . m .377 I grieved for BonapartG, with a vain 245 


Hopes what are they ?—Beads of 


I have a boy of five years old 


morning. . ' • i ' ' ' ^ heard (alas! ’twas only in a 

How art thou named ? * In search drci:m).212 

of what strange land .... 220 I heard a thousand blended notes . 383 


of what strange land .... 220 
Mow beautiful the Queen of Night, 
oa. high.. . 678 


I know an aged Man constrained 
to dwell ..67P 
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I listen—but no faculty of mine . 272 I 
Imagination—ne’er before conteik 262 
1 mirvel how Natme could ever fuid I 

space.383 

I met Louisa in the shade ... 88 

liiunured in Bothwell’s towers, at ; 

times the Bravs.359 

^- 2 n Bruges town is n^n5' a street 267 | 
In days of yore how fortunately •' , 


•IT” 


iPAGB 

• 383 

89 
’. 150 
533 


tt is the m'ld day of March 
I travs’led ^nong unknown men . 

—It set ns a day . . . ’. 

It wasea 'Seailtilul and silent day . 

It was a'dreary jnoming when the 

wheels . .480 

It wa's a inoral end for which they 

bought . . f .254 

It W3S an April morning : fresh p’ld 

> • "9 


fared 577 '■ clear 

In desultory walk through orchard [I’ve watch’d you now a full lialf- 

grnunds.>- . . . 425 ! hour.' . . 86 

In distant countries have I been . 93 11 wandered lopcly'^ks a cloud f 

In due observance of an ancient rite 255 I was thy neighbour once, thou 

Inland, within a hollow vale. 1 stood 24G i ragged Pile.456 

Inmate of a mountain-dwelling. . 177 '1 w’atrh, and long have watched. 


In my mind’s eye a Temple, like a 

cloud. 228 

In one of those excursions (may 

they ne’er.557 

Intent on gathering wool from hedge j 
and brake.22G j 


with calm reg*S*t . . . 21 

I, wTio iccoinpanied with taithful ' 

pace.325 

Jesn ! bless oiir slender Boat . 269 

Jones! as from t.'alais southward 

yon and I . . 244 


In these fair vales hath many a Tree 434! Just as chose 'fine’ words were 
In the sweet shire of Cardigan . . 384 ! penned, the sun broke out in pow'er 75 

In this still plar.e, remote from men 233 . Keep for the Young the*, impas- 
In trellised shed with clustering j sioned smile. . . . *. ., . 175 

roses gay.307 ! Lady! a Pen (perhaps with thy 

Intrepid sons of Albion ! not bv vou 2611 regard.47s 

In youth from rock to rock I went 128 | Lady ! I rifled a Parnassian Cave . 214 


I rose while yet the cattle, hcat- 

opprest.306 

I saw a Mother’s eye intensely bent 3418 
I saw an aged Beggar in my walk . 446 
I saw far off the dark top c»f a Pine 286 
I saw' the figure of <1 lovely Maid . 343 
Is Death, when evil against good 

has fought .410 

I shiver, Spirit fierce and bold . 229 

»Is it a reed that's shaken by the 

wind.244 

Is then no nook of English ground 

secure.228 

Is then the final page before me 

sipread.280 

Is there a power that can sustain 

and cheer.2.<;s 

Is this, ye Gods, the Gapitolian Hill 287 
I thought of Thee, my partner and 

my guide.307 

It is a beauteous evening, calm and 

free.2og 

It is no Spirit who from heaven hath 

flown.169 

It is not to be thought of that the 
flood.247 


Lady I the songs of Spring were 

in the grove.214 

I^amrnt! for Diocletian’s fiery 

sword.326 

Lance, shield, and sword relinquished 

—at his side.33’* 

Last night, without a voice, that 

Vision spoke.343 

Let other bards of angels sing . , 90 

Let thy wheel-barrow alone, ? ■ la? 

l.,et us quit the leafy arbou* . ■ 7 \^ 

Lie' here, without a record of thy 

worth..* . 390 

Life with you '^.ambs, lilte day, is 

just begun.225 

Like a shipwreck'd Sailor *ost . . 399 

List, the winds of March are blowing 399 
Li<=^—!±was the Cuckoo.—O with 
what delight . . . . . 289^ 

List, ye who pass by Lyulph’s Tow.-:;^,38o'‘ 
Lo I in the burning west, tfle' 

craggy nape .279 

Lone Flower, hexncmed in with ^ows 

and white as they.214 

Long-favoured England 1 be not 
thou misled.408 
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Long has the dew bec\ oa^ ^ | Most sw^t it is with uuuplifted 



tree ap^ lawn 
Loftg tlm^ have human 
andeuilt 

Long nmc his pulse^^afth 

* to beat.. .^55 

Lcmsdale! it were unw^thy of a 
Guest ......... 380' 

l^ook at' ®ie fate of suAiner flowers 89 
C.ook now on that Adventurer wi^o 
hath paid , . . • . . . 255 

Lor^df th« Vale ! astoijj^ding Flood 241 
Lortra is the Vale ! the Voite is up 458 
Loving she is, and tractable, though 
wild 


eyes.382 

Mother ! vrhose virgin bosom was 

uncrost.339 

Motions and Means on land and 
sea at war 379 

&?oiirn. Shepherd, near* thy old 

grey stone . .*.455 

My /r^me hath often trembled with 

,;-delight . . .• 304 

My heart leaps up when 1 behold . 65 

Nay, Traveller!' rest. This lonely 

,Yew-tree stands.18 

I Near Anio’s stream, I spied a gentle 
Dove.288 


66 ! 

Lo ! wh?;« she vtands fiitecr in a* i Slever enlivened with the liveliest 

saijjt-hk^'Ci^ncc , * . . . 2^:5 i ray.137 

Lo ! where the Moon along the slTy 389 . Next mdrning Troilus began to clear 444 
f LowtlTe|p! in thy majestit^ Pile arc | No fiction was it of the antique age 302 

'seei^ ...380 ! No more: the end is sudden and 

abrupt.360 

Lyi^ ! IhcAigh such power^o in ^hy 


eeii p 

Lullci^w the sout\fl of pastoral bells 278 

^! lh( 

jpna^ic live ? . . -154 

Ann's life is like a Sparrow, mighty 

■ * ..329 

Mark hoW the feathered tenants of 

the flood.177 

Madk the concentred hazels that 

enclose.212 

Meek Virgin Mother, more benign . 271 
Men of the Western World i in 

Fate%dark book.408 

14 en, who have ceased to reverence, 

^on defy.342 

M^y and Love have met thee on 

thy road ..326 

Methinks that 1 could trip o’er 

• heaviest ^oil.341 

Methinks ^ha^ tb some vacant 

'tiermitage.339 

Methinks Jtwere no unprecedented 
« feat 305 

Methought I saw the footsteps of a 

throne.209 

f'Mid crowded obelisks and urns . . 231 

Mid-noon if past;—upon the sultry 

mead. .» . 30I 

ASlton! ^hoa shduldst be living 

at^liiS^hour.^.247 

Mine ear lhas rung, my spirit sunk 
subdued.. . . . ^ . 351 

“ Miserrimus / ” and neitfier name 

nor date.. 

Monastic Domes! following my 

downward way.350 

VV.P. 


No mortal object did these eyes 

behold.208 

No record tells of lance opposed to 

lance.306 

Nor scorn the aid which Fancy oft 

doth lend.329 

Nor shall the eternal roll of praise 

reject.344 

Nor wants the cause the panic-strik¬ 
ing aid.32B 

-Not a breath of air. . . . 149 

Not envying Latian shades—if yet 

they throw.300 

Not hurled precipitous from steep 

to steep.307 

Not in the lucid intervals of life . 362 
Not in the mines beyond the western 

main.381 

Not, like his great Compeers, indig¬ 
nantly .269 

Not Love, not War, nor the tumul¬ 
tuous swell.2X2 

Not ’mid the world’s vain objects 

that enslave.252 

Not sedentary all: there are who 

roam ....■* .331 

Not seldom, clad in radiant vest . 435 
Not so that Pair whose youthful 

spirits dance.302 

Not the whole warbling grove in 

concert heard.221 

Not to the clouds, not to the ctiS, 

he flew.375 

Not to the object specially designed 4x0 
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rhyme 459 ' Ye trees! whose sleric roots^en- 

With each recurrence of this glorious j twine .... --33 

morn.207 ■ Yet Truth is keen*^ nought for, and 

With how sad steps, O Moon, thou j the wind , . . . 344 

climb’st the skv.215 I Yet, yet' Biscayan? ! we must 

Within her gilded cage confined . 134! meet ouV Foes . ' ■ . ■ *. 256 

Within our happy Castle there dwelt | Ye vales and hills wh'ifee beauty 

One.87 j 'luiner . 463 

Within the mind strong fancies work 174 
With little here to do or see . 129 
With sacrifice.before the rising morn 170 
With Sh^ the sea was sprinkled 
far and high.209 I 


You^all it,'" Love lies bleeding, 

—so you nmy . : . , . xz 7 

You have li ird " a Spanish Laa/ . 113 
Youife: —what is then 

become A)lr ...... 409 


Butler and Tamer The Sel ir aed INPtl 


























